Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



'^**' Irom R,.. Bcp, 



d 






THE SON OF THE CZAR^ 



an 1)i0torical 1?omance 



BY 



JAMES M. GRAHAM 






' • I 
. .. .' 

' , ' 



» . 



3 b 



' < . 



NEW YORK 
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY 

PUBLISHERS 




COrVKIGHT, 1897, 

r FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY 
;- kit Hfkti rtUTVtd 



CONTENTS. 




CBAK FAGB. 

(^ A FIRST ESCAPE , I 

^ THE PIUNCE's advisers lO 

^. ONE OF THE TRIALS OF A CZAR. 28 

/Tv. ALEXIS AMONG HERETICS. 4I 

^ THE PRINCE IN THE PART OF A LOVER 56 

VI. INTRUDERS 70 

(I. THE BETROTHAL. 95 

^ HOPE FOR THE CZAR*S ENEMIES I02 

IX. A POINT OF HEREDITY I20 

1^ THE prince's wedding \'.,'.,W : ^ . ... ^ I30 

XI. THE CZAREVNA S HOME LIFE ;.".%. V./ • • •- ./. .; i9^,/ 

i|j^ TEMPORARY SEPARATION J.'!;'. *'•;> ^ . » .,, 'l73 ' 

XIIL A LAST VISIT TO GERMANY .. . t ',:\\ \ *. i^ .. 183 

XIV. ALEXIS ANSWERS A QUESTION IN. ,0^&^APHY. .;.*; I JoS 

^. MORE OF THE CZAREVNa's HOME LIFE .T .\ .' 212 

1. ALEXIS ONCE MORE IN THE PART OF A LOVER 227 

^I. THE CZAREWITCH A WIDOWER 256 

rm THE czar's WARNINGS; AND ANOTHER ESCAPE... 262 

XIX. A GUEST OF THE HOUSE OF AUSTRIA 296 

XX. THE IMPERIAL CAPTIVE 308 

XXL A FEW WORDS IN RUSSIAN 326 

XXIL ONCE MORE IN THE TOILS 343 

XXUL THE prince's LAST WELCOME TO MOSCOW 363 

ZXTV. ALEXIS DEPRIVED OF HIS COUNSELLORS., 38 1 




VI 



Contents. 



XXV. SUPHROSTNE PROVES HERSELF A LOYAL SUBJECT.. 393 

XXVI. FURTHER CONFESSIONS DEMANDED 4 1 1 

XXVIL ADVOCATES OF MERCY 428 

XXVIII. A STRUGGLE FOR EXISTENCE 438 

XXIX. THE WORLD HEARS OF THE PRINCE's DEATH 446 

XXX. THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST 453 






e f t 
e 6 

e e 

e « 



e e 



• • 



e* e e • 

« e • •• 

* » « - c • 



e « e 



• • •• 



.•••: 









••• 
• • • 



•• 



••• • 

••• 

••: 

••• 

• • 






•• 



••• 












THE SON OF THE CZAR. 



CHAPTER I. 

A FIRST ESCAPE. 

About the close of October, in the year 1709, three men of 
soldierly bearing strode up and down outside the door of a 
long, low-roofed house not far from the banks of the Neva. 
The afternoon of a cheerless day was waning, and the sur- 
roundings of the men were far from picturesque. The ground 
they trod formed part of what was litde better than a frozen 
morass, from which there grimly emtfii^ k ^^wfld^mess <of 
dwellings, aU of wood. Some of these were laid *'out:iit evaeti 
rows, and were designed with a certain/ sevei^; Symmetry. 
The greater portion were rude hovels, ,irregulseply:jdiipersed 
over the dismal waste. Through an opemil^'*dl tlfe .road 'in 
which the men walked was discernible, to the *nar^hwest, a 
dockyard, on the stocks of which lay a ship that seemed to be 
approaching completion. Encircling the horizon beyond was 
a diadem of forests ; and the landscape was immersed in a 
still deeper gloom by the ashen haze at present closing over 
the sombre crown of trees. 

'* He is late : hours beyond the time," said one of the men. 

*' Did you ever know him keep a tryst — signalled though he 
has been ? ** 

** I hear a whisper that he will be at length taken to task in 
earnest" 

" You have heard right," joined in the eldest of the three. 
''There's no one but must see the need at last of being deci- 
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9 The Son of the Czar. 

sive, of striking to the heart of things at once. The day of 
indulgence is over." 

''Otherwise our dear prince would shift and twist and 
change hue according to his wont Though he by no means 
inclines to feed on light and air, he has all the other qualities 
of the chameleon." 

*' And the greater the peril of delay and of losing sight of 
him when he is once caught." 

''Welly let us hope his father's abrupt method of aiming 
at the centre of the target may not scare the young gentle- 
man out of his wits. Leaving the main pointy then, this is 
an unfortunate day for his highness to be impressed by the 
beauties of Petersburg." 

" What city in the world would stand a fair comparison in 
his eyes with Moscow? Let Petersburg have its chance. In 
a few months' time ^you'll see, you'll see " 

"What shall we see? " asked the second of the two younger 

men. 

• • • • • • • 

• /^M^9 ^t yini^^u Uke, a fury changed into one of the 

|11iii^ i}rBLce8>*Atrap6S transformed into Venus — ^and so forth. 
*But }p xoipf ';^b^c]f^ tt> the present world, you both know that my 
father;]^ Vsd^b 4 gbod piece of ground here lately?" 

." J^% w tj^yiici ^r what purpose ? " 

^:lllV}i8kpp(>m{ ybll in the malicious pleasure of making im- 
perfinent guesses. Not to keep you in suspense, he has drawn 
up plans for a new residence for himself. And what will it be 
inade o^ think you? " 

" Mud." 

" Tolstoi, I'll begin to call you vile names. I'll persuade 
my father to trick you out of that mission to Bnmswick you've 
set your heart upon." 

"Tell us at once what the residence will be made of." 

"Stone, Sergius Maranoff ; stone, Peter Tolstoi; stone, you 
rascals both. The first house of stone in Petersburg. When 
I told his majesty last night, he said he hardly knew whether 
to cane my father for anticipating him, or to make me drunk 
for bringing him the good news." 
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A First Escape. 3 

'* He must have decided on the latter alternative/' said Tol- 
stoi; ^'for the effects have not worn off yet. But stay, do 
neither of you hear an3^ing? " 

The three stopped in their pacing to and fro. Distinct from 
the noises of splitting axe and tapping hammer in the near 
dockyard could be heard the ring of bells and clatter of horses' 
hods in the opposite direction. Tolstoi gazed long to south- 
eastward ; then with sudden orders to his young companions, 
Alexander Golovkin and Sergius Maranoif, he hurried into the 
house. Golovkin remained where he was ; Maranoff went 
across the road to the window of a barrack-like structure and 
held up his hand. Then a gateway opened and a score of 
men-at-arms came forth and took their stand on either side of 
the door by which Tolstoi had entered. 

Five minutes later a comfortable sledge drawn by four horses, 
and followed by a half-dozen smaller conveyances, came rum- 
bling and jolting along the uneven road, and halted near the 
double file of soldiers. Tolstoi', who had reissued from the 
house, came forward .with head uncovered and face composed 
to an expression of reverence, and opened the carriage door. 
After a pause a young man about nineteen years of age, dressed 
in thickly furrcKl robes that reached almost to the ground, 
alighted. He was of good height, but thin and pale ; with a 
prominent forehead, eyes dark, round and dreamy; and a 
moustache and beard in their first growth. He turned a scared 
face on either side of him, fixed his gaze with special disfavor 
alternately on Tolstoi and Maranoff, and brushing past with a 
convulsive movement entered the house in silence. He was met 
within the threshold by a chamberlain, who ushered him into a 
room and left him. 

It was a room some twenty feet square, and furnished with 
extreme plainness. The plank floor had no carpet. Toward 
the upper centre was an oak table of moderate size, without 
a cover. Here and there were a dozen chairs of the same 
wood, as neatly made as the table, but with a similar absence 
of elaborate ornamentation. On the table lay an open box of 
mathematical instruments, a mariner's compass, a telescope, 
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some books, a lighted lamp, and a few parcels wrapped in 
paper. To the walls were nailed a number of models of ships. 
The yomig gentleman took in these objects with one glance of 
shuddering disrelish, then fixed his eyes on a door by the north- 
western angle of the room. The sound of a firm approaching 
tread had struck upon his ears. The furred cap which he had 
removed from his head he now let fall on to a chair beside 
which he had been standing ; and the door opened. 

There advanced into the chamber a man who seemed not 
much more than thirty-five years old. He was a little over six 
feet high, with a well-knit, powerful frame. His complexion 
was dark. His broad and high forehead surmounted a pair of 
black eyes, vivid with the lustre distinctive of features of the 
wild Eastern warrior cast. He had a clearly chiselled nose 
and well-cut lips. He wore his own short curling black hair 
and a small moustache. His cheeks and chin were clean-shaven. 
His dress, a little mud-stained in parts, consisted of a doublet 
with bronze buttons, left open and reaching slightly below the 
knees, a flannel shirt, trunks brown in color like the coat, thick 
yellow hose and stout shoes. He advanced with a smile to the 
youth. And Peter the First of Russia and his eldest son Alexis, 
heir to the throne, stood face to face. 

The Czarewitch lowered his eyes and made a confused at- 
tempt to kneel and kiss the Emperor's hand. The father pre- 
vented this by taking the prince's two hands, kissing him, and 
pointing to a chair. Then he took a seat himself, leant back, 
and generally comported himself in a way designed to set the 
Crown Prince at ease. 

"I can scarce think the weather favored you on the way from 
Moscow?" 

" There was a thunderstorm on the second day, sire ; later 
on, snow fell, and we were three times menaced by wolves." 

"Any mishaps?" 

" One man fell off a sledge while drunk, and was torn to 
pieces— or two men, I think. I forget." 

" Well, you at least are here and safe, thank God ; and I have 
prepared as good quarters for you as this place can afford." 
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A First Escape. 5 

** May I ask your majesty how long I am to remain? ** 

" Let me trust that you will be my guest in a way for three 
days at least It rests with you to say longer.'* 

Alexis bowed, stared on the floor, and did not answer. The 
expression of mingled timidity and suUenness on his face could 
not escape notice ; and it was with something of an effort that 
Peter resumed the conversation. 

" You are perhaps tired after the journey. Shall I put off 
till to-morrow or next day what I have to say to you? " 

" I am willing to hear your majesty now," was the hasty 
rejoinder. 

" Very good," said the Czar, leaning across the table ; " I 
know your disposition, and I have no desire to take you un- 
awares. I must introduce matters of feeling, but I shall try 
to make them as little distressing as possible." 

Alexis began to look uneasier than before. 

"Take my word for it," continued Peter, " my constant wish 
to be frank with you, and, if I may say so, to give you the ex- 
ample of sincerity, can never harm you. Let me begin with 
one of my chief sources of sorrow. You have a swarm of ad- 
visers in Moscow to whom, apparently, you reveal your inmost 
thoughts. Your own father, who should be first among your 
counsellors, is excluded from all share in your confidence. 
Come, now: let us open ourselves to one another heart to 
heart; why should this be so, Alexis?" 

The Czarewitch moved in his chair, but made no answer. 

** There is one thing which, either of your own accord or 
under the promptings of others, you seem never to realize. It is 
with hesitation that I refer to it. You cannot, even with your 
distaste for troublesome reminders, be more embarrassed in 
hearing than I am in speaking of my true affection for you, my 
anxious regard for your welfare." 

" I never doubted it, sire," stammered the prince. 

" Listen well while I assure you that this policy of activity, 
of reform which your intimates view with hatred, or at the best 
with indifference, dates from the year of your birth, and owes 
its origin to my thought for you. Yes. When I was younger 
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than you are now, when I was not more than seventeen years 
old, Heaven gave you to me ; and thenceforward the voice of 
Lefort himself was not a more powerful monitor to me than the 
mere sight of your baby face. In that same year a conspiracy 
broke out wUch aimed, not at my existence alone, but at 
yours." 

" I know it, sire." 

" But has your heart never told you what helped me in such 
a pass? My education was far inferior to yours ; yet for many 
a year even before that date, in my boyhood, my mind had 
been thronged with brilliant dreams, my heart had been on fire 
with aspirations for the grandeur of my country. Your helpless 
infancy, I repeat, was the one impulse I required to point out 
to me the path of duty. I, your boy-father, crushed the plot- 
ters against your life and mine; and Russia has ever since 
recognized in me its undisputed master and in you the son 
whose inheritance none shall dare to question." 

'' I am not worthy of such a father." 

''You are pleased to say so," rejoined the Czar in a tone 
of good-humored impatience ; then his manner altered to one 
of intense earnestness. " I want you to show yourself worthy ; 
indeed, to prove yourself a better man. Believe me, my son, 
if God would so order circumstances that I should be the 
Philip of this empire, and you the mightier Alexander to suc- 
ceed me, I could willingly lay down my life this night" 

He covered his face hurriedly, for he felt the coming on of 
one of those convulsions of the nerves which often lent sudi a 
pathetic terror to his features in times of suprettie passion. And 
Alexis gazed at him in trepidation, but with no sympathy, and 
maintained, with an infusion of stubborn weariness, the silence 
which he had scarcely broken from the commencement of this 
interview. 

The Czar looked up after a pause of nearly a minute. His 
face was once more under control and he resumed with the 
pleasing smile habitual to him : 

''Yes : I think that even my good subjects in Moscow will 
scarcely say that I am selfish in what is done for our common 



A First Escape. 7 

countryy that I am an egotist in my patriotism. Let as many 
as possible, say I, stand forth and join in the reaping of the 
harvest ; let every Muscovite heart throb with pride in the do- 
ing of the good work ; but above all let me never lose the hope 
that you will still take a foremost place among my helpers.** 

*' I wish I could think myself fitted for such labor as your 
majesty expects of me.*' 

« Do you really wish that? I am repaid for many an hour 
of anxiety by hearing you even say so much. And where is 
the difficulty, Alexis? Your qualities of mind are good; as I 
before remarked, you have had advantages of culture which 
were denied to me ; you are not wanting in firmness — ^but that 
firmness needs to be guided in the right way. Shall I make a 
suggestion which sums up all that's in my thoughts on this 
matter?'* 
^' If my father pleases.*' 

** See less of your Moscow advisers and more of your father. 
Remember, I do not wish to impose my presence irksomely 
upon you " 

''Your majesty is too thoughtful of me." 

'' Neither would I insist on your partaking of all the dangen 
and discomforts to which I subject myself. But let me request 
you, child, let me entreat you to think less of the entombed 
past and more of the Uve world that is yearly changing before 
yooi eyes. Three months ago our greatest enemy, Charles of 
Sweden, was prostrated by a blow from which it is doubtful if 
he will recover. Yet on that day of our overwhelming of 
the foreign invaders, I had not you at my side to embrace ; 
you were not present to share my joy at the triumph of our 
arms." 

" I was not well, sire. I was a-bed in Moscow." 

''And who were the consolers that hurried around you in 
your sickness? Men who, to the best of my intelligence, act- 
ually bewailed the victory of Pultava, as nine years ago they 
exulted in our defeat at Narva. But there, there, I must 
remember that you are my guest I'll not seem to reproach 
yoiL Hear me when I once more say, abandon these Moscow 
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8 The Son of the Czar. 

advisers ; they are neither true lovers of their country nor sin- 
cere friends to you." 

" I agree with you, sire." 

Peter looked steadily at the downcast face before him, and 
went on : " I have a plan sketched out for your future which 
I mean to submit to you — ^but not to-night; to-morrow, per- 
haps." 

"To-morrow — ^you will have more to say?" 
Yes, I have said enough to you for the present" 
Very well, sire," said the prince with alacrity. 
Will you sup with me or at your own lodging? " 

" At the quarters your majesty has graciously assigned me 
— if I may," was the hurried answer. 

" Then we shall not see each other again this evening," said 
the monarch after a pause. " Think of what I have said. 
But do not brood over it. Let me hear to-morrow that you 
have slept well." 

Alexis rose from his chair, hastened across the room, and 
with tears in his eyes knelt and kissed his father's hands. " I 
shall think over it, sire," he cried, " I shall obey you in every 
way." 

The Czar laid his hand for a moment on the prince's head, 
then raised him, and immediately touched a bell on the 
table. 

" Show his highness to his lodging," he said to the groom who 
answered the summons. And the Czarewitch with a stealthy 
look of relief glided from the apartment. 

Peter was no sooner left alone than he commenced to un- 
pack the parcels on the table. They consisted of books on 
mathematics and navigation, a few optical instruments, and 
some carpenters' tools, all seemingly despatched from foreign 
countries. Among the objects was one which attracted the 
smiling notice of the Emperor. It was a small axe. The 
handle was of bronze, worked into the semblance of a cover- 
ing of rough scales, designed to make secure the grasp of the 
wielder. The head was of fine steel and the edge was keen as 
that of a razor. The implement rested in a flexible leather 
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sheath, and the whole might have weighed little more than five 
pounds. Peter was still examining this weapon when a knock 
came to the door ; he murmured a word in answer, and Count 
Tolstoi entered the room. 

"You have questioned the servants?" inquired the monarch 
without raising his head. 

" I have, sire." 

*' And your opinion — ^in one sentence ? " 

" I think your majesty's presence is required in Moscow." 

" We shall see," was the rejoinder of the sovereign, as he 
still played with the axe. " Let Alexander Menchikoff be with 
me early to-morrow." 

Menchikoff appeared at eight o'clock next morning in 
the corridor outside the rude bedroom of the Czar. He 
was frowning and agitated, and did not wait to be an- 
nounced. 

*' His highness has gone," he shot forth in a stammer. 

"Left Petersburg?" 

" With every soul that he brought here, your majesty." 

Peter's face did not change. He lay looking before him in 
silence for a few seconds only. 

" You and Tolstoi and young Alexander Golovkin be in my 
office below in ten minutes from now," said the sovereign at 
length. 

" I start for Moscow at noon," he said when he had come 
downstairs, "and you three shall accompany me." 

He caught sight of the little axe which had lain on the table 
from the night before. 

"The prince complained of the wolves he fell in with on his 
way here," he observed. " On my word, I shall take this pretty 
weapon with me. If we are menaced, it shall be used for the 
first time against the brutes that put my son in danger." 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE PRINCE'S ADVISERS. 

Alexis had been taken to a lodging far superior in seemli- 
ness and convenience to that of his father. The Emperor, in 
those years of the arduous beginnings of Petersburg, had first 
satisfied his own wants with a hut on the Isle of Yenissari. 
Later, he had moved over to the mainland, into a house of three 
rooms with no carpets, and with furniture plain almost to mean- 
ness. The dwelling which he had founded for possible tenancy 
by the Crown Prince was of wood, like his own, but larger and 
more carefully built. In its internal arrangements it had even 
some pretence to luxury. The Czarewitch, however, with mind 
turned elsewhere, had no place for impressions other than those 
of consternation and dismay at his present surroundings — the 
plague-breathing swamp, the sordid hovels ever threatened by 
the rising Neva, and above all the sea, whose air, borne from the 
Gulf of Finland, filled him with dread and abhorrence. 

At all risks, therefore, and under his usual prompting of com- 
bined timidity and stubbomess, he was bent on bringing to a 
close with little delay this reluctant visit to his father. On leav- 
ing the Czar he had communicated his purpose to his half -glad, 
half-petrified companions and retainers ; and long before sun- 
rise next morning, with all the precautions of prisoners escaping 
from a hostile camp, the party had set forth on its return jour- 
ney southeastward. 

It was with something of the fearful gladness of a child who 
has been through a chamber thronged with imaginary spectres, 
now left far behind ; something of an exultation, in which com- 
parison with his late environment would have appeared to him 
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literally blasphemous^ that Alexis came about eight days after- 
wards within sight of Moscow. And, indeed, he had a higher 
justification than the sentiment of contrasts for the enthusiasm 
which thrilled him as he now drew near the sacred capital 

It was ten o'clock on a clear morning of November ; and as 
the prince looked out from his carriage, his hysterical fancy be- 
came more firmly than ever seized with the conviction that this 
was not a city built by the hand of man, but one which had 
come forth at the call of some fantastic yet loving angel. There 
it lay, seemingly less a town of this bustling, war-shaken empire, 
than one huge monastery, held moveless in the now equally 
tCHpid folds of the frozen Moskwa. There sprang up in be- 
wildering multitude the fiery steeples and domes of gold, of 
silver, of star-sprinkled azure, all standing sharp out against the 
stainless heaven. Above each of the churches towered and 
flamed five or six cupolas, below which were crowds of roofs 
almost uniformly painted in a yellowish green, imparting to the 
city the semblance of a verdant plain withered by the sun and 
overspread with pavilions armored in shining metal. Distin- 
guishable from these expanses were numbers of vast concentric 
enclosures, with walls and towers battlemented and siumounted 
by gradually ascending scales of little bells. One of these en- 
closures, the nucleus of all the others, the heart of the holy city, 
contained the triangular platform of the Kremlin, the venerable 
home of the Czars ; a congregation of white cathedrals and 
palaces, a wilderness of golden orbs and crosses and domes and 
spires, from the midst of which darted aloft the slender struct- 
ure of the Terem, the Russian Seraglio, in its brilliant garment 
of enamelled tiles. To the right of the Kremlin was the cathe- 
dral of St. Basil, not one church, but a tumultuous assemblage 
of superposed shrines, a barbaric monument seemingly designed 
in mimicry of some fantastic monster beheld in a nightmare ; a 
dragon, or some still more nameless animal, with its man^- 
colored scales and its twelve heads, each cumbrously crowned 
with a turban of folds intervolved in the most curious fashion. 
Beyond the heart of the city was a labyrinth of lanes with irreg- 
nltf houses — a mass of buildings pieced together from painted 
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woods of every color, buildings whose outlines were lost in the 
maze of fiowerless gardens and the dazzle of frozen ponds. 
Toward the extreme horizon, on the high banks of the river, 
rose a vast belt of monasteries with crenellated ramparts, a relic 
of the times when the warlike and devoted monks interposed 
themselves and their conventual strongholds to guard the holy 
city against invasion by the Tartars. 

As the traveller drew nearer, any impression of lifelessness 
which might have been conveyed by the aspect of the town 
wore off. It was a festival day. Up and down many a nar- 
row street there came and went, in solemn procession, long 
lines of variously dressed figures — monks and priests in their 
sacred vestments, noblemen and beggars, merchants and 
soldiers in robes of strange forms and vivacious hues, the 
marching trains dimly seen amid volumes of incense, and hav- 
ing an appearance from afar of rainbows moving under wreaths 
of thin white cloud. Again, over the whole of the panorama, 
from tower and dome and pinnacle, there came ringing along 
the light winds a clamor of metallic sound, the tiny bells in 
the steeples aloft mingling their high keen trill with the 
bass of the droning bronze, and the storm of harmony 
from the innumerable chimes making the air tremble for 
leagues around. 

Almost within the moment of his catching a first glimpse 
of Moscow, Alexis had knelt down in his carriage and had 
supplemented the matins already intoned by him with a long 
prayer of thanksgiving for his arrival thus far in safety. On 
entering the city he dismissed the whole of his attendants, 
with the exception of the priest who had accompanied him on 
his journey. He then proceeded to the Monastery of the 
Miracle, where he was welcomed with tears of rapture by the 
monks, and served without delay with a meal of which he par- 
took heartily. He next asked one of the brethren waiting on 
him if " His Holiness the Protopope was in." 

" The Most Venerable Father went to assist at Mass at the 
Cathedral of the Assumption, your highness." 

** Mass must be over now. Heaven pardon the sinful delay 
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which prevented me from being in time for the celebration ! 
Has he not had time to return ? " 

"I shall see," said the brother, and left the room. He 
came back speedily. The Protopope had arrived, had gone 
to his apartments, and was now waiting for his highness. 
Thereupon the Czarewitch arose and followed the monk along 
a tortuous passage, toward the end of which was a half -open 
door. Alexis knocked gently, timidly ; and after listening in 
patience for an indolently postponed summons, entered, closed 
the door against his conductor, and stood in presence of the 
Protopope, lakoff Ignatieff. 

The confessor and religious guide of the Czarewitch was a 
tall, heavily built man of fifty, with a face of no great intel- 
lectual refinement, with little of thoughtful or spiritual calm in 
eye or cast of feature — the calm of passion suppressed, of 
doubt dispelled, of resolution serenely but irrevocably formed 
— ^but rather with a puffed expression of assurance in eyes and 
mouth, a sort of arrogant decisiveness in all his movements. 
He haJ found time to put off his robes of ceremony, and now 
appeared in the ordinary attire of a pope of the Greek Church. 
He looked at his penitent with coldly raised eyebrows and 
parted lips, and scarcely waited for the door to close on them 
before saying : 

" I thought it well to have the evidence of my own eyes 
that you had returned, before crediting the rumor which I 
heard within the last half-hour. Have you been to the new 
town at all ? " • 

« Yes, holy father." 

" Went within sight of it, perhaps, and rushed back scream- 
ing like a child who has had a glimpse of some terrifying pro- 
digy ? " 

" Your holiness will not mock or blame me when you know 
all," said the prince in a pacifying tone. 

" Let me hear what you have to say." 

Alexis then gave an account in his own way of what had 
passed between himself and his father. All reference was left 
oat to such marks of courtesy and even tenderness as he had 
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received ; and careful emphasis^ on the other hand, was laid 
on the Czar's denunciations of the young man's advisers in 
Moscow. 

Ignatieff knew his pupil^ and had no difficulty in detecting 
the omissions and exaggerations in the tale. He shot ques- 
tion after question against the shrinking Czarewitch, until he 
felt convinced of having gained an insight into the true state 
of affairs. 

"You should have remained for the little time he men- 
tioned/' said the priest, his forehead laden with a lowering 
anxiety. 

" Remained ? " echoed the prince with something like a 
screech of dismay. " Are you serious ? Does your holiness 
not know me yet ? Remain three days, perhaps more, alone 
with my father ? I thought you would never have for- 
gotten that I'd rather be working at the galleys for twelve 
months than sitting front to front with him at table for an 
hour." 

" You would be a patient and diligent galley slave." 
" At the least I have escaped a worse penalty." 
" I find it the harder to understand why you ventured on 
the journey at all." 

" Consider, most reverend " 

" I consider that you should not have left Moscow." 
" Could I have disobeyed his direct command ? " 
" You have done worse. It is not hard to guess what he 
will think. Your attitude of constant terror offends him, and 
is gradually wearing out his patience. There could be noth- 
ing more calculated to enrage him than the deliberate shrink- 
ing from conciliation when he has made the first overtures. 
He will, of course, look upon your conduct as a justification for 
one of his periodical outbreaks of violence." 

" I seem never to do right, God help me ! " cried the prince 
fretfully. 

"Ah \ " was the retort, " it's your unhappy counsellors who 
need most the divine assistance. Your place, I repeat, was in 
Moscow. You might have pleaded iUnesSy as I told you at the 
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cmtset Everything could have been done by correspondence, 
and we would have been at hand to inspire you." 

''Something tells me that he would have sought me out 
here." 

''The advantage would still have remained with you. The 
consciousness of the near neighborhood of your true friends 
would have given you courage. Far away there, in his vile 
northern swamp, you were wholly at his mercy." 

" My curse — I — I wish " 

" What's the matter ? Why do you falter and turn away ? 
Is anything amiss ? " 

"Nothing." 

*' I take that as no reply." 

" I say it is nothing." 

" And I say that these evasive answers may content others. 
They will not satisfy me. You have something at heart which 
you are hiding." 

" You mistake me, most reverend." 

" Enough of this prevarication. I must help you to some 
show of candor. You stammered something about a curse and 
a wish. rU know what you meant by that." 

" It would be dangerous to explain." 

" How long am I to press you ? Do you distrust me, defy 
me?" 

" I do not say that" 

The priest lost, or affected to lose, all self-command. With 
a furious gesture he cried : 

"This is how, through your own absurd reservations, your 
advisers are again and again driven to despair. Let me ask 
you one thing. Can you, with your longing for never disturbed 
quiet, for a life of indolence — ^you, with your unconquerable 
hatred of all exertion, whether to defend yourself or protect 
others— can you, I say, hope unaided to conjure the storm with 
which your father threatens to overwhelm us? " 

" I cannot." 

"Do you ever think seriously of the responsibility which 
weighs upon myself in my relation towards you? " 
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Can my religious instructor ask me that? " 
I belong to that clergy whose power has been undermined 
from the commencement of this ungodly and disastrous reign ; 
a clergy sacrilegiously robbed of its wealth, a clergy deprived 
with Judas-like treachery of its head, by the ukase which has 
abolished the patriarchate " 

" Your holiness cannot think of that infamy with stronger 
abhorrence than I do." 

" You are the one being to whom we turn, in our hopes of 
rehabilitation for ourselves, of justice in the name of all Russia 
upon the general oppressor." 

" There ! You speak of your responsibility, most reverend 
father. What should be said of mine? " 

" I am your confessor. Everything that weighs on your 
mind should be shared by me. To me is committed the ter- 
rible obligation of looking after the welfare of your immortal 
soul ; and I cannot lightly view the possibility of there being 
secrets which you dare to hide from me " 

" Listen, father " 

" You have sworn more than once upon the Holy Gospel to 
obey me, your confessor, as you would the Almighty Himself. 
Others may appeal to you in the name of sorrowing saints and 
angels when you do wrong ; I stand before you as one speak- 
ing by the voice of the God of cherubim and seraphim when I 
remind you of your oath. I ask you, will you run the risk of 
damnation through perjury? Can you think tranquilly of the 
exultation of the demons in hell at the prospect of your eternal 
ruin ?" 

"But, holiness " 

" I cannot suffer it. What would it avail you to run from 
the frowns of the Czar if you were to fall into the arms of devils, 
ready to hurry you away to everlasting perdition ?" 

" Listen, most reverend " 

" You shall make kno^n to me what is in your thoughts. I 
must have the truth, equally in your interest and mine. The 
vengeance of God, in this world and in the next, would cling to 
you and me and rend us both body and soul, if I let you keep 
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back, or you dare to hide from me, what it imports that I 
should know." 

The ecclesiastic, though not without real earnestness, had 
always a cynical calculation as to the length to which he might 
go in addressing his penitent ; and it was with a glow of com- 
placency, in the height of a passion not wholly assumed, that he 
contemplated the effect of his frenzied language on the prince 
cowering before him. 

After a few seconds of silence, Alexis raised his eyes and 
said, propitiatingly : 

" It is not as you suppose. I truly meant to hide nothing. 
And yet I have a thought which is a sinful one, and which I there- 
fore ask Heaven's pardon and yours for having entertained." 

*' I am listening, child." 

" All the way from Petersburg I found myself wishing, and 
even praying, within earshot of the priest Ivan Slonski, for the 
death of my father. Ay, and when the faithful priest vowed 
that he would sacrifice body and soul to rid me of such an 
enemy, I did not reprove him." 

The Protopope received this revelation with a shrug of the 
shoulders and a kind of scowling relief. 

" God forgive you ! " he said ; " God forgive us all, indeed, 
for a sin which he must surely look upon as pardonable. You 
were incautious, child ; and Father Ivan I shall myself rebuke. 
Yet the death so prayed for is a death we all desire." 

"That is my secret then, most reverend father." 

" It is in truth deplorable that a son should be warranted by 
circumstances in entertaining such a wish " 

"Your holiness does not say that in blame?" 

" No, my son. I am too well aware whose is the fault. 
You were bom with a heart open to every gentle influence. 
You are capable of filial love. You have known what it is to 
be watched over by a kind and noble mother. And at a period 
of childhood, when your heart was going out from you in un- 
derstanding and responsiveness to the affection of that mother, 
she was torn away from you ; repudiated, degraded, to be shut 
up in a convent." 
2 
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•' And to be replaced by whom ? " 

" Ay, my betrayed pupil ; by the servant of a Lutheran ; by a 
member of Menchikoff' s terem ; by one who in her ambitious 
good-nature is afterwards willing to be the mistress of the 
Czar; and who, if my suspicion be not at fault, will before 
long set the seal upon her unsavory record by becoming your 
father's wife." 

" A worthy stepmother ! " 

" Yet the man capable of this outrage on your true mother 
now tries to win you to himself by h)rpocritical displays of 
tenderness?" 

" In that he never will succeed. He may pour his words of 
honey in my ear, but they will always trickle down to a heart 
of rock. And now, most reverend father, are you batter satis- 
fied with me than at the beginning of this interview?" 

" My son, now and at aU times I think of nothing but what 
is for your welfare here and hereafter." 

"And will you do me an honor this evening?" 

" What will I not do for my own pupil ? " 

" Have supper with me to-night." 

" I will." 

" Glieboff and Kikine are still in town? " 

" Yes ; and your uncle." 

" I should like them to be present" 

" Shall I invite them in your name?" 

" Do so, your holiness. We shall see each other at vespers 
to-night?" 

"With God's blessing, my son." 

The supper given that night by Alexis to his intimates took 
place in his own palace in the Kremlin. It was laid out in a 
room partaking somewhat of an ecclesiastical character, the 
walls and roof being adorned with colored texts of scripture 
and images of saints on a ground of gold ; while, suspended 
from the ceiling by long chains, a number of lamps of stained 
glass diffused a warm light on everything around. 

The Czarewitch, on this festival day, had assisted with devo- 
tion at each of the sacred services for which he had been in 
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time ; and it was with undiminished zeal that he shared in the 
repast now provided under his auspices. The banqueters, not 
counting the prince himself, numbered fifteen. Seven of these 
were high dignitaries of the Muscovite clergy, including Dosi- 
theos, Bishop of Rostoff, and lakoff Ignatieff . Others who may 
be named were Abraham Lapoushkin, Stepdn Glieboff, Alex- 
ander Kikine and Nicephoros Viazemski. 

Lapoushkin was the uncle of Alexis, being the brother of 
Eudoxia, the banished and repudiated wife of the Czar. 

Glieboff was a boiar, about thirty-six years old ; a graceful, 
handsome fellow, with a mysterious renown for success in love 
affairs. He belonged to the army, and had been chiefly em- 
ployed in the levying of recruits. His professional duties, 
however, did not seem too absorbing to prevent him from exe- 
catmg many delicate missions on behalf of the partisans of 
Id order of things ; and for reasons never clearly explained, 
 more or less in the confidence of every partisan of the 
K^M ^tch. Alexander Kikine had at one time enjoyed the 
favor of the Czar. Of late years he had found his place at 
Court untenable, and was now one of the most bitter among 
the opponents of progress ; and his ardor had been especially 
shown in any discussion or action that could tend to increase 
the estrangement between imperial father and son. Nicephoros 
Viazemski was a man who in da3rs gone by had been entrusted 
with the education of Alexis. The arrangement had not been 
successful. The Czarewitch was first taught what he knew of 
Latin and German out of books of the " Hours " of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary : he had soon come to look upon Viazemski as a 
timid and rather clownish pedant ; and when remonstrated with 
for his inattention to work, he had been in the habit of be- 
laboring his master with a cudgel. This did not prevent the 
tutor from periodically drawing up reports addressed to the 
Czar, and couched in ecstatic terms as to the accomplishments 
of the young hope of Russia. The emperor after a while dis- 
covered the true state of things. Nicephoros Viazemski was 
replaced by an abler scholar and a stronger man, but with no 
frtth benefit to the Czarewitch. The teachers appointed by 



20 The Son of the Czar. 

the sovereign found it hopeless to contend against the only 
masters to whom Alexis would listen — the priests and reaction- 
aries of Moscow. So Viazemski, removed from his official 
standing, yet apparently eager to serve his former pupil in other 
wa3rs, was admitted with a certain hesitation into the ranks of 
the intriguers. 

The remainder of the guests consisted of boidrs belonging 
to some of the most ancient families in Muscovy. And it was 
evident that, despite the suddenness of the call upon them, they 
had resolved, so far as dress was concerned, to do grace to 
the command of their young host Here they sat defiant of 
the Czar's prejudices and regulations, in all the splendor of 
sweeping Oriental robes, brocaded tunics and furred cloaks 
encrusted with gems and gold, over which flowed their vast 
beards. The Crown Prince's own garments were thickly sown 
with pearls and rubies, and he retained his head covering, a 
tall purple bonnet, heavy with circles of diamonds enclosing 
one huge sapphire. With an exclusiveness only seen in him 
on occasions of high ceremony, he sat alone at a small table 
capable of accommodating no more than two persons. From 
this table he deigned throughout the evening to fill up and 
send with his own fingers plates of choice viands and sweets 
and cups of rare wine to those whom he wished to honor. 
Though these courtesies were now and then accompanied by 
the sweet smile which so well became the delicate beauty of his 
features, and which he seemed to have inherited from his 
father, there was for the most part, even in his most gracious 
looks and gestures, that air of haughty reserve which he gen- 
erally felt encouraged to assume in Moscow. 

The banquet was one of those old-fashioned Muscovite 
entertainments which used to begin comparatively early in the 
evening and be prolonged for five or six hours — hours of 
scarcely interrupted eating and drinking. This night, how- 
ever, the material enjoyment of the feast was qualified by a 
brooding restraint and perplexity on the part of the majority 
of the guests. 

When the more substantial dishes had been disposed of. 



The Prince's Advisers. ai 

Alexander Kikine and lakoff Ignatieff exchanged glances. 
The Protopope made a signal. And the cup-bearers and 
other attendants withdrew, excepting Anselm Athanasieff, the 
Crown Prince's first groom of the chamber. 

This incident was welcomed with ejaculations of impatient 
relief, and all eyes were lifted towards Alexis. He had drunk 
freely so far, and it was with a flushed face, a hesitating 
accent, and a marked falling-off in his more superb manner, 
that he repeated the account of his visit to the Czar. At the 
end of the narrative — ^which the Protopope, as being already 
familiar with it, took leave to correct in certain particulars — 
the listeners turned to one another. There were few faces 
that did not wear an expression of amused wonder or frowning 
dissatisfaction. Abraham Lapoushkin looked about him with 
a smile of free contempt. Stepin Glieboff' s features were also 
expanded with a kind of radiance, but, so far as might be seen 
from his bent head, the smile on his countenance was one of 
grim joy. There was a silence of a full minute. It was once 
more broken by Alexis, who had from the first been watching 
Lapoushkin with uneasiness, and who now said doggedly : 

" Speak what's in your mind, uncle. I see already that you 
are not likely to admit excuses for what I have done." 

** I'd Uke to ask one question," was the rejoinder. " Dur- 
ing the short time you were there, did you notice those who 
were in attendance on his majesty, or within call ? " 

"Young Alexander Golovkin was one." 

** No friend : yet not a harmful enemy." 

**Then I saw Peter Tolstoi." 

" Of course." 

"There was also a man of the age of Golovkin. I have 
never taken the trouble to inquire about him ; though the 
effect his appearance makes upon me is not good. I am 
unable to say why." 

" Do you know his name ? " 

"Maianoff, I believe." 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Glieboff. 

^Seigius Maranoff?" said Viazemski, turning away un- 
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comfortably from a peculiar gaze fixed upon him by Gliebof!. 
" I know him." 

No one but Glieboff attended to Viazemski's interruption, 
and Ignatieff joined in with the declaration : " Tolstoi is one 
of our bitterest enemies." 

''The most unprincipled and accomplished rpgue in the 
army/' added Kikine. 

" Bad as he is, I am more disagreeably impressed by this 
Maranoff," said the Czarewitch, looking far before him, his 
voice rather subdued in this moment, and his characteristic 
air of troublous pensiveness being more than usually intensified. 

*' And you are right. Lord Czarewitch," said Glieboff. " If 
ever instinct made you recoil irom a liar without shame, a self- 
seeker without scruple, a traitor without remorse, keep a long 
distance between yourself and this Maranoff." 

" I believe he is one of the best swordsmen in the army," 
said Viazemski reflectively. 

" And, my learned Nicephoros," laughed Glieboff, " if you 
wish to see him give a proof of his dexterity, you are free to 
let what I have said reach his ears." 

Viazemski disclaimed with gravity any thought of such an 
indiscretion ; and Lapoushkin resumed : " These, then, are 
among the things we must prepare for. Your father is likely 
to be stung to frenzy by your stealing away from him as you 
did ; and if he could be inclined to forgiveness, two at least 
of the most hardened scoundrels in Russia — men gleefully 
ready for any act of malice or cruelty, men abjectly servile in 
doing his worst orders — ^are at hand to set your conduct before 
him in its blackest colors. The end of all this is what I have 
said frequently. The time cannot be far off when you will be 
called upon to pass the rest of your days in a cloister." 

" It's true," declared Kikine. " A few more of such freaks^ 
and you must make up your mind to have your head shaved." 

"What does Nicephoros Viazemski think ?" asked Glieboft 
turning with an air of much deference to the ex-tutor. And 
Viazemski, evidently gratified at being thus appealed to, drank 
a glass of wine, and without looking at the Czarewitch said : 
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''The suggestion which I have the honor to propound is 
that his Imperial Highness, without procrastination, should 
address an apologetic epistle to his father, or else " 

" Nicephoros Viazemski, you are a fool, a pompous block- 
head ! " screamed the prince. " You insufferable pedant, 
much good Fd have had by following your counsel at any 
period of my life." 

Glieboff bent his head lower and smiled more amiably than 
before. Alexis took a glass of champagne from the hands of 
Athanasieff, and continued, " And yet, perhaps, your sugges- 
tion is as profitable as any I am likely to receive from the com- 
pany here assembled." 

Glieboff interposed suavely : " Your highness broke in upon 
our good friend before he had finished. If I may venture to be 
his interpreter, Nicephoros means no more than that you should 
use conciliatory measures : go back in all filial humbleness to 
Petersburg, trust to the indulgence and tenderness of your 
august father " 

" The tenderness of the devil in hell ! " shrieked Alexis once 
more. " I spit upon my father, I curse my father ; down with 
my father 1 " He called for more wine and drank feverishly. 
He put down his glass with a shaking hand, all the time con- 
scious of the stillness which had succeeded his last words. He 
glanced from one to another and continued in a querulous, 
almost a whimpering tone : 

"Yes, I am well supported. For every venial fault I com- 
mit, there are always those among you on the alert to strike 
me to the brain or heart with some carefully pointed insult. 
Each hasty word I utter is no doubt treasured up for repetition 
elsewhere by those who would, without a sigh, see me dragged 
away and locked up for life in a monastery, those who would 
readily abandon me in my worst extremity." 

Stepin Glieboff rose quietly to his feet, his hand on the hilt 
of his sword. His purpose could only be guessed at, but his 
example was followed by Lapoushkin, Kikine and the remainder 
of the hoikrs. 

"1 win not return your Imperial Highness reproach for re- 
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proach/' said Glieboff, " but once for all, this night, I make 
my solemn oath to heaven with regard to where my true allegi- 
ance lies. I swear in the hearing of the Sacred Virgin and her 
divine Son, the Redeemer of us all, that the most joyful hour 
of my life will be that in which I wield this weapon on behalf of 
yourself, my true master. For your sake I am and shall al- 
ways be prepared to give up my life — ay, to die the woftt death 
that torturers can invent." 

" I swear the same ! " cried Kikine. 

"And I ! " "And I ! " swelled in passionate chorus from the 
remainder of the guests. Glasses were refilled. Toasts of a 
more or less treasonable nature were submitted and responded 
to with increasing fervor. At length lakoff Ignatieff arose, 
and waiting till comparative silence was restored, lifted his 
glass and said : " I drink to our own prince, the rightful mon- 
arch of our hearts, to Alexis Petrovitch. May his coming to 
the throne not be long delayed ! " 

With the exception of the smiling Alexis, every man in the 
room stood up. The toast was drunk with rapture. High 
above the exulting salutations addressed to the Czarewitch, there 
came tearing hoarsely up from the throats of the priests yells of 
" Death to the Czar ! Death to the boon companion of heretic 
foreigners ! Death to Antichrist ! " 

The ardor of the revellers redoubled at these cries ; they 
cheered, and waved their glasses frantically in the air ; and 
minutes elapsed before they sank almost faint with enthusiasm 
on their chairs. 

There came a knocking at the door. Alexis waved his hand 
with an indolent grace, and Athanasieff went down the room. 
Those present had paid little attention to this incident ; they 
had become once again absorbed in the serious pastime of 
drinking. All in a moment a strange sound, an almost un- 
earthly cry, rang through the chamber. Every guest put down 
his glass and looked in only one direction, toward the Czare- 
witch. The cry had come from him. He had fallen back in his 
chair ; his large round eyes were dilated to the fuU with a ghastly 
fixedness of amazement and consternation. The priests and 
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boiAis foUowed the line of his gaze, and several of themselves 
found a difficulty in keeping back the exclamations that strug- 
gled to their own lips. 

Two men had entered the apartment, one a little in front of the 
other. The man in advance was the Emperor of Russia. He 
was travel-stained, but erect of carriage and firm of tread, with 
freshness of color in his dark cheek and untired clearness in 
his eye. He cast a rapid look along the range of the assembled 
banqueters, then turned with face composed to its kindliest 
expression, and still held on his way toward the Crown 
Prince. 

But Alexis, whose first feeling of dismay had almost paralyxed 
him, was roused to activity by yet another impulsion of that 
terror which, in its various phases of acuteness, appeared to be 
his guide in all things. He left his chair, hastened down tPie 
room, fell on both knees, and stammered forth convulsive 
prayers for pardon. His guests, or a majority of them, seemed 
to take their cue from this. They rose from their places, there 
was much disorder in moving round from the chief table — the 
confusion being greatest near the still open door — ^and the Czar 
found himself contemplating a crowd of kneeling figures. He 
had glanced for an instant in the direction of the door, which 
he had then ordered to be shut. He now raised Alexis, kissed 
him on the forehead, and addressing the others : '' Go back 
to your seats, gentlemen. Alexander Menchikoff,'' turning to 
his own companion, " you will find a place among them. With 
my son's permission, we shaU share his hospitality to-night." 

He proceeded with Alexis to the small table and took a seat 
beside him. He then looked in a leisurely way toward the 
others, and once more smiling upon the Czarewitch, said : '' I 
am relieved to find that we shall not overcrowd you. We seem 
to be only filling up the places of absent guests.'' He drank 
one of the glasses of wine in front of him ; then, in the midst 
of the silence which had been broken by himself alone during 
the past few moments, he continued, while looking at his empty 
glasSy ''Who were the two men that left this room since I 
entered it?" 
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"Step^ Giieboff and the Protopope,'* was the immediate 
answer of the Czarewitch. 

There was a deadly meaning in the smile which Peter cast 
around him after eliciting this information. If the adherents 
of Alexis had never before taken the moral measure of their 
champion, the blasting irony in the eyes and lips of the Czar 
might have given them to understand it now. It was a look 
which, in addition to emphasizing the exposure of their prince's 
true quality, kept them in torments of suspense as to whether 
he might not be questioned, and with a like result, on ever3rthing 
that had just gone by. The Emperor paused in his attitude of 
scrutiny ; the Czarewitch stole glances of startled fascination at 
him, obviously ready to be drawn into further disclosiu-es, and 
the priests and boidrs gazed before them in moveless resignation. 

" Come," said the Czar at length in a sprightly tone, " this 
is not much like a festive gathering. Gentlemen, I have 
merely come to Moscow to renew with his highness the Czare- 
witch a discussion— or, we'll say, a conversation — ^which was 
unexpectedly interrupted elsewhere. That conversation shall be 
resumed precisely at the point where it was broken off, and 
nothing which has transpired in the meantime," he continued, 
with a glance at the prince beside him, '' shall be allowed to 
influence what we say." 

"Sire my gracious father 1 can ^I am deeply 

grateful to you." 

" Abraham Lapoushkin," cried the sovereign jovially, as he 
held up another glass of wine, " I hope your nephew has en- 
tertained you becomingly to-night?" 

" Most royally, your majesty." 

" My good Nicephoros Viazemski " 

"Your majesty?" 

" I need not ask about your health. I never saw you look- 
ing to such enormous advantage." 

" Thank you, sire." 

" I fear that nothing short of a winter spent in Petersburg 
will be effectual in bringing down those majestic proportions to 
a reasonable slimness. Gentlemen, your glasses are filled. I 
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call upon you to drink with me to our host, his Imperial High- 
ness the heir to the throne of Russia.'' 

The toast was drunk with a tempered enthusiasm, whose 
earnestness, however, was none the less visible from the dimin- 
ishing alarm of the banqueters. 

The Czar remained at table somewhat under an hour, con- 
versing freely and evidently inviting unrestraint from others. 
But the disquiet d&used by his undreamt-of appearance could 
not be wholly allayed ; and his frank advances met with only a 
half-hearted response from the prime intriguers of Moscow. At 
length he made a signal to Menchikoff, who stood up at once. 

" Keep your seats, gentlemen," said Peter to the others, as 
he himself arose. 

" Is this your only attendant, sire? " asked Alexis, looking at 
Menchikoff. 

The Emperor gazed with a prolonged and, one might have 
thought, a pained intensity at the young man before uttering 
the monosyllable: 

" Yes." 

Three or four of the guests exchanged glances which the Czar 
did not seem to notice. He turned once more to the Czare- 
witch, who had not appeared really embarrassed under his 
observation, and still speaking aloud, said : 

"You will wait on me to-morrow night The time and place 
you shall know in the course of the morning. And," he con- 
tinued, with a significance not lost on any of his hearers, *' I 
trust you will enter into no engagements which will prevent you 
from meeting me." 

" You may rely upon me, sire." 

"This time I will." 

The Czarewitch then made a faltering proposal that some of 
those present — the whole of them, indeed — should conduct the 
sovereign to his quarters. The Czar turned a strange smile on 
the group of priests and boidrs, and said : 

" No ; Alexander Menchikoff shall be my only escort" 

And amidst obsequious reverences he and his companion left 
the room* 



\ 
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CHAPTER III. 

ONE OF THE TRIALS OF A CZAR. 

" Where did you order the sledge to be taken to ? " said the 
Czar, when he and Menchikoff had reached the open air. 

" To your majesty's own stable. But I gave instructions that 
the horses were not to be unyoked." 

" If my son had offered me shelter for the night I should 
have accepted it." 

"And under the circumstances you will fall back on the 
alternative of honoring my own roof?" 

" li you can spare me a bed. But go first for the sledge. 
1*11 wait here on the threshold." 

Menchikoff seemed to hesitate for a moment ; then, after 
darting keen glances on every side, he hurried into the shadow 
cast by the building to his right 

The Czar was left alone. The noise of revelry from the near 
banqueting-room of the Czarewitch had been hushed. Silence 
reigned everywhere. Peter's eyes were casually turned left- 
ward to a point about a hundred yards distant along the wall. 
Gradually it appeared to him that the darkness into which he 
gazed was growing thicker. He stepped a little forward from 
the palace doorway, then remained motionless, his figure stand- 
ing sharply out from the line of the palace wall. Soon he be- 
gan to feel that the denser body of gloom was moving towards 
him, though noiselessly. He faced at once fully in its direction 
and walked along, stamping sharply on the hard earth and 
making it ring with the sound of his iron-heeled boots. In a 
moment the heavier mass of darkness dispersed like a cloud 
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winnowed by a strong wind. A few seconds afterwards a sledge 
driven by Menchikoff himself hastened up, halted by the gate- 
way, and the Czar entered. 

As they sped away, Peter stooped and felt with his hand 
under the seat of the sledge. 

" Is your majesty looking for anything? " 

" The little axe which I brought with me from Petersburg, 
and for which I found no use on the way." 

They moved out of the shadows and on to a spot where the 
light of the moon, only now and then hidden by a flying cloud, 
enabled Menchikoff to glance at his master's face and to note 
a kind of hard alertness in it. 

" I have had no chance of using it upon wolves," continued 
the Emperor, still examining the axe curiously. 

" Your majesty speaks regretfully," laughed Menchikoff. 

"The English friend from whom I received it will be 
impatient to know how it serves me in the bloody uses 
for which it was designed. He would think it a pity if it 
should be stained for the first time by the rust of the night air." 

Their path lay towards the left They arrived at the spot 
where the sudden thickening of the darkness had attracted the 
notice of the sovereign. It was at the comer of a high wooden 
building beyond the residence of the Czarewitch. Before they 
reached the angle. Prince Menchikoff had grown aware of a 
movement which indicated a tightening of the Czar's grasp 
upon his axe. The prince, taking the reins in his left hand, 
noiselessly drew his own sword and laid it beside him. As they 
entered the moonlit space at the end of the wooden structure, 
the Emperor looked rapidly about him ; he desired Menchikoff 
to stop the sledge. No one was visible ; the silence was un- 
broken except by the breathing of the horses. They moved on 
again this time to the right, passed beyond the precincts of the 
Kremlin, and crossed the square. 

'* So your most serene highness took a seat among the boidrs ? " 
observed Peter. 

« I thought it best, your majesty." 

"Yoor Machiavellian spirit persuaded you that you could 
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learn nothing from the wary priests/and that the laymen might 
be more communicative. What was the result? " 

" It came forth inarticulately, sire. But amid the jumble of 
groans of impatience and curses at our coming, I gathered 
hints that his Imperial Highness was not to be allowed to go 
beyond their reach any more, no matter at whose call ; he must 
for the future remain in Moscow." 

Peter laughed. 

"I was listening for more. But glancing sideways I re- 
marked a number of menacing signs being made to my neigh- 
bors. Then followed a silence which lasted the remainder of 
the time your majesty and I were there." 

The Czar made no further comment. The sledge swept on. 
In and out of shadow and moonlight horses and travellers 
hurried. They had become plunged into the depths of the 
gloom flung over the neighboring ground by the Cathedral of 
St. Basil, when out of the darkness came a rushing sound 
foUowed by a crash, and the sledge was brought to a violent 
halt. A number of heavy stones, each obviously hurled by two 
hands, had struck both horses on the neck and head. One of 
the animals had sunk to the earth without a tremor ; the other, 
after a wild struggle of less than a minute, had lain still beside 
its dead comrade. Menchikoff had been pitched forward 
partly on one of the horses, but had almost instantly risen to 
his feet unhurt, and sword in hand. The Czar had clutched 
the back of the sledge, perhaps by accident, and had kept his 
place. The axe had not left his grasp, he sprang into the road 
as Menchikoff was rising, and they both drew back from the 
shattered vehicle and the dead horses, to find themselves 
hemmed round by five men. 

There was a simultaneous glimmer and clash of steel, for 
Menchikoff had flung himself in front of his master, and on to 
the first armed man within reach. At the end of a dozen 
passes between the prince and his antagonist, the latter's weapon 
flew up in the air, then fell ringing on the ground. Menchi- 
koff set his foot upon it, and found himself facing a second 
adversary. 
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Meanwhile Peter, who had narrowly escaped a sword thrust 
aimed at him, drew slightly off, luring an eager assailant round 
to such a point as placed the sovereign nearly back to back 
with his attendant The Czar, with axe well in hand, warded 
off two thrusts, yet with some difficulty. A third stroke passed 
his necessarily imperfect guards but the sword became merely 
entangled in his cloak. The axe in a moment came down 
upon the wrist of the swordsman. There was a heavy groan, 
the relaxed sword was caught by the left hand of the Czar, and 
his opponent hurried staggering away. A second enemy faced 
Peter. At the same time a murmur of triumph came from 
Menchikoff, who had disarmed a second antagonist, to be con- 
fronted however by a third. For some reason the assailants 
appeared chivalrous enough, at least, to refrain irom attacking 
otherwise than man to man ; or it would have gone hard even 
with such exceptionally strong and active defenders as now 
stood at bay. The combat lasted one minute longer, and no 
more. Menchikoff contented himself for a few seconds with 
beating off a succession of a blows aimed chiefly at his face. 
Then, suddenly springing forward, he passed his weapon through 
the throat of his enemy, who tottered forward, gave a hide- 
ously gurgling cry, in which the words " Convent of the Miracle " 
were half articulate, and fell within a few inches of the Czar's 
feet 

Almost in the same instant, Peter, while parrying in some- 
what awkward fashion, with the sword in his left hand, a thrust 
aimed at his chest, had been wounded slightly in the shoulder. 
He dropped the sword. His antagonist, pressing on to follow 
up his advantage, lost his hat, and came within the sweep of 
the sovereign's right arm. And the axe gleamed in the air, 
and sank deep into the man's bare skull. 

The conquerors looked in silence on the ground ; two bodies 
lay at their feet stark dead. The whole of the five swords of 
their antagonists lay scattered here and there. And there was 
another and perhaps a horribler trophy on the shadow line. It 
was the bloody h^md of the Czar's first opponent Peter ex- 
amined his axe, then said to his companion : " It's remarkable 
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that we should have been unmolested by wolves until we had 
reached the heart of Moscow." 

From the beginning of the fight the combatants had been 
forced backward and forward from light to shadow. The 
silent night above them had been ringing with the clangor, 
the little space around had been aflame with the flaring, of 
their arms. And so it chanced that scarcely were the Czar 
and Menchikoff free from peril, when they found themselves 
the centre of a group of persons who had been drawn by 
curiosity to the spot. More than one of the new-comers had 
short hair and a beardless chin, and was richly dressed in the 
Western fashion introduced by Peter. At least two of them 
knew the Emperor instantly, and the cries of recognition, 
together with the signs of a mortal combat around, sent a 
thrill of alarm through an evidently well-disposed circle of 
bystanders. 

" Alexander Golovkin ? " 

" Yes, your majesty." 

" And you also, Peter Tolstoi ? " 

" Great God, you are wounded, sire ! " exclaimed young 
Golovkin. 

" Wounded ? " cried Tolstoi* and Menchikoff in a breath. 

" Nothing to cause anxiety," rejoined the Czar. 

"Your majesty has been the victim of a murderous attack,'* 
said Tolstoi. " You are bleeding." 

" Yes," pursued Golovkin, " and you are in the night air. 
Will you deign to come to my father's ?" 

"Alexander Golovkin," interrupted the Emperor, " and 
you, Peter Tolstoi", remain here for the present. Take charge 
of the bodies, the swords, and any objects of identification, 
and bring me word to-morrow morning at Prince Menchikoff's 
house of what you may have discovered." 

" Assuredly, sire," said Tolstoi. 

"Come," said the Czar to Menchikoff. "Good-night, 
friends." 

The moonlight fell clearly upon his tall figure, and lent 
lustre to the smile which irradiated his fine face. And some- 
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' thing of subdued affection, something of awful reverence min- 
\ gled with the conventional loyalty that made all those men 
j kneel under the winter sky, on the ground frozen to the hard- 
; ness of adamant, before one of such truly imperial aspect, one 
so worthy to be their monarch. 

"There. Good-night again," said the Czar. "Have no 
j further uneasiness on my account." 

But in spite of this injunction Peter Tolstoi and young 
Golovkin were left alone to fulfil the duties imposed on them. 
The others of the crowd followed at a distance in the sovereign's 
footsteps and did not let him leave their sight until he had been 
safely housed. 
i At ten o'clock next morning the Czar, having had his not 
; very serious wound dressed overnight, having slept well and 
breakfasted heartily, sat before a square of paper, busy in the 
drawing of a map of Turkey, when Tolstoi and Golovkin were 
admitted to his presence. Menchikoff was not in the room 
with his guest The Emperor sent for him, put away the map 
and drew forth a pocket-book. 

" Now," said Peter, comprising Tolstoi* and Golovkin in a 
nod, as Menchikoff entered the room and shut the door. 

" Sire," said young Golovkin, " the man killed by the axe is 
known. He was recognized by me within a few minutes of 
your departure last night." 

" His name and calling? " 

" One Nicolai Toravieff, a priest of the Monastery of the 
Miracle." 

" Better if he had been my victim," said Menchikoff, glanc- 
ing at the Czar. 

" I shall be looked upon as more of an Antichrist than ever," 
observed Peter, " for having killed a monk, and so prevented 
the just assassination of myself. Who was the man killed by 
the sword ? " 

"A new recruit from the province of Vladimir," said 
Tolstoi. 

''Has anything been heard of the men who escaped un- 
injured?" 
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" Nothing, sire." 

"Their swords ?" 

"Have been of no further guidance," remarked Tolstoi, 
" than to suggest that none of the men belonged to the 
army." 

" No ? " 

" At least, not one of the weapons was of the usual army 
pattern." 

" I*m glad of that Were any papers found on the bodies ? " 

" None, yoiu* majesty," said Golovkin. 

"Yet you have more to say, Alexander ? " 

"The man who escaped with the severed hand has been 
found." 

" I had forgotten him. Something will be elicited from him, 
at least" 

" No, sire." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" It was only two hours after your majesty had gone that 
the hand was found kicked away and trampled underfoot 
several yards from the scene of the attempt Tracks of blood 
were then looked for, and with success. They were followed 
up, lost, retraced down to the riverside. And there, before 
sunlight this morning, the man was found stretched along the 
ice, dead — partly from cold, partly from loss of blood." 

" Is he known? " 

" Yes, your majesty. He, too, is discovered to be a priest, 
attached to the Cathedral of the Assumption." 

" You took possession of the body," said Menchikoff. 

" All three bodies have been removed to the arsenal," re- 
plied Tolstoi. 

There was a pause of a few minutes. Then the Czar, turn- 
ing to his host, resumed : 

" Stepdn Glieboff and lakoff Jgnatieff are in Moscow still, of 
course? " 

" Yes, your majesty. They had made all preparations for 
leaving, but when they heard of the mention of their names at 
the banquet they decided to remain." 
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" Alexander Golovkin," said the Emperor, " you shall go to 
the Czarewitch and request him to give me the pleasure of his 
company at five o'clock to-night in this house." 

" Yes, your majesty." 

" Take care not to convey my wishes in a manner likely to 
startle or distress him in the least." 

" I shall be careful" 

'' And tell him specially that I look for no message from 
him of any kind until his arrival here. Tolstoi," continued the 
sovereign, with a darker look and in a more ominous tone, 
" command lakoff Ignatieff and Stepdn Glieboff to appear be- 
fore me at six o'clock this evening. I shall receive them in 
the Monastery of the Miracle. Go at once. When you come 
back I shall have further orders for you." 

Having dismissed Tolstoi and Golovkin, he made a gesture 
inviting Menchikoff to approach the table, and both, with note- 
books in their hands, compared particulars, as thus far ascer- 
tained, of the events of the previous night. 

It was in one of the pleasantest rooms of Menchikoff' s hand- 
some house, amid all the luxuriousness of a large log fire, 
dainty lamps, Persian carpets, and cushioned seats, that the 
Czar sat alone at five o'clock that evening. Alexis arrived on 
the stroke of the appointed time. As he stood before his 
father he was neither pale nor discomposed outwardly. Some- 
thing in his eyes, however, gave token, though faintly, of an 
inward struggle. He was evidently making as determined an 
effort at self-control as possible, and on the whole appeared 
unexpectedly calm. A thing still more notable, a thing that 
brought a momentary gentleness into the bold black eyes now 
fixed on him^ was his venturing to speak first in such a presence. 

"Sire — ^my own father," he said, with voice not quite so 
composed as his looks, " let me thank the All-protecting God 
and rejoice with yon on your escape of last night. 

"Take a chair, my son, and sit nearer to me," said the Czar. 

" It was merely your own prohibition, as conveyed through 
Alexander Golovldn — ^from whom I first heard of the matter — 
ttat prevented me from waiting upon you sooner." 
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" That's well, child, but that's a subject on which I'll not 
permit you to say another word," said the Emperor, drawing 
Alexis to him and kissing him. " I lose all thought of the 
events of last night, of the journeying from Petersburg to 
Moscow, and I turn to the matter about which I really sent for 
you. Let me not seem abrupt. I might have broached it — I 
had not much left to say else — when — when we last saw each 
other — before travelling separately to Moscow." 

" Your majesty is right to reproach me," faltered the prince. 

"I'll avoid reproach, and come bluntly to the question. 
First, as to your studies. What progress hav^ you made in 
German?" 

" I have read the Holy Scriptures five times through, sire, as 
well as Teutonic versions of the ' Hours of the Blessed Virgin ' 
and of the ' imitation of Christ.' " 

" Yes, yes ; but do you speak the language ? " 

" I do — that is, indifferently, your majesty." 

" Let me not distress you, but you understand why I am 
alluding to this point ? " 

" I think I do, sire." . 

" It all leads back to the source from which my discourses 
with you are bound to start. I measure this with other things 
when I say that you would have been quicker in your studies, 
and would have derived more practical use from them, if Baron 
Huyssen's efforts had not been rendered almost unavailing by 
your associates here in Moscow. This cannot last. You must 
prepare to hear once more of the design of which I have given 
you a hint ; you must prepare to carry that design into effect. 
You shall leave Moscow. You shall leave Russia for a time." 

" Leave Russia ? " 

"I do not wish to cause any violent severance of your 
present ties ; but they must be broken off by degrees." 

"Then, sire ?" 

" You must travel. Do not be dismayed. I'll not compel 
you to learn shipbuilding in the dockyards of Holland or Eng- 
land ; but I wish your mind to be opened out to new ideas, to 
move with the advancing world. Child, child, the pealing d 
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e bells, the perfume of the incense, the splendor of the 
nctuaries of Moscow are surely not the only sights and sounds 
id odors that the all-bounteous God otfers for your delight 
id reverence. You must, in a word, go abroad." 

** But, sire, you do not mean a son of the orthodox Russian 
zar to interest himself in the religions of " 

Peter held up his hand and bit his lip to conceal a smile at 
le open alarm of the Czarewitch. 

"I simply mean," he said, "that you should leave for a 
me the oppressive social atmosphere of Moscow. You shall 
3 to Germany ; go to a place where you may, for a time, 
ijoy the uninterrupted sight of the Lord's own sky, and hear 
)mething, study something more likely to conduce to your 
elfare here and hereafter than the monotonous drivel of 
itriguing priests." 

"Then I must go to Germany," said Alexis, in a tone and 
ith a look of affable resignation, as though the business be- 
ireen his father and himself were now concluded. 

"That is not all," said the Czar drily. "Your occupations 
I the last few weeks have caused you to forget the supple- 
lentary purpose of your going abroad. I wish you to marry." 

" Sire ! " 

"And to marry out of Russia." 

"But, your majesty — ^father," pleaded the prince, with a 
jce whitening at his own audacity, " could I not choose a 
ife, as you and all my ancestors have done, from the Terem ? " 

" My son," said the sovereign with a pleased smile, " do not 
esitate in taking your part Fm glad to hear you enter into 
ank debate in this manner, even though in opposition to my- 
;lf. But tell me. Have you set your mind, your taste, on 
ly one in the Terem ? " 

" No, your majesty." 

" There again. It is clear that you would leave this also to 
le priests and long-beards of Moscow. They would choose, 
srhaps, a barren wife for you, as they did for the man whom 
icy themselves call your prototype, Feodor Ivanovitch : some 
oris Godoonoff would reign, while you gave up your days 
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and nights to the chanting of the offices in the Monas- 
tery of the Miracle ; and the line of the Romanoffs would 
become extinguished in favor of the usurper who had made a 
tool of you. Is that a prospect after your heart ? " 

" No, sire." 

" It is what I at least shall do my best to prevent The 
incident of last night is a proof of the uncertainty of life for us 
all. Apart from the chances of war, as you see, there are 
other means by which death may come to me at any 
moment " 

" Oh, sire " stammered Alexis. 

" It is true ; and I act solely for your sake in desiring to 
ensure the succession effectually. So, then, prepare to leave 
Russia — ^and prepare to choose a wife." 

" And she must be a foreign wife ? " 

"Yes." 

"When am I to go, sire ? " 

"I give you till the end of January, say, to make your own 
arrangements. And now go to yotir own quarters, but admit 
no one, not even your confessor, to speak to you to-night" 

Alexis had only left the house in the carriage which had 
brought him when Peter started on foot to the Monastery of 
the Miracle. He found Tolstoi standing outside a private en- 
trance at the near end of the building. 

" Have they come ? " inquired the Emperor. 

" They arrived an hour ago." 

"And the instructions I gave you ? " 

" I waited until it was dark. Everything is in readiness^ 
your majesty, and the details can be completed within a 
quarter of an hour." 

" What I have to say to them will need less." 

Tolstoi hurried away, and the Czar went into the monastery. 
He was conducted to a room where he declined to take a seat 
He remained alone for only a few seconds before the appear- 
ance of Ignatieff and Glieboff. They both entered and made 
their reverences with a calmness which did not desert thea 
even under the darkly satirical scrutiny of their sovereign. 
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" I did myself the pleasure of inquiring after each of you 
last night at a banquet. It was a banquet which you were both 
compelled to leave suddenly, having, no doubt, business else- 
where." 

Neither spoke a word. 

" Well, I have little to say, but of that little you will be wise 
to take heed. I have been speaking to the Czarewitch this 
evening ; I have told him of my intention to remove him from 
Moscow, to get him away for a time from the influence of the 
traitors and liars and hypocrites who are now his chief advisers. 
He will tell you soon enough what further I propose with re- 
gard to him, and I now express a hope that no obstacle will be 
put in the way of his fulfilment of my wishes. You under- 
stand me, I can see, without need of words." 

Both men bowed, still in silence. 

" I do not know that I have more to suggest, except to offer 
you an illustration of the comparative benefits and dangers of 
standing in opposition to me. I refused an escort from my 
son's house last night, I shall now take advantage of yours." 

He seemed as if he would force both his hearers to look 
straight at him, and neither could imderstand the smile which 
he turned upon them. At a signal they preceded him from the 
room, but he was in no immediate haste to move onward. 
He came frequently to a stop, as if to admire some fresh 
feature in the inner adornment of the building, and at such 
times he would enlarge with freedom and eloquence on the 
ecclesiastical architecture of other countries. He became 
specially inspired on hearing the sound of a groan from the 
Protopope, when the attractions of heretical churches abroad 
were thus dwelt upon. 

At last they reached the main entrance through which the 
Czar was to pass out He had come on a line with them, and 
turned from one to the other as both recoiled at the sight 
which met their eyes. 

A few yards beyond the threshold of the monastery were 
three human heads, reared on poles about ten feet high. They 
were so placed that the glow of the lamps from within the con- 
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denticle and the cold light of the moon from above seemed to 
contend in baleful rivalry as to which should the better illumi- 
nate them. Nothing appeared wanting to make death hideous 
in all three instances. There was a natural ugliness in the as- 
pect of the man whose throat had been pierced by Menchikoff, 
which hardly required the assistance of death to increase its 
grimness. The miscreant who had died on the ice appeared 
to gaze with a fascinated grin on the amputated hand nailed to 
the pole a few inches beneath his glassy eyes. The blood of 
him whose head had been crushed in by the axe of the Czar 
streamed over his unwashed visage in a way which death 
seemed to have chosen as a climax of ghastliness. 

" Listen," said the Czar, a second time gazing on each of his 
companions and slowly bending his brows into one of the most 
sinister looks ever seen on human face ; " I do not recommend 
you, lakoff Ignatieff, to subject your murderous fanatics of the 
Miracle to discipline ; I do not advise you, StepAn Glieboif, 
to be careful in the choice of your recruits from the province 
of Vladimir. I have reasons of my own for taking no further 
thought at present of this matter. But take heed whether the 
heads now cowering before me may not some day be 
planted higher than those beneath which we stand. I warn 
you by the vengeance of God that, if you come again between 
my son and me, the cutting off of the criminals whom I helped 
to send to damnation last night shall be like a passing into the 
balmiest and most golden of slumbers, compared to the end in 
reserve for each of you." 

He had not raised his voice above an ordinary conversational 
tone ; and he now strode quietly away, leaving the listeners to 
gaze after him; then to move shudderingly back from the 
vicinity of the death-crowned poles; then to glance with a 
cowed and miserable helplessness one at the other. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

ALEXIS AMONG HERETICS. 

Peter, still accompanied by Menchikoff, departed from 
Moscow next day, and Alexis breathed again. 

The turning of his father's back had always the effect of 
rousing the young prince to a state of peevish defiance. He 
resumed his alternations of plotting, debauchery and fanatical 
religious exercises. Yet there was one thing which overawed 
himself and his counsellors. The bodies of the Emperor's foiled 
assaissins had been burnt, indeed, and their ashes flung to the 
winds ; but the heads of the "martyrs " remained in a sort of 
rotting p)etrifaction, under wind, snow and frost, in front of the 
Monastery of the Miracle. Stepdn Glieboff had left Moscow 
on the same day as the Czar, and was understood to be hard 
at work on his professional duties in Vladimir. lakoff Igna- 
tieff had taken to his bed a few days afterwards, and lay bat- 
tling for weeks against an illness at first thought to be fatal. 
The Czarewitch called well-nigh daily in obedience to the frac- 
tious demands of his confessor, but would never go in or out 
through the main entrance of his beloved monastery, dese- 
crated as it was, to his equal terror and resentment, by the dire 
memorials of his father's revenge. 

The weeks dragged on. The Christmas festivities were over ; 
the month of January had gone without any movement on the 
prince's part The sovereign had in reality foreseen this, and 
had loosely mentioned a time several weeks in advance of the 
actual period designed by him for the journey. And Alexis 
was not slow to take advantage of anything indecisive in the 
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nature of the instructions received by him. Following out his 
usual methods of delay, he seized upon every pretext for post- 
poning the dreaded wrench between himself and his Moscow 
surroundings and traditions. February had passed, the follow- 
ing month was far advanced, and he was congratulating him- 
self on being still left undisturbed in his cherished indolence. 

On the last day of March there came a letter from the 
Emperor. In it the Czarewitch was reminded that two months 
had passed since the date mentioned for his going away ; and 
a hope was expressed that no further pressure would be needed 
in the matter. The Crown Prince was at length startled into 
activity. He only took time to consult a single friend, and 
that was his old tutor Nicephoros Viazemski. He made a 
scrambling preparation, selected three servants to accompany 
him, took a hurried farewell of his confessor, and, about the 
time when the snows had begun to melt, set out for Dresden. 

The badness of the roads made him fretful during the whole 
journey ; and even his chosen attendants, men used from the 
first to his caprices, were driven to the verge of frenzy in their 
efforts to soothe him. His first night in the capital of Saxony 
was an agitated one. And in the course of the next day, hav- 
ing wept much and drunk more, he despatched the following 
letter by a courier bound for Moscow : 

" To HIS Holiness the Protopope, Iakoff Ignatieff. 

Most reverend and beloved father, you that are to me as 
God's mouthpiece on earth, what am I to do? I have no 
priest with me. Where am I to get one in this country of 
heretics, a land of religious pestilence, reeking with memories 
of the blasphemous Luther, the infamous enemy of God's most 
holy Mother ? It would be dangerous to procure a priest from 
Moscow without the authorization of the Man of Petersburg. 
Yet through his culpable haste alone have I been brought to 
this pass. Whatever happens I must obtain one. I impl<m 
your holiness therefore to choose one yourself— one who will 
be discreet, one who can keep secrets. Let him be young and 
little known, of such position that his absence from Moscow 



Alexis among Heretics. 43 

may scarcely be missed. Tell him that in seeking me out he 
must behave with entire circumspection. There should be no 
mark about him of his real condition. He must shave off his 
beard and moustaches, have his hair cut close, wear a wig, and 
be dressed in the German fashion. He should have the ap- 
pearance generally of a courier, and to keep up that illusion 
you would do well to choose one who knows how to ride. He 
must be a bachelor ; he will pass for one of my servants, and 
you and I alone will be in the secret. Ivan Slonski would ful- 
fil all these conditions. My poor Ivan ! When I heard of the 
attempt upon Antichrist in November last, I thought my com- 
panion on the journey from Petersburg to Moscow was one of 
the monks whose heads were so profanely exhibited in front of 
our well-loved monastery. Think of this preference of mine for 
Ivan. But if I may not have him, then I leave the choice to 
yourself, under the guidance of God. Whoever it be, tell him 
he need bring neither ornaments nor missal ; I have all the 
sacred books and vessels. Pray, pray, have pity on me. Think 
of my afflicted soul and let me not run the risk of dying 
unpardoned. What if I were in danger of death and no 
priest were at hand ! Let him have no scruple about shaving 
off his beard ; better he should be chargeable with that venial 
sin (of which I take part of the guilt on my own conscience 
as it is prompted by me) than cause the ruin of a soul. Let 
Stepin Glieboff be more careful than ever in carrying mes- 
sages to my mother, the Czarina Eudoxia. Speak of me to all 
our friends and partisans in Moscow. Keep my name well 
before them ; but be cautious in this too. God grant that the 
day may soon come when we shall see an end of all our present 
fears. In the name of the Judge of all things, and for the love 
of His holy Mother, destroy this letter when you have read it. 
I have a terror in committing it to the hands of a courier. 
But what help is there ? Let me know from you instantly on 
your receipt of this ; and may your reply relieve me from anx- 
iety on all points. For the time, as we see, circumspection is 
imperative on account of the number of spies. 

"Alexis." 
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The chief request in this letter was complied with in a man- 
ner that fulliiled the most ardent hopes of the prince. 
IgnatiefTs choice of a priest fell upon Ivan Slonski, the 
man who, as already intimated by the Czarewitch, had at least 
once given no imcertain hint as to the most effectual way 
of disposing of the Russian Emperor. He was a person of 
low origin, brutish in manner, steeped in ignorance, re- 
ligious, with the combined sensuality and abject reverence of 
a Caliban. 

On his arrival at Dresden he was welcomed with an almost 
childish joy by Alexis, who was inexhaustible in his inquiries 
about what had passed in his absence. Curiosity having been 
satiated on either side, they spent a great portion of their first 
day together in an animated theological discussion. And here 
the priest made up for his lack of learning and dialectical re- 
source by a fervor which at times glared in his eyes and dark- 
ened or brightened his face with an absolutely maniac vivid- 
ness. He played his part with equal zeal the same night in 
the orgie secretly meant by his master to celebrate the new 
arrival, and of which the Czarewitch did not get the better for 
two days. 

Alexis now reviewed his position, and found on the whole 
that it was good. Among other purposes for which he had 
been sent abroad were studies in the exact sciences, languages, 
drawing, geography and history. He became fairly proficient 
in German, made no progress in French, and when his masters 
in geography, drawing and pure mathematics waited upon him, 
the devout prince was frequently discovered to be at religious 
exercises from which he could on no consideration be disturbed. 
In fact, although his course of mathematical instruction had 
been drawn up by Leibnitz personally at the direct request of 
the Czar, he studied when he pleased and what he pleased, com- 
bined drink and devotion in the most impartial manner, saw 
himself for one thing free from the oppressive supervision of 
his father, and was altogether as happy as absence from Mos- 
cow could make him. 

In due time lakoff Ignatieff was relieved from anxiety as to 
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the general needs of his pupil by a receipt of a second letter, 
drawn up in these terms : 

** To MY SAINTLY CONFESSOR, HIS HOLINESS THE PrOTOPOPE OF 

THE Orthodox Church of Christ on earth, to my esteemed 

AND BELOVED IaKOFF IgNATIEFF, EXALTED AMONG THE SERVANTS 

OF God and of Mary His ever Blessed Virgin Mother. — 
Very reverend father in God, I salute you. How is your health? 
And how is Antichrist ? But let us neither fear him nor think 
of him. When I come to the throne I shall restore the Patri- 
archate, and it shall be held by my own dearest confessor and 
spiritual instructor. I drink to you, and I thank you from my 
heart for sending me the good priest Ivan Slonski. He is 
devoted to me and would lay down his life in my cause. I was 
even as a sheep wandering out of the right path when by the 
blessing of God he came to me. But to yourself. Once more 
let me know how is your health. Cordial good wishes to you 
and your children ; and kind heaven grant that you are all well. 
For ourselves, in these heathen surroundings, we do hereby in- 
form your holiness that we have this day been celebrating the 
feast of commemoration of the sacred martyr Eustace by the 
spiritual exercises of matins and liturgy, vespers and complin. 
Having thus refreshed our souls, we proceeded to gratify our 
bodies by drinking to your health. In the course of our pota- 
tions we have judged it right to spare some of the wine, where- 
with to besprinkle this letter, so that on the receipt thereof it 
may be given unto you, holy father, to take inspiration and live 
long and drink copiously in remembrance of us. May God 
bring about our speedy reunion ! Hurrah for Moscow and the 
true religion ! Down with the infidel followers of Luther and 
Calvin and Henry VIII. of England ! All orthodox Christians 
now in this company sign the present. Alexis, most miserable 
of siimers, and Ivan Slonski the priest hereby certify the signa- 
tures of the same by adding graceful flourishes with their glasses 
and wine cups, whose contents they plenteously bespill for the 
said purpose. Take note that we have toasted you, not in the 
German but in the Russian style. And once more, previously 
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to sending off this epistle, we all charge our glasses and empty 
them again to your health. Forgive us if you find it hard to 
read what is here set down ; but, to be truthful, it has been 
written while we were drunk." 

Within the first week of the Crown Prince's arrival at Dres- 
den he had been waited upon by a man who had since visited 
him often, to his equal perplexity and suspicion. This was the 
Prince von Furstenberg, Lord Lieutenant in Germany of Au- 
gustus of Saxony, King of Poland. On the day following the 
festival above referred to, Alexis heard of the presence in the 
city of a very different person who desired to pay his respects to 
the son of the Russian sovereign. This was no other than 
Count Peter Tolstoi, who, however, did not claim to be acting 
under any explicit authority from the Czar. 

Apart from the shock of this revelation, which seemed in a 
sense to bring with it once more the overshadowing presence 
of his father, Alexis would not have been in a fit state to re- 
ceive visitors. And so, when Furstenberg and Tolstoi hap- 
pened to call together on the afternoon of the day in question, 
the Czarewitch, who was in bed after his devotional and festive 
achievements of the previous day, sent a courteous message of 
excuse to the prince ; while to Tolstoi he despatched an insult- 
ing refusal of all personal communication. The Saxon Viceroy, 
who was present at the delivery of this rebuff, and who did not 
seem charitable enough to be distressed by it, lingered behind 
a little. He had a German periodical to hand to the good 
Anselm Athanasieff, whose master, it was trusted, might profit- 
ably spend his time in reading it. Tolstoi waited at a 
discreet distance, and he and the Viceroy walked away 
together. 

" His Imperial Highness," observed the Russian, " is a little 
the worse after fortifying soul and body last night." 

" And would you tell me that this has been his usual way of 
life in Moscow?" inquired Furstenberg. 

''I hear you have had some slight experience of him in 
Dresden ; and you may be sure that his character is a con- 
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sistent one, neither improved nor made worse by change of 



air." 



'^ You have not the reputation of viewing his weaknesses with a 
favorable eye," said Furstenberg with a laugh ; " and your ex- 
p>erience of the last few minutes is not likely to soften any hard- 
ness in your estimate of him." 

" I overlook many thinp in the interest of my master," said 
Tolstoi. 

" No doubt, no doubt. But here is an occasion where our 
interests do not clash," said the Viceroy, still in a gay tone ; 
" within the same few minutes we have both suffered more or 
less from the dear prince's ungraciousness, insomuch that we 
might consider ourselves justified in tearing his character to 
pieces. Come, let me give you an example of candor ; and do 
you forget for a moment your loyal and patriotic instincts. 
What shall we call the son of the Czar? A combination of 
mysticism and materialism?" 

"Religious fanaticism and unbridled dissipation, let me 
say — ^not in substitution but in supplement of your own 
words." 

*' Intellectual aspirations, yet the coarsest of tastes." 

"The timidity of a hare with the stubbornness of a 
donkey." 

" Delicate in health, too." 

"Ay, physically and morally and mentally alike, forever 
incapable of the glorious energy of the Czar." 

" Then, except where he may hope to thwart his father, he 
is eternally passive ? " 

" A hater of all kinds of action and at all times. Yet there 
may come a day when he will be roused to activity." 

" Under what conditions? " 

" When he is married to a wife worthy at least of the name 
he bears and of the throne which he will inherit." 

"I thought you were about to suggest another alterna- 



tive." 



" What might that be ? " 

''When he has a fair chance presented to him of betraying 
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those who most trust in him, and of gratifying his own worst 
passions." 

" And yet," said Tolstoi pensively, " this is the prince with 
whom so many families of illustrious descent would gladly ally 
themselves." 

" It would be interesting to know his private opinion on the 
matrimonial schemes of which he is the object." 

" So it would," agreed Tolstoi. 

The Russian count with courteous humility escorted the 
Viceroy to the gates of his palace, then turned back by a cir- 
cuitous path to the lodging of the Czarewitch. He espied 
within the doorway and beckoned a servant with whom he 
had already established secret relations — no other than the 
chamberlain Anselm Athanasieff — and, putting a few florins 
into his hand, said : " The Prince von Furstenberg left a 
packet with you ? " 

Yes. A Vienna journal." 
Has his highness opened it? " 

" It*s in his hands now, excellency." 

There came from the open door of a room not far off 
a cry of execration ending in a call for — "Athansieff! 
Anselm ! " 

"That's his voice," observed Tolstoi with a smile, as he 
walked away. 

Not many minutes later Furstenberg appeared before the 
chamberlain, into whose hand he let fall a gold piece, and 
after some delay was admitted to the presence of the Czare- 
witch. 

Alexis was pacing up and down a small but nicely appointed 
room. His eyes were bloodshot. The ordinary whiteness of 
his cheeks was changed to a sickly ashen hue. Even his lips 
were livid, and he opened and closed them like a man suffer- 
ing from nausea. He turned, on the appearance of the Vice- 
roy, and said, pointing to a ne\^'spaper which lay crumpled 
and torn at his feet : " It was you who sent that in to 
me?" 

" Yes, your highness." 
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** Had you read it before leaving it ? " 

" I had not." 

The Czarewitch looked at him closely and said : ** Though 
^ou evince no curiousness about it, I think you had 
t)etter " 

"No, no— permit me," said Furstenberg, hastily forestal- 
ling a movement on the part of Alexis and picking up the 
journal himself. He had such an ingenuous appearance of 
aot knowing what to do, now the paper was in his hands, that 
the young prince impatiently tapped a certain paragraph with 
his finger, and the Viceroy read : 

"'For a year or two past the aged Duke of Brunswick- 
^olfenbiittel had been balancing in his mind whether to give 
bis granddaughter, the Princess Charlotte, to Charles XII. of 
Sweden or to a younger and less known prince who is yet 
uncrowned. The issue of the battle of Pultava has destroyed 
the prospects of the Swedish monarch, who, besides, had not 
been appealed to on the matter. The princess is now on offer 
to his Imperial Highness Alexis, the son of Charles' notorious 
enemy, Peter, the celebrated Czar of Muscovy. It is whis- 
pered that the hereditary Prince of Russia has been no more 
consulted on the proposed marriage than was his father's 
beaten rival. The young man's fate is here decided for him 
nrhether he will or no. There can be small doubt that the 
Russian monarch will welcome an alliance which places the 
beir to his throne on a level of dynastic importance with 
Charles VI. of Germany, whose empress, as the world knows, 
is an elder sister of Charlotte of Brunswick. It is imder- 
stood that the princess will retain the Lutheran faith on her 
marriage.' " 

Furstenberg raised his eyebrows as he came to the last sen- 
tence, which he repeated aloud. 

" You may well stare at that," cried the Czarewitch, his face 
nrreathed in a grin of hysterical rage. 

This was indeed a point, among others in the paragraph, 
[calculated to exasperate and scandalize Alexis beyond bounds. 
rhat he, the orthodox prince, the very one who had viewed 
4 
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with scarcely disguised hatred all through life his father's in- 
novations in religion, that he should be the first of his race to 
introduce a heretic wife into Russia ! 

'' I am only staring in wonder, your highness, to see how 
well informed the writer is." 

"Then you were already aware of this ? " 

" I know every word of it to be true." 

The Czarewitch sat on a chair and gazed abstractedly on the 
ground before him. He was in utter dismay. How should 
he announce this news to his religious advisers, above all to 
his father confessor in the Holy City ! He felt powerless for 
all things but prayer ; his lips moved with feverish rapidity. 
He was opening out his heart in entreaty to heaven that some- 
thing might come to pass, a stroke of disease, a chance of 
war, an insurrection, the dethronement by violence and blood 
of his father ; anything which might put off such an odious 
marriage and allow him to choose a bride among his own 
countrywomen, one of the true faith. Meanwhile, Furstenberg 
watched him narrowly. 

After a few minutes of embarrassing silence Alexis, looking 
straight at his visitor, said : " Then this is a matter which ap- 
pears to have been discussed without a thought of consultation 
with me ? " 

" To my knowledge it has been discussed many times, your 
highness." 

" And likely enough in your presence ? " 

" Sometimes in my presence." 

" So far as my curiosity is concerned," said the prince, "you 
are free to give or withhold particulars." 

" As a more cordial well-wisher of your Imperial Highness 
than you think, I have a sincerer purpose than the gratification 
of my listener's curiosity in saying what I know. Have I your 
distinct permission ? " 

"Yes." 

"This proposed marriage, as intimated here, first began to 
be seriously contemplated not long after the battle of Pultava. 
It had indeed been spoken of a year or two earlier in the 
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strictest secrecy between three persons with whom your Imperial 
Highness is acquainted/' 

" Who are they ? " 

" Count Golovkin, Count Tolstoi, and your preceptor, the 
Baron von Huyssen." 

" My tutor 1 And so," burst forth Alexis, " that fellow " 

He stopped, looked with suspicion at his visitor and said 
quietly : '^ I am sorry they should have made a confidant of 
Tolstoi, and not of me. But proceed." 

" Count Tolstoi, in broaching the affair to your tutor, merely 
acted on a vague suggestion which he had picked up while 
on a mission cdE slight consequence to the Court of the Duke 
of Brunswick. Huyssen, who is well known to the old duke, 
at once communicated with your Imperial father, who, while 
welcoming the proposal with gladness, dwelt on the necessity 
of keeping the matter secret from you till the time was ripe." 

The Czarewitch smiled bitterly, and Furstenberg continued : 
" The Duke Anthony, on learning how far the affair had gone, 
became alarmed and fretful. He had a terror of the news 
reaching the ears of Charles of Sweden, who, though equally 
undesirous and ignorant of the honor designed for himself, 
would be likely to regard with resentment the offer of such a 
favor to his deadliest foe. The well-served Russian cannon at 
Pultava had the effect, in addition to many other results, of 
blowing away the Duke of Brunswick's hesitation. Huyssen 
was complimented for what he had done so far, and was en- 
couraged to push the matter forward with all speed. Your 
father was again consulted, and he took the measures which 
have resulted in your presence here." 

" And can you tell me how Tolstoi has come upon the 
scene?" 

** For the last fortnight he has been staying in an unofficial 
capacity, but, of course, by an understanding between the Czar 
and the Duke, at the Court of Brunswick." 

Again there was a long pause. 

« No doubt you are well acquainted with this young lady ? " 
at last. 
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"The Princess Charlotte? From her earliest childhood. 
Almost from the first she has been a younger playmate of my 
own daughter, Dorothea." 

"Have you seen her recently?" 

"Within the last ten days." 

"Where?" 

" At the court of my sovereign, the King of Poland, at Tor- 
gau, on the Elbe." 

" And the project which was not revealed to me has doubt- 
less been equally reserved from her? " 

" On the contrary. She has been taken into full confidence^ 
and is filled with curiosity about everything that concerns her 
future husband and her adopted country." 

Alexis laughed aloud. 

" Perhaps," he said, " you could tell me something more 
precise as to the shape which her curiosity takes? " 

" But your highness " 

" Why do you hesitate ? " 

" I might give offence." 

"Tome?" 

" Yes." 

I see, I see," said the Czarewitch with a peculiar smile. 
I may take it that thb future bride, this future countrywoman 
of mine, has been unduly frank in expressing herself on me and 
on my native land ? Let me relieve you of any fears of pain 
which her reported opinions might cause me." 

" Then I have no further cause for reticence. What I have 
to say is of no further importance than as illustrating the igno- 
rance, prevalent even in the highest quarters, with regard to 
your highness's country. Eight days ago, while at Torgau, I 
had the honor to assist at an interview between the young 
princess and her grandfather. Pardon me in a double sense 
if, while venturing to surmise that the marriage in question is 
not contemplated with enthusiasm by your Imperial Highness, 
I have to inform you, in plain terms, that it is viewed with 
mingled feelings of perplexity, wonder and consternation bf 
the prospective bride." 
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'' Aha ! " exclaimed the Czarewitch with a look of amuse- 
ment not lost upon the Viceroy, who resumed : 

'* Besides her grandfather and myself, the young lady had 
another auditor, in the person of her Lutheran pastor." 

" To whom, no doubt, she is dutiful and submissive in all 
matters of religion ? " 

" So I understand. However, Princess Charlotte, with the 
weight of sixteen years upon her, gave us her views as to the 
comparative merits of her present and future homes — especially 
dwelling upon the refinements of the Courts of Saxony and 
Poland " 

**And the horrors of the Russian Court?" suggested the 
Czarewitch gaily. "Come, now, did she not entertain you 
with some of the usual anecdotes current about my father? " 

" Of course," rejoined Furstenberg with a laugh ; " we could 
not escape from the familiar tale of his majesty's frequently 
rising from table and striking off the heads of as many as 
twenty of his nobles at a time." 

" And I suppose I am set down in this young lady's imagina- 
tion as quite such another savage ? Perhaps worse ? Perhaps 
I eat the heads of the nobles thus cut off by my father? " 

" At any rate," said Furstenberg, in high good-humor, " the 
princess trembles for her future, and I may add that her ex- 
cellent pastor encourages her state of panic both as to her 
prospects in this world and in the next." 

'* I do not understand," said Alexis in a changed tone. 

"The holy man had little to say. He confined himself to 
commiserating the destiny of the princess in having to spend 
the rest of her life in a land of pagans." 

Alexis drew back and stared in silence at Furstenberg. Then 
he rose from his chair with livid cheeks and burning eyes : 

" And so," he said, in a low, tremulous voice, " this is how 
the follower, the worthy follower of a renegade monk and a 
prostitute nun, dares to speak of the orthodox believers of 
sacred Russia I " He went over to a little recess in the room 
fitted up with a reading-desk, on which lay a book of the 
^Hoius" in Russian and an "Imitation of Christ" in the 
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original He kissed them both, and kneeling on a hassock 
murmured a brief prayer. Then standing up again he returned 
to his former place. 

" I suppose," he said with a suave smile, " this pastor would 
never think of undertaking a journey to Moscow — the centre 
of this pagan country?" 

" I think not." 

" He is wise, in that at least." 

" Your highness will deign to remember," said the Viceroy 
soothingly, ** that what I have quoted comes from the lips ci 
an ignorant clergyman." 

"Is there need to assure me of that? " inquired the Czare- 
witch with raised eyebrows. " However, this is not a matter 
on which temper need be lost. On the contrary, I am in an 
amicable mood, a mood in which I can freely offer consolation 
to others." 

"May I entreat your highness to explain?" 

"Should you see the fair princess once more, you might 
perhaps be courtly enough to reassure her as to her future — ^in 
this world at least. I may indeed have travelled out of Russia 
to choose a wife ; but, apart from the main prohibition as to 
selecting a wife from among the women of my country, let me 
tell you and all whom it may concern, that my choice may 
range unrestricted over the rest of Europe. The friends of the 
young lady should therefore have the humanity to quiet her 
fears. Let her no more be thrilled with the certainty of my 
besieging the castle of Brunswick or Torgau, and bearing her 
off a captive, than of my giving a thought to the salvation of 
her pastor from the hell to which he is doomed." 

He waved his hand with some peremptoriness to signify that 
the interview was ended. And Furstenberg instantly took his 
leave ; going away, however, with feelings which, for reasons 
best known to himself, were far from depressed. 

It was very soon afterwards, and by another agency than 
Prince Furstenberg's, that both Peter of Russia and Anthony of 
Brunswick became equally aware of the attitude of Alexis and 
of Charlotte towards the proposed marriage. The Czar and 
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the Duke in their correspondence passed lightly over the 
'* children's " mutual antipathies. And in their concerted at- 
titude of refusing to take account of any obstacles in the way of 
an alliance courted by both, they arranged for a formal bring- 
ing together of the young prince and princess at no distant 
date. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE PRINCE IN THE PART OF A LOVER. 

The sun of a day in the beginning of July glared from over 
the summits of the hills westward of Carlsbad, down on a small 
castellated building near the banks of the River TepeL The 
house was on a plot of level green in the midst of a domain 
forty square acres in extent, encompassed by a fringe of trees. 
The trees, in their turn, were enclosed by av wall built, like the 
castle itself, of rough granite. Twenty paces down from the 
house was a tent with a gilded pinnacle surrounded by a 
number of little flags, and in the side of the tent was an open- 
ing which looked directly on to a gate at the south. From 
east to west of the southern wall swept an avenue, which from 
a point opposite the gateway shot forth an arm that stretched 
in a sharp angle up to the house. 

From four o'clock and onwards a train of servants had been 
hurrying forward and backward from the house in preparation 
of a repast which was being laid in the tent. About half-past 
six an elderly man in fine raiment, likely a superior servant, 
came out of the mansion, glanced into the tent, then walked 
to the gate. With his finger, he moved aside a panel worked 
into the door and protected from the further side by thin brass 
bars, and looked southward. He had peered into the distance 
for three minutes, had pushed back the panel in its place and wis 
returning up the avenue when a hand was held up to him by t 
lady now moving down the lawn towards the tent He stepped 
across the green and stood before her. She was a someiriiat 
stout lady of middle height and dignified carriage, with acktf 
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red and white complexion and a forehead but slightly seamed 
with wrinkles, though she had passed her fiftieth year. 

" You neither see nor hear an)rthing ? " inquired the 
lady. 

Nothing, your highness." 

Nearly two hours behind his time," she muttered. The 
servant was walking past when the lady in a musing tone re- 
sumed her questioning. 

" Do you know, Heinrich, what was the exact hour of his 
coming here ? " 

"Ten o'clock last night, highness." 

" You did not chance to hear of any other new arrivals ? " 

"The Prince von Furstenberg came this morning." 

" Alone ? " 

" With his daughter, highness." 

The lady walked away. A quarter of an hour afterwards 
Heinrichy the steward, still lingering between the house, the 
tent and the avenue, heard a rumbling of chariot wheels in the 
distance. Once more he stepped across to the gate, looked 
through the wicket, and immediately hurried in search of his 
mistress. Next moment all was bustle and agitation in the 
household. Five minutes later the gate was flung apart, and 
an open carriage containing two passengers was driven into the 
enclosure. 

The new comers were the Prince Imperial of Russia and 
Count Tolstoi. The count stepped on to the grass and handed 
the Czarewitch out, while keeping up a flow of observation on 
the surroundings, to which the prince paid no attention. At 
first Alexis looked lazily roimd him ; then with hardly changed 
languor he turned his eyes toward three ladies who had issued 
from the house and were coming down the lawn. One of 
these was the elderly personage already referred to. She held 
by the hand a girl of sixteen, and behind them walked a young 
lady of about twenty. Tolstoi* whispered a few words to the 
prince, who slightly advanced, while removing his hat with an 
air of intolerant weariness. 

"Her Most Serene Highness the Archduchess of Brans- 
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wick-Wolfenbtittel : his Imperial Highness the Czarewitch," 
said the count. 

Alexis bowed with a not altogether ungraceful air — steadily 
resisting Tolstoi's hints at a more cordial style of greeting. In 
turning to salute the foremost of the younger ladies, the prince 
bent his gaze upon a countenance which the kindliest of enco- 
miasts would have hesitated to pronounce beautiful. The nose 
was irregular, the complexion was rather sallow, and the gen- 
eral outline was not harmonious. But even these disadvantages 
were far from destroying the attractiveness of the girl's ap- 
pearance. There was a noble height and breadth in the fore- 
head, the eyes were of the purest dark gray, full of fire and 
intellect, the mouth was neither large nor smaU, and the lips 
were of exquisite fonnation. Above all, struggling through 
the mask of what was homely in the features, there was an ex- 
pression, not so much of morbid pleading against harsh judg- 
ment as of self-consciousness of imperfection, which might have 
appealed almost irresistibly to a chivalrous nature. The cir- 
cumstances did not permit of her retaining her composure; 
her color came and went ; and her sensitiveness under obse^ 
vation grew the more painful in that she feared it was impossi- 
ble to hide the impression made instantly upon herself by the 
visitor confronting her. 

The tall figure of the Czarewitch, arrayed in one of the rich- 
est costumes familiar to the Russian Court in simimer, had per- 
haps never looked more engaging. The pale cheeks had as- 
sumed a tinge of color, the large eyes were sparkling with what 
seemed a generous light, the well-cut features were mobile with 
good-humor, and there was a pleasant animation in the entire 
demeanor of the youth. He stood in her presence at last, 
the heir to what was already coming to be considered one of 
the most redoubtable empires in the world, the man whom for 
months past she had been taught to look upon as her future 
husband ; and in that one moment, for the first time and the 
last, she gazed upon the embodiment of her wildest girlish 
dreams of the princes of fairyland. She looked long at hifl\ 
and her one source of pride in a birth which caused the hoan 
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from which she sprang to be regarded with veneration by every 
crowned head in Europe, fell crushed under a sense of her 
immeasurable unworthiness. 

Alexis turned to his compatriot after the second presenta- 
tion and smiled. 

"The bride you are choosing for me is not comely," he 
said in Russian. 

Tolstoi bent his head and smiled, without giving any token 
of embarrassment; and, the mother and daughter frankly 
smiling in concert at a remark of which they were too discreet 
to expect an interpretation, a certain temporary awkwardness 
disappeared from the company. Charlotte even took courage 
to present her friend the Princess von CEst Frise to the Czare- 
witch. 

The party went toward the kiosk, to the meal which had 
been prepared for them. Alexis, having first said a long and 
devout grace to himself, took a seat by invitation between the 
mother and daughter. The Princess Helena von CEst Frise, 
Charlotte's most trusted and beloved companion, a young lady 
whose pretty face and simple, genial manner proved that her 
comradeship had not been sought on the principle prevalent 
among some plain ladies, of choosing confidants uglier than 
themselves, was placed next to her young friend and mistress, 
while Tolstoi remained standing behind the chair of the Czare- 
witch. 

" His majesty the Czar is acquainted with Carlsbad, I 
think?" said the archduchess. 

" Yes," answered Alexis. 

" You are familiar with his opinion of the place, no doubt ? " 

" No." 

** His majesty, when in the vales of Carlsbad, declared that 
he saw too little of the light of the sun ; walled round as he 
was by our huge granite hills, he felt as if in a prison." 

Alexis looked with momentary curiosity at the speaker. It 
might have appeared, .from the slumbering gleam in his eyes, 
as though he wondered whether the archduchess, by her refer- 
ence bad some magnanimous purpose of compassionating his 



tt 
it 



60 The Son of the Czar. 

present condition. He made no comment^ but turning awaj 
resumed his apathy, the ladies meanwhile glancing helplesslj 
at one another. A silence of three minutes followed. At last 
the Czarewitch, breathing hard and setting his jaws with an air 
of resolution, turned suddenly to the archduchess and declared : 

" It has been warm to-day." 

" It has been very warm to-day, your highness," burst forth 
the archduchess in an eager cry of assent, which sounded dan- 
gerously like a laugh. 

Charlotte and her mother thereupon looked round and 
severally addressed Tolstoi. The count, responsive to the 
design of the gracious ladies to draw the prince into the con- 
versation, answered with courtierlike ease, and with the readi- 
ness and fulness of information of a travelled man of the world. 
It was in vain ; there was another silence. Then the Czare- 
witch, after a second elaborate struggle, faced Charlotte. 
Very warm to-day," he observed. 
Very warm, your highness," faltered the young princess. 

Alexis now looked neither to right nor left. He had not 
been hitherto wanting in attention to the meats and drinks 
brought to him. He became henceforth more assiduous than 
ever. He ate in a way which awoke the stealthy admiration 
and terror of the ladies looking aside at him ; and the glasses 
of burgundy, of champagne, of tokay set before him were 
emptied one after the other with startling rapidity. At the end 
of two hours, during which he had uttered some ten words, he 
stood up with swollen eyes and flushed cheeks, crossed himself 
muttered a disjointed prayer, and turned to Tolstoi. 

" My carriage 1 " he exclaimed. 

"Your highness is not going?" pleaded the archduchess. 

"Yes," was the retort. 

Coimt Tolstoi raised his eyebrows and slightly shook his 
head, in a way meant to suggest to the archduchess the futility 
of remonstrance. The little company rose from table. The 
prince's carriage was brought to the entrance of the kiosk, and 
Tolstoi took a firm hold of the arm of the Czarewitch who wis 
walking unsteadily. On reaching the carriage, Alexis, evident 
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at a suggestion from the count, turned with a wild look to the 
ladies at the entrance to the kiosk, gave them a clumsily col- 
lective bow, and stumbled into the conveyance, closely fol- 
lowed by his attendant 

** Now, darling," said the archduchess, when the gate had 
closed upon the receding carriage, " what do you think of our 
miraculous prince ? " 

Charlotte looked dreamily before her at the gate, beyond 
which the chariot could be heard rolling away, and she made 
a kind of pensive, murmuring sound with her lips, but did not 
articulate a word. 

'* He's an utter savage," was the frankly scornful opinion of 
Helena von CEst Frise. 

" He eats and drinks like one," said the archduchess. 

" I suppose it must be a slander," observed Charlotte, smil- 
ing with effort, " which pronoimces his father to be a hundred 
times worse?" 

'' His father is a man, a king of men, a king of kings, as 
you will discover some day ! " cried the enthusiastic arch- 
duchess. 

" I fear there is little strength in the poor prince's face," 
mused Charlotte. 

" Except when he prays," observed Helena. 

" While saying grace before and after the meal, he frowned 
so horribly that one might have thought he meant to cow the 
Almighty into blessing the food he enjoyed so heartily." 

"WeU, Charlotte," said her mother, "you have seen the man 
of your dreams — the man whom the Czar and your grandfather 
desire as a husband for you — the man whose face gives evi- 
dence of the genius that is within him, and whose enchanting 
voice yet rings in your ears." 

" Her husband ! " exclaimed Helena, raising her eyes and 
hands and shrugging her shoulders. 

A soft crimson filled Charlotte's cheeks, her lips parted, a 
light sprang to her eyes which had never been seen in them 
before, and for a time she looked almost beautiful. Then her 
^e grew clouded. " You will both laugh at me," she said. 
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''And yet the one thing I ask myself is, whether I am fit to be 
his wife ; whether I could make him happy." 

" Fit to cast yourself into the ocean ! Fit to bum at a slow 
fire ! Fit to make the most unimaginable of sacrifices — and 
for whom?" cried Helena. "Make him happy! Let him 
spare some of his prayer-time in asking God whether he can 
ever be thankful enough for meeting you, whether he can live 
long enough, whether the crowns and jewels of the Kremlin at 
Moscow, or the treasures of all the shrines and palaces in Mus- 
covy could ever procure him means enough to make himself 
worthy of such a heart as yours." 

" Come, children, the air's growing chill and damp," said the 
archduchess, " and this is not a place for exchanging raptures 
of this kind." 

On the following af temoon the Czarewitch had left the house 
engaged for him by Tolstoi, and was walking through a winding 
pathway that led towards the higher hills. He was attended 
only by his chamberlain, Anselm Athanasieff. Count Tolstoi 
had been compelled to provide himself with separate quarters, 
and at the best of times was received merely on sufferance by 
Alexis. 

The prince's gaze was fixed on the ground. He had reached 
an abrupt turning of the road when he heard a voice which 
caused him to start with a sense of recognition. He raised 
his head. Before him stood the Viceroy of Saxony, Prince von 
Furstenberg, accompanied by a lady. Alexis had time to 
remark that the lady was young, with a graceful figure, and a 
face with imquestionable claims to beauty, when Furstenberg 
cried: 

"A fortunate meeting. This is indeed a pleasure. Your 
Imperial Highness will deign to let me make known to you— 
the Princess Dorothea von Furstenberg, my daughter." 

The yotmg lady leaning on her father duly curtsied, 
while the Czarewitch, slightly removing his hat, smiled upon 
her. 

*' I did not know you were in Carlsbad," he said to Funten* 
beig. 
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** I have been ordered to take the waters, and my daughter 
insisted on being my nurse." 

'' Little credit will be due to your physicians for any improve- 
ment in your health, when you have had the prudence to pro- 
vide yourself with such a companion/' observed Alexis with 
gracious gallantry. 

Both father and daughter bowed ; the latter with unchanged 
^e and composed attitude, the former with a glowing cheek 
and a strange fire kindling in his eyes. 

"Does your highness remain here long?" inquired Dorothea 
in a tone the studied carelessness of which could not conceal 
the native softness and melody of her voice. 

" Until an hour ago I had made up my mind to return to 
Dresden at once," answered the Czarewitch, looking straight 
at her— contrary to his custom with man or woman ; " at 
present I am again undecided." 

The father and daughter knew that he had been on a visit 
to the Archduchess of Wolfenbuttel on the previous night. 
There was a pause. Then Furstenberg with many signs of 
diffidence interposed : 

" I am about, in all humility, to ask a boon of your highness." 

" And you will offend me, I warn you, in hesitating over any 
request to me, over anything which involves my doing you a 
pleasure," said the young prince cordially. 

The Viceroy looked for a moment as if he could have flung 
himself to the ground and kissed the feet of the Czarewitch. 

" Could you do us the honor my child here and myself 

the priceless honor," he said, " of partaking of our hospitality 
before you leave Dresden? " 

" The privilege is mine," said Alexis. " My time is my own ; 
and I place myself at your disposal from this day." 

"May I hope that your highness will dine with us this 
evening?" 

" I seize with joy on your invitation." 

Again Furstenberg and his daughter bowed. The Viceroy 
seemed more and more staggered by the condescension of the 
young prince, and turned in a sort of triumphant bewilderment 
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to Dorothea ; but her eyes were fixed in a keen wonder of her 
own alternately on the ground and on the face of the Czare- 
witch. The last named darted suddenly from one to the other 
a glance of such shrewdness as one might have been amazed to 
see in the usually dreamy eyes of Alexis. And Dorothea, un- 
observed herself, caught the glance. 

"I must first return to my house and arrange matteis. 
Then " 

" Within an hour shall I send horses for your Imperial 
Highness?" 

The Czarewitch bowed in acquiescence ; he and his chamber- 
lain went one way, Furstenberg and his daughter another. 

The Carlsbad residence occupied by the Viceroy of Saxony 
was one of his private possessions. It was approached by a 
pathway, to either hand of which rose hills made of big blocks 
of granite. From the divisions between these blocks there 
sprang up thousands on thousands of trees, like armies of giants 
rising tall and strong as in defiance of the rocks that sought to 
crush them. From the smaller interstices darted fern and 
flower, and from the summits of the hills rolled down many a 
musical stream, and in this paradise of harmless animals the 
fawn leaped from crag to crag, and the squirrel made its bound 
from tree to tree, and the wilds were clamorous with the songs 
of birds — insomuch that the mass of dead stone seemed to have 
become quickened and transformed with the centuries and to 
be now trembling and rioting in the superabundance of life. 
At the northern extremity of the pathway the hills to right and 
left broke into a chasm. And in the centre of the chasm 
arose the little Schloss of Prince Furstenberg. 

It stood in its garment of ivy amid an expanse of bloom and 
verdure, its leftward wall and the vale beyond being immersed 
in the light of the western sun. The flower-beds encircling it 
were divided by an avenue which led up to the southern en- 
trance. And standing in the shade of the porch, though with 
no dream of posturing, was Dorothea dressed in white, a single 
white rose in her dark hair, no other ornament about her per- 
son, her black eyes gleaming with a kindly but calm welcome. 
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** Let us make your highness at home in this house/' was 
Furstenberg's remark as they dismounted. 

The Czarewitch bowed and turned to Dorothea, whose 
frank smile seemed to convey a silent echo of her father's 
greeting. They were shown into an apartment whose win- 
dows looked northward. Here the table was laid; and in 
accordance with the severe punctuality of the Princess Doro- 
thea, they had no sooner taken their seats than dinner was 
brought in. 

The Czarewitch sat with his back to the eastward wall, his 
hand almost touching the angle of the recess in which was the 
broadest window of the chamber. Facing him were the father 
and daughter. Twenty paces from the window was a large 
rosebush, from the midst of whose clusters of blooms came the 
voice of a nightingale in full song. A little to the right was a 
fir-tree, among whose branches climbed and gambolled merrily 
a throng of squirrels. Beyond the wall enclosing the house the 
slightly broken chain of the mountains was resumed ; and in a 
hollow to the south of the nearest link, on a boulder covered 
with moss of a rich dark green, lay a solitary deer, its yellow skin 
burnished into gold by the light of the sinking sun. Calm was 
on all things round, and as Alexis drew his eyes inward from 
the scene and glanced alternately at his host and hostess, there 
was an expression of what a close observer might have called 
satirical serenity on his face. 

"In a spot like this," he remarked, "one might forget 
ambition." 

"That is quite my feeling, your highness," agreed Fursten- 
berg, " whenever I am drawn here by other considerations than 
those of health." 

" Yes," continued Alexis, " it seems to me that if I were a 
statesman, the surroundings of a home like this would act as a 
check upon my unworthier cravings. Plots to increase my im- 
portance in the eyes of my sovereign, dreams of discovering new 
worlds of diplomatic activity, or, say, of family aggrandizement, 
would stand rebuked under the influences of such paradisal 
tranquillity and wealth of bliss." 
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" Quite so," stammered the Viceroy. 

" Do you not agree with me, princess? " asked Alexis. 

Dorothea had been looking pensively out of the window dur- 
ing this conversation. She now turned and quietly confronted 
a look upon the face of her father's guest which seemed to her 
little less than impertinent. 

" I do agree with your Imperial Highness," remarked Doro- 
thea ; nor did she remove her steadfast gaze from him until he 
had lowered his ovm eyes in some confusion. But he quickfy 
removed his rather spasmodic gayety. 

Furstenberg had abready learned, by methods long familiar 
to him, every incident of the young prince's behavior at the 
house of the Wolfenbtittels. Alexis had eaten and drunk of 
everything set before him on the previous night, yet with some- 
thing worse than the air of one who is a victim rather than a 
guest. The servants of the Brunswick household had not let 
the twenty-four hours elapse before discussing with freedom, in 
the hearing of others, the dumb stolidity, the wilful brutishness 
of the Russian prince's manner. Yet this evening the Czare- 
witch, while apparently unconscious of the watch set upon him, 
showed himself at once abstemious and grateful to his enter- 
tainers. He joined in conversation with a candor, a courtesy, 
a readiness that caused the father to turn continually towards 
his daughter with looks of fatuous pleasure. Dorothea's at- 
tention, however, seemed on all such occasions to be diverted 
elsewhere. 

"The Prince von Furstenberg tells me," said the Czarewitch, 
addressing Dorothea, "that you have long been acquainted 
with the Princess Charlotte of Brunswick?" 

Dorothea turned with a glad animation, with warming cokv 
and brightening eyes to her questioner. 

" For as many years as it is convenient for me to remember," 
she said, " the princess has done me the privilege of lookiqg 
upon me as an elder sister." 

" She is a favorite of yours? " 

Dorothea raised her eyebrows and smiled. Then an exalted 
look came into her face : 
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** I have had many reasons for enjoying life/' she said, '' but 
I had nothing else to make this world pleasant to me, I 
ould always praise God for bringing me in touch with a spirit 
' bright and pure as hers." 

Alexis was beginning to look at the speaker with an un- 
igned surprise and interest, when the Viceroy interposed 
ther abruptly : 

'^ Do I gather from your highness that you mean to stay long 
Carlsbad?" 

The Czarewitch paused for a moment. Then darting a glance 
: Dorothea, and almost simultaneously withdrawing his eyes, 
I said : 

** This morning I had ordered my servants to be in readiness 
r leaving the place to-morrow. I have since changed my 
irpose." 

His face was bent over the table, and there was a peculiar 
Drking about his mouth. Furstenberg looked at his (laughter 
r the tenth time with the same exultant eagerness, but once 
ore failed to attract her notice. 

When the meal was over — all Furstenberg's efforts to lead 
e prince into imdue indulgence proving vain — the little party 
tired to another room. The sun had gone down, but there 
mained for the present enough light to dispense with the 
;ed of lamps. The three had no sooner taken their seats 
5ar an open window than Furstenberg touched a bell. There- 
)on a servant entered bearing a guitar, which he presented 
the Princess Dorothea. She responded without co3mess to 
;r father's call, reinforced by the pressure of the Czarewitch, 
r a song. Her powers more than justified the anticipations 
tiich a stranger of judgment might have formed from the 
•nes of her voice in conversation ; and the Muscovite prince, 
lio had a good ear, looked at her with what seemed a more 
imest attention than ever. 

The irrepressible Viceroy touched the bell a second time, 
id Dorothea shuddered. In answer to the summons a page 
ime, bearing on a velvet cushion a flute, which he presented 
I the master of the house, then withdrew. Furstenbergi after 
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a maladroit attempt at preluding, played three German md- 
odies one after another, and all out of tune. Then he laid 
down his own instrument ; at a signal, Dorothea, with an infu- 
sion of desperate vigor, wrenched at the strings of her guitar 
once more, and Prince Furstenberg himself lifted up his heart 
in song. His voice was thin, hoarse, discordant. Yet he 
exerted himself with such fervor, with such peremptory con- 
fidence in his powers, and struggled with such heroism against 
his daughter's evident determination to overwhelm his voice 
with the sound of her guitar, that Alexis was driven to mani- 
fest his approval with somewhat riotous heartiness. He 
expressed himself with such enthusiasm indeed — Dorothea 
meanwhile holding down her head — that the Viceroy settled 
himself for what was clearly meant to be a prolongation of the 
concert. The Czarewitch immediately started up, and, look- 
ing out upon the night, exclaimed : 

" I am doing violence to myself by leaving you, but I must 
be gone. The kind priest who attends on me will be uneasf 
at my absence. Your serene highness, and you, princess, per- 
mit me to thank you for a most charming evening.** 

" And so for the moment there is no date fixed for your 
highnesses departure from Carlsbad?" said Furstenberg. 

"Everything is undecided — at present," answered Alexis, 
his eyes again moving in the direction of the princess. 

" May we at least hope that you will honor us with your 
company once more before you leave the neighborhood ? " 

" In that respect I am perfectly at the service of my kind 
host and hostess." 

In a few minutes two horses were at the door. Alexis, tak- 
ing Dorothea's hand, pressed his lips upon it with an ardor 
which at least filled her father's face with crimson and made 
him tremble. 

The Czarewitch, accompanied by the Viceroy, and driven 
away at the best speed of Furstenberg's horses, quickly arrived 
home. He took a kind leave of his host, and, having entered 
his lodging, summoned Ivan Slonski and Anselm Athanasieff to 
his presence. 
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" I have little to add to what I said to you both a few hours 
back. Furstenberg's daughter, I repeat, is pretty ; and I find 
her in other respects attractive." 

" More attractive than the Princess von Wolfenbtittel," 
laughed Slonski. 

" And more ambitious — if she takes after her father," ob- 
served Athanasieff. 

" That dear Princess Charlotte, who struck you dumb with 
her graces ! " continued Slonski. 

"It will never cost me a pang to insult any one whose claims 
are supported by Peter Tolstoi. Well, as you can see, I am 
now furnished with a chance of playing one of these heiresses 
against the other, and so of escaping both." 

The priest and the chamberlain were obliged to sit down in 
order to laugh more at ease, and the prince joined in their 
merriment. 

" For the rest," he continued, " Furstenberg is inclined to 
be generous in compassing his ends ; and I give you both per- 
mission to accept bribes either from him or from those in the 
rival camp." 

This prospect appeared to afford the three such food for 
mirth that sustained discussion was for the moment impossible. 
Wine was produced, and the prince, the priest and the 
chamberlain drank and plotted, with the necessary interruption 
of complin, till far into the night. 

Meanwhile the Viceroy had hurried home, had sought Doro- 
thea, and, kissing her with proud emotion, exclaimed : " Well 
done, you siren. Now, darling, if we play our cards well, you 
may yet be an empress." 

Dorothea looked up at him for an instant in a startled way, 
then buried her face on his breast that he might not see the 
profound pity for himself which softened her eyes, the sickly 
dismay which had all at once blanched her face. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

INTRUDERS. 

On the third day following the visit of Alexis to Charlotte 
of Brunswick and her mother, Count Tolstoi' presented himsdf 
at the Wolfenbtittel Castle and was immediately admitted. 
The archduchess was alone, her daughter and the Princess voa 
CEst Frise being absorbed in certain studies to which they had 
recently begun to devote themselves. 

"Are you more fortunate than we?" inquired the arch- 
duchess with a patient smile. 

"In regard to our im tamable prince, madame? I am for- 
bidden his house, as you know ; and, frankly, I find it difficult 
to obtain even news well paid for." 

" We have not set eyes on him since the night you brought 
him here." 

" Neither have I." 

" But surely you have learned of his capture, of his being 
bound as a prisoner of war, dragged at the chariot wheels of 
the Furstenbergs ? " 

" I did not think the folly of the poor Viceroy a matter of 
sufficient interest or amusement to entertain your highnf 
with." 

"You speak boldly, count. Have you heard no whisper 
that the Princess Dorothea is already selecting her favorites 
and disposing in anticipation of the places about the Russian 
Court?" 

" From what I have been told of the young lady I shall be 
surprised if it be so. At the worsts letus notbe harsh widi her 
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Cor having an over fiery imagination. Prince Furstenberg is 
inclined to be carried far by a conception of what is due to 
himself, and it is impossible that some share of his quality 
should not be caught by those about him." 

'' I gather that you have done nothing to stay his prog- 
ress?" 

** Your highness is right ; and I am bound to admit that 
my inactivity arises from a not altogether humane motive. I 
am diverting myself by letting the Viceroy of Saxony mount as 
high as he can up the hill. I am following him at a careful 
distance, and am looking at the slippery height on which he 
means to try his footing. He will fall backward and be shaken. 
But there my indifference will end. I shall certainly put forth 
my hand at the right moment to save him from breaking his 
neck. No ; I have done nothing. And your highness?" 

** I have not been quite so self-controlled." 

" Will you deign to enlighten me ? " 

** Within the last half-hour I have sent an invitation to the 
Czarewitch to pass this way to-morrow." 

" And the answer? " 

** My messenger has not yet returned, though he has had 
DQore than time." 

" Did you tell the Prmcess Charlotte? " 

^ For the last two days or more she has been lost in study/' 
said the archduchess with a laugh. 

*' In what department of study, your highness? " 

''The Russian language." 

'' She's not wasting her time," said the count with a pleasant 
smile. ** Meanwhile, it may be prudent to keep the matter of 
dus invitation from her. But we are interrupted." 

A low knock had come to the door. 

''My messenger," explained the archduchess, as a young 
officer of the household entered. " Well ? " 

"Yotir highness " 

" What's this ! Is not that my letter which you have brought 
biu*?" 

'' Yei^ madune. I was unable to deliver it" 
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"How?" 

" His Imperial Highness has left Carlsbad with all his holl8^ 
hold.'' 

"When did this happen?" 

" Within these two hours." 

" Do you know where they have gone ? " 

" To Dresden — in company with the Prince von Fursteo- 
berg." 

The lady dismissed the groom and turned with an awkward 
smile to the count 

"What's to be done?" 

" Do you ask seriously and in brief for my advice ? " 

"I do." 

"Take your daughter back to the Queen of Poland, and ^^ 
main with her till you hear further from me." 

" And you— do you stay here? " 

" I start for Dresden to-night." 

Alexis had indeed, after consultation with Furstenberg, 80 
far overcome his customary sluggishness as to agree in setting 
out from Carlsbad soon after sunrise that morning. Relays 
had been ordered on the previous day, and no time was k)st 
on the journey. 

As the travellers approached the precincts of Dresden their 
suites divided, and the Czarewitch proceeded to his former 
residence. By an additional arrangement of Furstenbeig's^ 
Athanasieff had been sent on some hours in advance to pre- 
pare for his master's resumption of residence in the Saxon 
capital. The chamberlain had made fair use of his time ; and 
Alexis, on reaching the house and finding most things to htt 
hand, sat down with a new sense of freedom and almost i^ 
mediately wrote the following letter : 

" Most Graqous Father and Sovereign, — My humble greet- 
ing to your majesty. More than once have you deigned to as- 
sure me that on the question of my marriage you did not sed 
to tie my hands absolutely. You insisted in a general seme 
on my marrying out of Russia. May your respectful son, with 
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e aspiration to dispute your will than would be tolerated 
meanest of your subjects, point out a slight discrepancy 
n your former attitude and that with which I am now 
You have a special aim, revealed to me since my ar- 
1 Germany. It is that I should be united with the 
daughter of the house of Brunswick-Wolfenbtittel. Let 
the outset acknowledge your majesty's regard for my 
in proposing that I should be allied with a granddaughter 
head of the princely Guelph line, with a family unsur- 
for splendor of birth in all Europe. But may I touch 
ay personal impressions ? The young lady in question I 
«en already. I must believe, in accordance with the 
:s of true reverence, that although the Creator has not 
rell to endow her with goodliness of feature. He has 
2ss favored her with perfections of the spirit which com- 
e for the absence of less durable gifts. Be this as it 
ay father and sovereign will, I trust, not deny me the 
je of avoiding precipitancy on a point which involves, 
1 future alone, but the prosperity of the Russian Empire, 
[mperial Majesty will not censure me, all things con- 
l, if I cast my eyes further abroad. No doubt I have 
upon a pearl of price in the bride now offered for my 
ance ; and deign, most mighty lord, not to suspect your 
a derisive intention in arguing thus upon the character- 
A a princess who does not wholly please him. A more 
t and prolonged search may reveal to me a diamond with- 
sv, beyond comparison. And you, my just and gracious 
will be the first to rejoice in such a consummation. — 
lumble slave and obedient son, 

** Alexis." 

ccordance with the prince's oriental manner of consult- 
th his domestics and dependents, this letter was duly 
ted to the chamberlain and the priest Ivan Slonski. 
•iest, for his part, extolled the glimpses of independence 
'cd throughout the effusion. 
jT son," he exclaimed, with a glitter in the eyes and the 
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hardening of the whole visage which often made him look 
dangerous, " would to God you were more frequently inspired 
to take a high tone with the father and sovereign who is in 
every way so unworthy of you." 

" That is well, Father Ivan," said Athanasieff, " but do not 
speak too much above your breath. Tolstoi has excellent 
ears. I have known him catch an imprudent word uttered in 
Moscow and yet not stir from Petersburg." 

"Then his highness had best consider the advisability of 
seeing if there are spies in his household," said the priest with 
a shrug of his shoulders. 

Alexis, whose thoughts were elsewhere than with the cut and 
thrust of the priest and the chamberlain, interrupted them 
with a direct demand for their opinion on the letter. It met, 
on the whole, with approval, and was at once forwarded by 
courier to the Czar. 

So much being done, the Czarewitch saw no difficulty in 
lending himself to the designs of Furstenberg. On the veiy 
night of his return to Dresden, in the freshness of his exhilara- 
tion at the despatch of the letter to his father, he took supper 
with the Viceroy and the Princess Dorothea, and made himself 
more than usually agreeable. The self-restraint, however, 
which he had hitherto shown in the matter of the good things 
pressed upon him by his host, now gave way under his novel 
sense of freedom. He ate and drank with such enjoyment 
that Furstenberg found it unsafe to let him return home for the 
present. The young prince passed that night and half of the 
next day under the Viceregal roof, and then proceeded home. 

He had driven scarce a hundred yards from the gate, an 
expression of nauseated sullenness coming over his face now 
that he thought himself unobserved, when a man on foot, 
though in the habit of a courier, stepped across the road in 
front of the palace and gave a note into the hands of the 
Viceroy himself, who was yet lingering on the threshold. 

" From whom ? " inquired Furstenberg, looking with more 
of smrprise than of anger at the messenger's imceremoniooi 
manner. 
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"From my master — Count Tolstoi," answered the man, 
peaking German with a strong Muscovite accent 

" You are waiting for an answer ? " 

" With your highness's permission." 

Furstenberg seemed undecided whether to break open the 
nissive and read it in presence of the servant or peruse it 
done. After a brief pause and an injunction to the man to 
¥ait, he withdrew into the palace. He returned in five min- 
ites with cheeks a little flushed. It was in a quiet voice and 
¥ith a smile, however, that he said ; " Tell your master that 
lis letter shall be seen to." 

At the close of the afternoon of that day. Count Tolstoi sat 
n a reserved room of an inn situated a mile beyond the en- 
:rance to the Saxon capital, on the highway to Carlsbad. For 
ipwards of an hour he had been pacing to and fro, stopping 
Kcasionally at the one window of the apartment and gazing 
:hrough the shadows of a dismal evening towards Dresden. It 
vas after a more than usually prolonged look in this direction 
hat he suddenly drew away, turned his back to the window, 
md with an expression of half -weary contentment took a chair. 
HLe had not been seated many seconds, his face in the shade, 
lis half-shut eyes fixed with a jocund dreaminess on tjie wall, 
vhen a mufHed clangor of horses' hoofs fell upon his ears. 
He shifted his position slightly. The noise drew nearer and 
:eased beneath the window. He stood up and looked in calm 
expectation at the door. It opened to give passage to the 
E^rince von Furstenberg, who entered, bearing in his hand a 
slightly crumpled piece of paper. 

He turned a sidelong glance at the door, waited till the 
sound of his usher's footsteps had faded in the distance, then, 
lifting the paper to his eyes, and without looking at Tolstoi, he 
said : " I have received the following message this afternoon : 
' Count Tolstoi, Captain of Horse in the Army of his Imperial 
Majesty the Czar of Russia, presents his humble salutations to 
bis most serene Highness the Prince von Furstenberg, Lord- 
Lieutenant iii Saxony of his royal majesty Augustus, ELing of 
Poland. — Count Tolstoi, having a deferential regard for the 



^ 
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welfare of many high and potent houses, not least that of the 
illustrious personage now addressed by him, ventures to crave 
a private interview with the Prince von Furstenberg. No one 
can have a more deep-seated admiration than the present 
writer for the prudence, the knowledge of human affairs, the 
qualities of mind and the many accomplishments which have 
made the Prince von Furstenberg conspicuous among the state 
councillors of Europe. Count Tolstoi*, therefore, knowing his 
own unworthiness, is acutely sensible of the danger which he 
incurs of being deemed presumptuous, when he declares that 
he has advice to offer which even the Prince von Furstenberg 
might not be ill-advised to listen to. As matters may be 
touched upon in the desired interview which could not, per- 
haps, be appropriately discussed within the walls of the Prince 
von Furstenberg's palace or under the far lowlier roof that 
shelters for the time Count Tolstoi*, the latter with profound 
diffidence dares to suggest that the meeting take place this 
evening at seven o'clock, at the Iron Crown Hostelry.' " Well, 
sir," said Furstenberg, looking up for the first time at Tolstoi, 
'' here am I at the place chosen and at the hour named b; 
you. And now I await your further wishes." 

" Your highness will not take a seat ? " 

" No." 

The abrupt retort was received by Tolstoi without alteration 
of feature, and he remained standing, like his visitor, through- 
out the conversation which followed. 

" In what I have to say," observed the count, " I might have 
justly taken credit for acting in a spirit of true kindness towards 
you and yours. Under the circumstances, I will not insist on 
that claim, but will proceed at once to an explanation of my 
position. W^en my illustrious master the Czar sent me to the 
Court of the Duke of Brunswick- Wolf enbUttel in April last, and 
when the Duke in turn honored me with credentials of his own, 
all was done with a well-defined aim. The renowned sovereign, 
whom it is my glory and delight to serve, teaches candor as the 
virtue most cherished by him in those whom he employs : and 
I'll be frank with you as to the mission which brought me fint 
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to Dresden, next to Carlsbad. I was to approach my young 
lord and prince, the Czarewitch, and in good time to lead his 
thoughts to the project of a marriage between his Imperial 
Highness and the most illustrious Princess Charlotte of Bruns- 
wick. Let me, at the risk of being tedious, mention, and in 
some instances repeat, the names of those who had either been 
the originators of my purpose or who had received with ap- 
proval, with joy, the revelation thereof. It was welcomed in 
the first place by the princess's grandfather, the Duke of 
Brunswick ; it was known to the Duke's eldest granddaughter, 
the Empress of Germany, and to the Imperial Court of Vienna ; 
it was communicated to your highness's own royal master, 
Augustus, Elector of Saxony and King of Poland ; finally, it 
was urged on with enthusiasm by the man who has most right 
to be interested in the scheme — ^by the father of the Czare- 
witch himself ; by the very man to whom your own master 
owes his throne, by my sovereign, the Emperor of Russia." 

" I neither accept nor deny the accuracy of all this," re- 
marked Furstenberg uneasily, " I merely suggest that we 
come with as little delay as possible to what directly concerns 
myself." 

" We come to that at once. I had not been many days 
here, in fulfilment of the trust reposed in me, when I found 
obstacles put in my way at every moment and on all sides." 

" And at whose door do you lay the responsibility ? " de- 
manded Furstenberg coldly. 

The count looked for a few seconds in silence at his ques- 
tioner. Then with a half-smile he resumed : 

" I firmly believe that no one has a greater scorn for trifling 
than your highness. You desire complete unreserve. You 
shall have it. Before the time appointed by me for revealing 
my mission to the son of my master, the matter had been com- 
municated to the gazetteers of France and Germany, and had 
been published to the world ; and that premature revelation I 
distinctly lay to the charge of the Prince von Furstenberg." 

" What more, sir ?" 

" For many weeks past it had been arranged that the Czare- 
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witch should go to Carlsbad to take the waters, and that while 
there he and the Princess Charlotte of Brunswick should have 
their first meeting. We arrived at Carlsbad : you reached it 
on the same night* On the second evening of our stay I 
attended the prince on a visit to the archduchess and her 
daughter. On the following day and onwards he was, allow me 
to say so, taken possession of by your hospitable highness. A 
full month before the date fixed for his departure from Carls- 
bad he left it — in company with you. He reached here yester- 
day, passed the night under your roof, and I assume no credit 
for prophecy in suggesting that your serene highness looks 
forward to an indefinite continuance of these close relations." 

" You have omitted one thing from your narrative." 

"What is that, your highness? " 

" To set at rest my doubts as to whether the terms of your 
so-called mission empower you to revise the list of my visitors, 
and to play the spy upon my whole course of action." 

" The terms of that mission constantly revolve round my 
one motive for soliciting this interview. Again I put it to 
my present auditor whether he has made up his mind to stand 
out in practical revolt against the Duke of Brunswick and the 
Emperor of Germany — respectively the grandfather and the 
brother-in-law of the intended bride — against the Russian 
Czar, father of the intending bridegroom, and lastly against 
the Prince von Furstenberg's own sovereign, Augustus of Saxony 
and Poland ? " 

" Might I hope," asked Furstenberg with a twinkle of irony 
in his eye, " that you would retain enough friendliness towards 
me and mine to be sorry if we should be broken, in coliision 
with the powers you name so frequently ? " 

"If I declared that in thus warning you I was merely 
inspired by a resolve to succeed in my mission, you would at 
once believe me. If I laid claim to an unaffected desire to 
save you from disappointment and disaster — though I spoke 
with the tongue of an archangel — I should fail to convince 
you." 

" I did not put my question to you for the sake of acq1]i^ 
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s valued sympathy. I only wished to point out that 
atronage is as unneeded as your fears are ground- 

^ou mean that the world is mistaken in the designs im- 

you, nothing will please me better than " 

ain, count, you are somewhat too eager to oppress me 
distance. My meaning is that his Imperial Highness 
irewitch is his own master, that he is absolutely uncon- 
in the matter you speak of. The prince has attained 
"s of discretion, and has the needful strength of will 
g his age." 
:oi listened without change of feature, and the Viceroy 

1 : 

the lady publicly marked for him should unhappily 
peal to him in what suits the eye, the mind, or the 
le is free to turn his face elsewhere. Do you doubt 



no means.'* 



11 do well ; for let me assure you in confidence that 
seen a formal understanding to this effect under the 
id seal of the Czar himself. But indeed the laboring 
; points, and the unaccustomed feeling of being on my 
;, inflict a humiliation upon me for which I have little 

d I'll relieve your highness by not continuing the 
on," said the count, with still a warning gravity in his 

less you have still stronger arguments in reserve ? " 

ave none." 

2n our debate is closed ! " cried the prince eagerly. 

{," assented Tolstoi, with the semblance of a man who 

med ; " and all that remains is for me to offer excuses 

ng needlessly disturbed you." 

thing of the kind. I think we have both reason to be 

it this interview ends in a manner scarcely justifying 

inous precautions by which it was preceded. Good- 

ount." 
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'' Let me go downstairs with your highness." 

The Viceroy took leave of the Russian with a look in which 
half-contemptuous relief, genial alacrity, and self-complacenqr 
were combined. But as Tolstoi on his part re-entered the 
inn, his countenance was in no wise marked by the expressiOQ 
of discomfiture which it had worn during the past few minutes. 

Next night the Czarewitch sat in the banqueting-room of his 
house in a consultation forced on him by Ivan Slonski and 
Anselm Athanasieff. Supper was over, though the wine had 
not been removed, and the hour was at hand for the recital of 
the complin, as Alexis had more than once reminded his ghostly 
counsellor. 

" I felt certain that Tolstoi would soon be on our track," 
observed Athanasieff. 

" You are quite sure he has already gone from Dresden ? " 
inquired the prince. 

"He left the inn between midnight and one o'clock this 
morning." 

" Is Furstenberg aware of his departure ? " 

"Yes, your highness." 

"You do not know which road he took ? " 

" I do not. And though I had some difficulty in ascer- 
taining Prince Furstenberg's views, while letting him still 
suppose that we were ignorant of Tolstoi's presence here, I 
found that he knew as little as ourselves of the count's destina- 
tion." 

"He will have gone back to Carlsbad or Brunswick to 
explain the hopelessness of his mission," laughed the Czare- 
witch. 

" And left the field clear to your other persecutor," said the 
priest. 

" And that persecutor has received his first rebuff to-night 
How did he receive my message, Anselm ? " 

"He grew pale, stammered forth a regret that he should 
be deprived of the honor of your company this evening, and 
asked if I thought that he had in any unconscious way been 
guilty of offence or indiscretion." 
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"What was your answer ? " 

''A vague one. I deemed it well not to help him out of his 
uneasiness." 

" You never forget your own interests. He will sleep badly 
to-nighty and desperation will make him the more liberal to- 
morrow. But what was that you were saying, Father Ivan, 
when we were interrupted ? Did he not, immediately after 
this check, draw you apart ? " 

"Yes," laughed Ivan ; "no doubt, to seek comfort from 
me. 

" What had he to say to you ? " 

" Little more than a sentence ; but what he said was as- 
suredly significant of much." 

" Ay ? " 

" He asked me whether he might hope that I would soon 
spare his daughter a day to explain to her the principles of the 
rehgion of Holy Russia " 

" Mother of Christ ! " exclaimed Alexis. " Then he has 
discovered that you are a priest ? " 

"No. I made it my business on the instant to disabuse 
his mind of any such notion. I put on an air of utter bewilder- 
ment, then I shook my head with humble decisiveness. I told 
him that, although your Imperial Highness was very strict in 
seeing that all the members of your household were well trained 
in their spiritual duties, it must never be supposed that I, one 
of your lackeys, could take upon me to expound the articles of 
our Holy Faith to any one." 

"What else?" 

" I cannot doubt that he was perfectly satisfied. He had 
evidently addressed himself to me from having perceived that 
your highness frequently honors me with special marks of con- 
fidence, and I scarcely think he will have such a bad night's 
rest as your highness anticipates." 

" Why ? " 

" He said that under the circumstances his daughter must 
appeal to your highness in person for the desired instruc- 
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" I do not like this. I have often suspected that Tobtd, 
despite all our precautions, knew of your identity. Father 
Ivan." 

'' He has never seen me in Russia. The men whom yooi 
highness hates are always avoided with special care by me. 
God forgive us all 1 I scarcely know what I might be tempted 
to do against them some day." 

" I take it, your highness," interposed Anselm, " that the 
matter mentioned by Father Ivan has its origin in an artifice 
of coquetry suggested by the princess herself." 

" Very likely," said Alexis, with a relieved air. " But in any 
event. Father Ivan, it will be wise for you to be seen less about 
when visitors come. As to the young lady's ardor for religious 
knowledge, by whomsoever inspired, she must learn to mod- 
erate it." 

" I might have told your highness," continued the chamber- 
lain, '* that, during our brief stay at Carlsbad, Prince Fuisteo- 
berg favored my humble self with a hint as to the fair prin- 
cess's doubts of the truth of the Lutheran creed." 

The Czarewitch smiled, but immediately resumed his gravity 
and crossed himself. 

"Let us on all sides discourage these intrusions into the 
domain of religion. Let us especially condemn sugges- 
tions, prompted by ambition or coquetry, which would make 
sport of our own most dear and sacred faith. To torn 
away from this. You will, no doubt, see Furstenberg to- 
morrow?" 

" He carmot fail to call," replied the chamberlain. 

" I am not to be seen." 

" m remember that, your highness." 

" Remember also that nothing short of the gift of a hundred 
florins to yourself will be effectual in persuading me to dine 
with him and his daughter the day after to-morrow. YoQ 
imderstand?" 

" Perfectly, your highness." 

" As I have said before, Anselm Athanasieff, you will be a 
rich man when the time comes for you to leave Dresden." 
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Then composing his countenance from the relaxation of 
mockery to an amiable earnestness, he concluded : 

"We shall now go to complin, Father Ivan." 

Two days later Furstenberg, having had a conference with 
Athanasieff, was informed that the Czarewitch had agreed to 
honor the Viceroy and the Princess Dorothea with his company 
at dinner that night The gratuity received by Anselm for his 
aid in this crisis even surpassed the anticipations of himself and 
his master: their amusement and gratification were uncon- 
trolled ; and the Crown Prince, not to be half-hearted in his 
condescension, was even graciously pleased to accept a share 
of the bribe given to his chamberlain. 

For several nights in succession Alexis was a guest at the 
palace of the Viceroy. At meals he was constantly side by 
side, he was more than once left alone, with the Princess Dor- 
othea. Twice did Furstenberg, at great expense, secure the 
services of comedians from Paris to play before the prince. 
Their first choice, to the perplexity and annoyance of the Vice- 
roy, but to the hardly concealed merriment of Dorothea, was 
" Le Mariage Forc6." The second night's programme con- 
sisted of " Les Pr^cieuses Ridicules " and " L'Amour M^e- 
cm. 

On each occasion a select circle of guests, the female por- 
tion of whom comprised many of the ugliest women in Dres- 
den, assembled on the invitation of the diplomatic Furstenberg 
to meet the heir to the Russian throne. The performers 
entered into the true spirit of Moli^re and played admirably. 
Dorothea sat to all appearance as triumphant in beauty and 
power among her envious guests as a Venus amidst a throng 
of self-restrained furies. 

Yet, somehow, affairs did not progress in accordance with 
the hopes of the Viceroy. For weeks past he had often been 
seen with a clouded face, and had let fall exclamations of im- 
patient wonder in Dorothea's hearing. But when their guests 
had departed on the night of the second performance, the 
father turned to the daughter as if to give a signal for a serious 
review of events. 
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" Does he say nothing to you — make no sign at all ? " 

" Nothing, nothing," was the girPs weary answer. 

" Yet I leave you perpetually alone together." 

" And do you suppose I waste the time? " said Dorothea in 
a low voice, and after a pause. " You know under what cir- 
cumstances I agreed to help your wishes. I have solely taken 
your word for it that the Princess Charlotte cares nothing for 
him, that her hasty return to Torgau was meant as a plain maik 
of her determination to shun him. Your reasoning, helped 
fortimately by my own conviction of the man's immeasuraUe 
unworthiness of her, has forced me to believe you. If it were 
otherwise, if I had any indication that the poor child's heart 
had really been captured — and by such a conqueror — there's 
nothing which would stay me in the resolve to escape from my 
present position. I feel," she continued wildly, " that, whether 
in pity for the self-degradation of the girl or in determinatkm 
to avoid at every cost the shadow of rivalry with her, I codd 
make choice of a day when thunderclouds darkened the 
heavens, I could deliberately plant myself in some place most 
hkely to attract the violence of the storm, and could there 
wait until the hghtning shrivelled me to ashes." 

" My dear," said Furstenberg calmly, " you have fenced round 
this heroic vow with so many reservations that it is fortunately 
deprived of much of its deadliness." 

Dorothea looked at him on the instant with a dangerous 
smile. 

" Do you think it wise," asked she in a quieter voice than 
his own, " to make me the target for your irony at a moment 
when you are heartiest in urging me on to a purpose from 
which my sense and soul alike recoil with sickness? " 

" Dorothea 1 " 

" Listen, father. When my mother took her last leave of 
me in this world, I felt that all the love I had to give was 
about to be buried with her. For her sake, at her dying en- 
treaty, I consented to draw back the heart which was tottering 
into her grave and to give a right portion of it to you. My 
chief object in life is to please you, where I can do so with 



Intruders. 85 

honor ; to obey you against every prompting of my heart and 
brain. I have told you my thoughts of this prince. I cannot 
withhold from him a certain measure of respect. He is truly 
religious ; and a man who, whether as a fanatic or ioo\, has an 
earnest reverence for his Creator, is not wholly hateful or des- 
picable. Were it not for this, my contempt and abhorrence 
for him would be infinite. As a liar, a traitor, a coward, a 
creature stamped to the heart's core with every low and selfish 
vice, I do not know of his parallel in the annals of baseness. 
May I not claim to be a dutiful daughter when, aware as I am 
of all this, I still help on your ambition by trying to be the 
wife of such a man ? *' 

" And will you tell me," cried Furstenberg, with fretful ex- 
asperation, " that this prejudice does not betray itself when you 
are alone with him ? " 

Dorothea sighed. 

" If you could imderstand — ^but no one can conceive my ex- 
periences of the past few weeks. If described to listeners out- 
side this room — nay, I almost feel, if confided even to you — 
th^ could only arouse laughter. Yet to my selfish thinking 
they form part of the most hideous of tragedies." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" Ay, it is kind of you to call for an explanation. I speak 
of the efforts I have made to win even a glimmer of hope. 
Each rearrangement of dress, each transformation of expression 
or feature, each artifice of the shallow adventuress — ^all these 
things have been combined, with such mental shrewdness as 
Heaven has given me, to help towards the one absorbing pur- 
pose. Would you care to hear anything more pitiful, anything 
more ludicrous than this? The prize which you set before my 
imagination is in your eyes an incomparable one ; it is one the 
gaining of which I have frequently impressed upon you as being 
(to speak with moderation) far more than doubtful ; but if I 
admit the vague possibility of my winning it, the triumph 
could never efface the sense of self-loathing which the events 
of the last few weeks have planted in my memory. 

''These hysterical esiaggerations are becoming beyond meas- 
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ure monotonous. I should be inclined to maintain that the 
very first glimpse of the goal would make you forget weariness^ 
distress and scruple. But if you continued the struggle in the 
spirit with which you have credited yourself, the outcome 
would indeed be hopeless." 

" Is there any practical advice you would offer me? " asked 
Dorothea in the calm, businesslike tone appropriate to her 
words. 

" I would urge you in a general way to speak less of ^riiat 
interests him and more of your immediate concerns. Your 
talk is constantly about Russia. And does he seem grateful to 
you?" 

" No." 

'' No. You shut yourself out of his consideration, and all the 
while he is only sighing at heart for the sound of the bells d 
Moscow, or longing for the company of the popes and monks 
in the Monastery of the Miracle." 

"You could not describe his manner more truly. He is 
wrapped up in what appeals to his own prejudices. Above all, 
if I may console my vanity by generalizing from his attitude 
towards me, I should say that he is wholly indifferent to the 
society of women." 

" You mistake him in this as in many things. A youth widi 
a great destiny, such as his, naturally seems egotistical. He is 
encircled from childhood by many who make it the aim of their 
existence to find out his worst passions and to minister to them. 
He becomes tired to the soul of people who profess to have 
no inclinations of their own, and who are constantly settling 
themselves in the posture of laying down their lives for him. 
You ask for my advice, eh? " 

" If you please." 

" Then in one sentence : Be more selfish in your demean- 
or; seem less eager for what lies nearest to your heart and 
mine ; call for some show of unselfishness from him ; always 
remember that the only conceivable way of curing selfish men 
is to oppose their egotism with yours ; the making of sacrifices 
on his own part will appeal to his taste for what is fresh and 
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strange ; and the taste will lead him far — even as far as your 
feet, my girl." 

So the days and nights wore on. Tolstoi away still from 
Dresden ; Furstenberg left with a free hand. Anselm Athan- 
asieff participating in interviews the main theme of which 
appeared to be the perfections of the Princess Dorothea ; then 
repeating each word of the same interviews — amidst many a 
pause for laughter — to Alexis, to whom also he accounted loy- 
ally for every gift received from the Viceroy. Dorothea, when 
alone, crushed by an emotion too profound for tears ; her face 
transformed with the stamp of indelible shame ; livid with the 
glimmer of an unearthly despair ; when forced into other com- 
pany than her own, setting herself with a hard, methodical re- 
sourcefulness to humor the dreams of her father. The Czare- 
witch never a whole day absent from the Viceregal palace ; and 
seating himself at each meal, as a point of established custom, 
by the side of his host's daughter. 

The young prince had been lately conscious of some amount 
of reserve, almost of coldness, in Dorothea's attitude towards 
him. Throughout the first night of this change he had been 
unaffectedly puzzled. But after a few hours things had seemed 
to come before his intriguing spirit in their true proportions. 
The pretended discovery had amused him not a little ; yet in 
a way it had disclosed to him a prospect of further assistance 
in the one immediate aim of frustrating his marriage ^ith 
Charlotte of Brunswick. 

On his next visit, and on observing Dorothea's continued 
coolness — ^which somehow appeared to sit upon her more 
easily than her former effusiveness — ^he assumed a manner of 
such tender sorrow and amiable resentment as might have 
shaken the doubts of the most distrustful of women. As each 
night came, his airs of shyness gave way to a propitiatory cor- 
diality, succeeded by a genial courtliness, calculated to bewilder 
even those who best knew him. Furstenberg watched every- 
thing with a sleepless eye, and did not fail to attribute the 
transformation primarily to his own sagacious cotmsels. 

A week had gone by since the beginning of this turn of 
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events. On the last evening of that week Alexis presented 
himself at the palace and took his place as usual at the dinner- 
table beside Dorothea. He ate and drank little. His reserve 
appeared to have come back; though again and again he 
turned such kindly glances on the young girl that the attentive 
Viceroy, far from becoming uneasy, drew more hopeful augu- 
ries than ever from his guest's embarrassment. When diimer 
was over, the Czarewitch leaned aside and whispered to the 
princess ; and she glanced at her father, but immediately with- 
drew her eyes. After an instant's hesitation she rose from 
table, and she and Alexis went out towards the garden. 

Half an hour later Dorothea came back alone to the dining- 
hall, where the Viceroy awaited her in frantic impatience. 
Well? " cried Furstenberg in a hoarse voice, 
m tell you briefly what has passed," replied Dorothea, in 
a manner whose absolute self-restraint contrasted strongly with 
the torture of agitation which almost prostrated her father; 
"and you must yourself form a judgment." 

" Come then." 

" He said I could not but guess the meaning of his attentions 
to me from the time of our first meeting in Carlsbad " 

" Aha ! " interrupted the Viceroy almost in a shriek. 

" I had come opportunely to save him from being fastened 
for life to one whom he utterly loathed." 

" Did I not tell you, child? Though God forbid we should 
exult in her defeat." 

" The matter had required much thought. One almost para- 
mount object to be borne in mind was the necessity of con- 
ciliating his father's good wishes. And he could not but fed 
assured that he would be doing so in the step which he was 
about to take. He began to make me a number of pretty 
speeches, more, I think, than I can remember ; certainly more 
than I care to repeat. He then said that he would speak to 
you in my presence to-morrow night." 

" And you would have had me insult him by asking whetheTi 
if he had been ordered to marry you, he would have revened 
his present conduct by making love to the Princess Charlotte?" 
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stly/' said Dorothea, in a gasping murmur and with a 
:heeky as though she had suddenly turned faint, " while 
it a loss to know what answer I should make him, he 

kissed ire ^and ^and before I could shrink from 

—he was gone." 

ink from him ? " cried Furstenberg, shaking with laugh- 

m suddenly stopping and gazing at her with an enrapt- 

Lce. "And this is the man whom my thoughtless girl 

upon as indifferent to women?** 

he threw his arms round his daughter and kissed her 

' and fervently on the lips. By this time Dorothea had 

ed her self-control, though it was with a kind of warning 

ulness that she looked once again into the enchanted 

r's eyes. 

d you think all goes well, father? '* 

a either of us dare to doubt it? '* he cried, with raptur- 

rision. " But come, child ; you shall go to bed now. 

il need to look your best to-morrow night. Should we 

.ny one? Should we give wind of this? " 

u remember his anger about the hasty revelation of the 

2heme.'* 

u are right. There shall be no more than our three 

take part in the happy consummation. Sleep well, 
oks must be such as to earn more sweet speeches from 
ince. Good-night, Czarevna.'* 

le little banquet for three on the following night, the 

1 of the Viceregal household surpassed himself. It 
[ as if he had been lying in wait for this one opportunity 
trating, in a manner to be long remembered, the hospi- 
Lstes of his master. Viands the choicest that the season 
umish, fruits of all climes, the product of the richest 
s of France and Germany, together with wines from 
Italy, and the Grecian Isles, thronged the table in dishes 
B;ons and cups of silver, and ware of the most curious 
in. 

exis had in a general way hitherto shown abstinence in 
iety of his present entertainers, he now made amends 
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for all shortcomings. Such sweetness of temper had never 
been observed in him. The conversation this time seemed to 
be maintained chiefly by himself. He repeatedly toasted the 
Viceroy. He muttered many an aside to Dorothea which 
caused the blood to mount in no maiden bashfulness to her 
temples or filled her eyes with a light not good to encounter. 

The meal was unusually prolonged. Furstenberg kept pace 
in drinking with his guest, though retaining a kind of fretful 
soberness, and with ears feverishly open for the momentous 
words that were to crown his expectations. The attendants 
had withdrawn. The three banqueters had been left alone 
about half an hour. The Czarewitch had taken a draught of 
one of the rare wines placed before him. He had put down 
the goblet and had fixed his gaze on Furstenberg with a signifi- 
cance which set every nerve in the Viceroy's frame quivering 
when the door opened. Both the Czarewitch and his frown- 
ing host had some vague sense of hearing some one pronounce 
the words : " Messengers from their majesties the Emperor of 
Russia and the King of Poland." 

And Count Tolstoi, followed by a younger man, entered the 
room. 

" From my father? " stammered Alexis. He was looking at 
Tolstois companion and had recognized with no pleasant ex- 
pression the Baron Sergius Maranoff, of whom he had last 
caught a momentary glimpse ten months ago in Petersburg. 

" Yes, your highness," rejoined the baron, with an assured 
manner ; " from his Imperial Majesty the Czar." 

"Am I to believe," said the Czarewitch, glancing at Tolstoi, 
but pointing with deliberate insult at Maranoff, "that the 
Czar would choose an ambassador such as this? Why not 
you?" 

" Your Imperial Highness, I was commanded to remain at 
Torgau till the Baron joined me. I am the bearer of the King 
of Poland's message." 

Maranoff silently produced a letter, which he held out to the 
young prince, ^exis crossed himself with trembling fingen 
and snatched the missive from the baron's hand. In the same' 
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It Tolstoi^ without a word, had delivered a document to 

aberg. 

m the Czarewitch had succeeded in chasing from his eyes 

il of darkness which had come over them> he read these 



r Son, — For the last two months I have been kept apprised, 
rough one channel only, of your proceedings in regard to 
ief purpose with which you left Russia. I received the 
in which, under a pretext of being disappointed with the 
5s designed for you, you profess to be turning your at- 
is to quarters less distasteful. With the individual who, 
e a grotesque ambition, has encouraged you in yourpres- 
titude, I am content, provisionally, to let others deal 
irhile I address myself to you. In your letter I cannot 
ize the tone of sincerity either in your depreciation of 
incess Charlotte or in your ardor in the search for a more 
lial object. All this points to a distressingly character- 
Dlicy of delay, of shallow duplicity, of trifling with my 
mds, to which, in the interests of the throne and of my peo- 
nust put an immediate end. Within twenty-four hours of 
:eipt of this you shall leave Dresden, proceed to Torgau, 
•licit from the Queen of Poland the hand of her royal 
he Princess Charlotte of Brunswick-Wolfenbtittel- 

" Peter." 

le letter received by the Viceroy was from the King of 
i, and this was the tenor of it : 

Lve heard with wonder of your recent doings in connec- 
ith his Imperial Highness the Crown Prince of Russia. 
I person, of his own initiative, should aim at the self- 
idizement which your conduct indicates would have been 
ig under any circumstances ; but that a project of the 
bould be directed against one who is practically my guest, 
le theatre of such a design should be my capital of Dres- 
nd that its author should be my representative in. tht 



92 The Son of the Czar. 

electorate of Saxony — these are matters which I could nem 
have believed without the strong confirmation of their troth 
contained in almost every despatch from Germany. I shal 
not overcharge my disapproval of your attitude with any tenm 
of undue harshness ; but, from the point of view of personal 
honor, even if I could set apart my determination to uphold 
the friendly relations now uniting me with my august brother 
of Russia, I must recall you to a more judicious frame of mind. 
You will do well to understand henceforth that the marriage 
of his Imperial Highness the Czarewitch is a question in which 
you are entirely relieved from the responsibility of interferencei 
His highness is expected at my castle and Court of Toxgau 
without delay in connection with that question, and from the 
moment of your perusal of this despatch you will consider it 
your duty to facilitate his departure from Dresden. 

" Augustus." 

The reading of these messages was finished almost in the 
same instant by those to whom they were addressed. But even 
Furstenberg was not the only one present, apart from the en- 
voy, interested in the letter meant for him. His daughter, not 
perhaps quite conscious of what she did, had crept behind him, 
and without a tremor, without a change in the timing of pube 
or breath, had read every word. The Viceroy was only awaie 
of her vicinity in the moment when he half staggered back, axxl 
in doing so slightly touched her forehead with his damp gnij 
hair. He then, with a convulsive movement, brushed hk 
bloodless lips against her cheek. 

But she had no eyes for him, no air of mute abashment at 
the indiscretion of which she had been guilty ; still less did she 
seem moved to give or to receive comfort. Tolstoi had been 
looking straight at her with a gleam of satirical curiosity in his 
eyes. The look was not lost upon her. She passed him by, 
however, as a thing so slight, so unfathomably beneath disdain, 
that the Russian count's hardened face took an expression of 
abashment wholly strange to it. And Dorothea fixed hergase^ 
a gaze of supreme tranquillity, upon Alexis. The young prince's 
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countenance exhibited something of discontent, something of 
the pettish mortification of one who has been interrupted in a 
pleasing irregularity ; anything in which selfishness may assume 
its basest guise. But not one vestige of sorrow for others was 
in that face. 

He had turned to Maranoff after reading the letter. 

''From indications in this message/' he said, "I gather 
that you have lost no time in coming from Russia? '' 

Maranoff bowed without speaking. 

" Your zeal deserves every possible recognition," continued 
the Czarewitch. 

" If my sovereign, your Imperial father, knows that I have 
done my duty, your highness, I shall be amply repaid." 

There was a strange smile on the face of the Czarewitch, a 
smile which expanded the mouth and cheeks while lending no 
mirth to the eyes or forehead. His hand trembled, and he 
seemed to find it incumbent on him to lean over the table for 
support, being now at a distance of some ten feet from Mara- 
noff. He had even unconsciously clutched a heavy flagon 
whose contents had recently been emptied. 

" Still," observed the young prince, " as it is possible that I 
shall be indebted to you for many favors in time to come, I 
think it fair to give you something in instalment." 

Maranoff had bowed his head in half-smiling perplexity, 
when Alexis on a sudden raised the flagon and dashed it for- 
ward. The aim was likely a random one, but it went true to 
its mark. Maranoff reeled, made a blind grasp at a pistol in 
his belt, and fell to the ground bleeding from a deep gash in 
the temple. The Czarewitch looked for a moment with a 
scared expression at his work. Then, without a word from 
himself or the bystanders, he passed through them and out of 
the house. 

From the instant of the receipt of the King of Poland's 
letter, Dorothea heard no more from her father on the matri- 
monial affairs of Alexis. Too well she knew, indeed, that those 
affairs had not since allowed him to sleep, had not for one 
seccmd ceased to harrow his mind. Yet she did not quite 
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realize the fact that the Viceroy was not even now discouraged. 
He had been so exhaustless in finding reasons to flatter his 
ambition, that it was impossible for him to let slip in a mo- 
ment the anchor which held his argosy of hope. His undoubt- 
edly sanguine mood had now become a little strengthened by 
defiance. He clung to the belief that the action of Alexis in 
striking down Maranoff suggested a measure of disappointed 
rage at being foiled in his pursuit of Dorothea. He deter- 
mined at all costs to verify the supposition. 

On the very morning which succeeded the sleepless night 
after the arrival of the messengers from Peter and Augustus, 
the Viceroy asked his daughter to walk out with him ; he 
desired to cool his burning head. They left the palace and 
took the direction of the Russian prince's house. The minds 
of both were so occupied that they had apparently not once 
raised their heads until they found themselves within a few 
yards of their destination. Gladly would Dorothea have with- 
drawn then, but it was too late. 

A post carriage was at the door. Seated in it was the 
Czarewitch, his face turned towards Furstenberg. Whether in 
confusion, whether as the outcome of a hasty resolve, the 
Viceroy turned a pitiful look up towards him. The Czare- 
witch stared back, his whole demeanor suggestive of anything 
but esteem for his late host. Then he gazed down at 
Dorothea, and again the expression of his countenance con- 
veyed less and less of respect, least in the world of love. She 
turned crimson, then slightly pale. She felt the disadvantage 
for the moment of standing in a position which scarcely added 
to the dignity of herself and her now hopeless father. Yet she 
deliberately returned the look of the Czarewitch ; and some- 
thing there was in her eyes — although she smiled — ^which he 
had never before seen in them ; something that gradually swept 
the brutish gaiety from his own face. And she turned her 
back upon him, and he drove away. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE BETROTHAL. 

On an afternoon toward the dose of September, Charlotte 
of Brunswick sat in a room of the castle of Torgau, on the 
Elbe, where Augustus of Poland and his consort at present 
held their Court. The chamber was in a tower looking north- 
eastward, and the young lady was alone, her mother having 
just quitted her after an agitating discussion. The Czarewitch 
had arrived from Saxony on the previous night ; but for reasons 
best known, perhaps, to the butler and younger chamberlains 
of the royal household, it had been deemed advisable to post- 
pone, for some hours at least, the meeting between Charlotte 
and her illustrious lover. 

During the prince's unwilling journey the one idea which 
occurred to him was that he was coming simply to proffer a 
request to the Queen of Poland for the hand of her pupil, and 
that, the task being done, he should return to Dresden, free 
from the irksome duty of encountering any one else. The 
archduchess-mother, of Brunswick-Wolfenbtittel, however, filled 
with anxiety as to what should take place in her absence, had 
seized upon the first pretext to hand, for extending her much 
prolonged visit to her daughter. And it was the conversation 
just ended between herself and the young princess which had 
80 roused the mother's apprehensions. For Charlotte had re- 
solved, come what might, to speak to the Czarewitch alone and 
without witnesses, before his decisive interview with the 
Queen. These little matters had been mentioned to Alexis 
immediately on his arrival at Torgau, and they had suggested 
in increase of that perplexity, that weariness of all things con- 
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nected with his marriage, which had grown upon him with 
maddening intensity since his departure from Dresden. Thus 
it fell out that scarcely had he been shown to his rooms in the 
castle, before the fatigues of the journey were found to haw 
necessitated a supply of restoratives for him. These were 
promptly and liberally forthcoming, and he had betaken him- 
self to them with such appreciation, that it had been necessaxy 
to countermand the banquet to be given in honor of the prince 
on the night of his advent. For the same reason the membeis 
of the royal household had thought well to postpone the dutj 
of presenting themselves to their exalted visitor. 

He awoke next morning with a sense of nausea, succeeded 
by a portending gloom in regard to what lay before him that 
day — the day whose events must be as the first clouds in the 
storm of inevitable woe now gathering over him. In the com- 
pany of Ivan Slonski he said matins with a heart full <A a 
deathlike faintness. Breakfast he did not touch. In the 
course of the morning he penned a brief letter to his father, in 
which he referred to the incident with Sergius Maranoff in the 
Viceregal palace at Dresden, a matter which had exercised his 
mind much of late. He declared that the violence from which 
the baron suffered on the occasion alluded to was not inten- 
tional. 

" I earnestly implore your Imperial Majesty, my father and 
sovereign," he concluded, " not to think that I would show 
deliberate disrespect to any one, however humble, approaching 
me with your most gracious authority and bearing a message 
written by your own august hand." 

An hour or so after sending away this letter he was waited 
upon by TolstoT, who had accompanied him from Dresden, 
who had laughed at the treatment met with by Maranoff, who 
had nevertheless advised some sort of explanation to the C»r, 
and whom Alexis had recently grown to look upon with a half- 
resigned tolerance. 

" He has at worst been helpful in breaking off any thought 
of my marrying into the ridiculous Furstenberg family," said 
the grateful Alexis to his chaplain aM his chamberlain. 
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On entering the prince's apartments. Count Tolstoi was fol- 
lowed by a servant, who bore two bottles of champagne ; and 
under the influence of these, as well as of the count's good- 
humored gossip, the Czarewitch was brought to the point of 
waiting at once upon the Princess of Wolf enbtittel. He sighed 
as he gave consent, and finished what was left of the cham- 
pagne. Then hurriedly crossing himself and rising as at the 
recollection of something omitted, he passed into an inner 
apartment to say a prayer in preparation for the interview. 

Charlotte was pacing up and down her withdrawing-room 
when her suitor was announced. As the door closed upon his 
entrance the young girl turned and faced him. She was dressed 
in a robe of dark blue silk, with a thin chain of gold round her 
neck, but with no other ornament, no further pretence of 
making an onlooker forget her plainness of countenance. And 
yet, though it would still have been impossible to call her 
beautiful, there was a color in her cheeks, a fresh flame in her 
always brilliant eyes, a dignity in her carriage, a noble absence 
of affectation in her every look and gesture, which startled him 
into a wholly new impression of her. 

She held out her hand frankly, and he kissed it with a feel- 
ing almost akin to pleasure. Then she pointed to a chair with- 
in three yards of her own, and they sat down eye to eye with 
each other. 

" No one has given your highness a hint of my purpose in 
seeking this conversation with you? " she began. 

" No one." 

'' I am the more grateful to you," she said with a faint smile, 
" for lending yourself to what you must have thought an un- 
necessarily mysterious proposal." 

Alexis contrived to stammer out a phrase of courteous ir- 
relevancy, and Charlotte continued more gravely : " You have 
come thus iax, monseigneuf, to do me what not I alone, but 
every one around me, must naturally look upon as a measure- 
less honor. Yet, before you take another step, I would have 
you clearly to understand my personal viev^'s of this matter. 
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"Yes." 

" I have to touch, however Hghtly, upon questions regarding 
which my years and my maiden condition should persuade me 
to silence. But such considerations I put aside, in view of the 
more momentous interests involved. Your own illustrious iaihst 
desires that you should marry me ; so does my patroness, the 
Queen of Poland ; so does my mother ; so does my grand- 
father, the Duke of Brunswick. Yet the point which to my 
mind transcends in importance all others — although a point 
which ambitious intriguers in these cases would generally per- 
suade the bride to laugh out of consideration — is your opinion 
of such a marriage.** 

" My opinion ! ** exclaimed Alexis. He might have pro- 
ceeded to enlarge in a strain by no means flattering to his 
present auditor on the whimsical notion of his being a free 
agent. But Charlotte, not fully alive to the selfish meaning of 
his interjection, rejoined quickly : 

" Let me be entirely candid. I have surprised and alarmed 
those nearest me by claiming the unusual privilege on my own 
behalf — may I humbly say on yours?— of free consultation with 
you on a business which concerns most intimately your life and 
mine. I think above all things that you have the first right to 
be appealed to as to whether, from what you can judge so far, 
it is in my power to make you happy. If you, making use of 
your eyes, ears, and the promptings of your heart, have a 
shadow of doubt of that, it is I who implore you to abandon 
the purpose which has brought you here.** 

" And this is your own suggestion ? '* inquired the Czarewitch, 
with a manner in which it would be hard to judge whether 
joyous relief or mortified vanity predominated. 

" You caimot but perceive, prince — this very interview, in- 
sisted upon, I repeat, against the will of everybody around me, 
is the latest proof — that the suggestion is an unbiassed one. 
If I tried to convince you that the worldly advantages of such 
a union weighed lightly with me, you would set me down as 
an impostor, and you would not wrong me by such a condem- 
nation. I realize to the full the splendor of the position offered 
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to me. For that very reason the sense of my unworthiness 
oppresses me the more heavily.'* 

The Czarewitch gazed at her with what seemed a revival of 
generous interest, and she went on steadily : 

" Look at me well ; if you have cared to inquire about me, 
consider what I am. I bring you no riches ; I bring you no 
beauty ; my powers of playing the siren, of enchanting you 
with outer graces and accomplishments, are painfully limited. 
But I claim to be honest. And once more I say to you that 
if you cannot think I shall prove myself a wife worthy of your 
station, worthy of you, let me know it here and now. I shall 
instantly surrender my hopes and ask you to leave me, that you 
may fix your thoughts on some one more deserving." 

The prince had been regarding her for some minutes with a 
more and more sympathetic expression. He now said sud- 
denly : 

" That I will not do." 

" What does your highness mean? " 

" I must put to you a question," he said, " which is often 
asked, as we know. Let me set apart all discussion as to our 
respective advantages and positions. You have yourself omitted 
all reference to your own ancient birth, and let me ask you, 
and you alone, to decide this one thing : Do think of me with 
sufficient interest to make me a constant, affectionate help- 
mate throughout life? " 

"Your highness " 

" Come, I'll put the matter in an even less argumentative 
form. In one little sentence— do you think you can love 
me?" 

Charlotte changed color and seemed for a moment to be 
swa3ring on her chair. She murmm-ed a faint entreaty that he 
would spare her. But he went on with an apparent increase 
of ardor : 

"Do you love me?" 

She remained silent for nearly a minute ; but the prince, 
watching her attentively, did not appear surprised. Her eyes 
were repeatedly half dosing^ her whole face was working in a 
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way which seemed to appeal, not in vain, to her onlooker's 
pity. At length she resumed her firmness and answered : 

" Let it cost me what it may to open out my heart to you, it 
shall be done. You will not require me to say that if you had 
been bom in the lowest condition of life I should have loved 
you. We should take one another in the stations in which 
Heaven has placed us. And yet I say in all calmness, in all 
truth, that in the first hour of my seeing your face, all thought 
of your worldly state vanished from me. It seemed to me 
that my powers of reasoning, my several senses, the very breath 
that is inextricable from my life, were made up of love for you. 
I have continued to love you, if possible, more and more. 
Whatever changes of circumstance may affect my future, what- 
ever be your feelings towards myself, should you leave me 
within this hour never to return, I know that I shall love }'0u 
till the hour of my death." 

She was now standing upright. During this extremely plain 
revelation, the color had returned to her cheeks and the full 
radiance to her eyes, and she looked really beautiful. Alexis 
had also risen from his chair and there was a glow of tender- 
ness over all his face. He went to her and took her hand. 

"Do I need further reflection, further examination?" he 
asked. " From what you have seen of me you find that you 
can love me. From what I have seen of you I feel that you 
will make me a true and noble wife." 

An ordinary listener might have been aware of a note of self- 
ish reserve in these words, a limitation of the case to the 
speaker's own requirements. Charlotte observed nothing of 
this. He drew her closer to himself, she looked frankly into 
his face, and he kissed her unresisting lips, and she trembled 
through all her frame. 

" I shall wait upon the Queen this moment," he whispered 
caressingly. And she smiled, and he went out of the room. 

Before night it was known throughout the castle that the 
Princess Charlotte was the affianced bride of the Czarewitch. 
On the following day Alexis, though a little more cool in his 
manner, bade her a sufficiently affectionate fareweU, leaving 
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her in the highest heaven of enthusiasm over all things con- 
nected with him. 

Before his departure he wrote a letter filled with gentle sad- 
ness and self-commiseration on his betrothal to his ghostly 
director, lakoff Ignatieff, in the course of which he said : 

" Since my father insists upon my marriage with a foreigner 
instead of with one of our own faith and nation, I may as 
well fix upon this one. She has intelligence and sense above 
her years and is good-natured. In renewing the weary 
search among these aliens and heretics I might make a worse 
choice." 

This impassioned lover had scarcely driven beyond the 
castle gates of Torgau when he broke out into curses on his 
father, his betrothed, the Queen of Poland, Tolsto'f, and 
every one who had been concerned in his approaching mar- 
riage. Then he drank himself into a stupor from which he 
awoke to a vague and terrified consciousness of the impru- 
dences uttered by him during his frenzy, and to implore his 
chamberlain with abject whining not to repeat what he had 
heard. 

From this he turned for religious consolation to Ivan 
Slonski. And so throughout the journey back to Dresden, 
and for many days afterwards, his whole time was employed 
in alternate outbursts of blasphemy, drunkenness, whimpering 
and praying. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

HOPE FOR THE CZAR'S ENEMIES. 

Several months went by : months occupied by diplomatists 
in settling the details of the contract for the state marriage ; 
by Alexis in coarse debauchery, in fanatical religious exercises, 
in neglect of the studies for which, amongst other things, he 
had been ordered to Saxony, in laments on the match of 
which he was to be the victim, in intriguing letters to his in- 
timates in Moscow, in execrations, both spoken and written, 
on the postponement of the hour when he should be his own 
master. These months were passed by Charlotte of Bruns- 
wick in dreams, waking and sleeping, of the brilliant destiny 
before her ; by Peter the Czar in untiring labors for the 
grandeur and the good of Russia. 

And yet, about the time when the persons in high places, 
the persons most closely bound up with the future of the 
Muscovite Empire, were thus employed, in the same year that 
should witness the signature of the contract and the celebra- 
tion of the marriage between the royal schoolgirl from Ger- 
many and the heir to the newest, and what seemed already 
one of the most firmly founded, of the great thrones of Europe, 
events had been moving in such a way as to threaten the very 
life of Russia as a nation. 

In the month of June, Peter had come down with his forces 
on to the northern bank of the Pruth. The Turks were on the 
other side of the river. 

Deceived in his expectations of help from the Moldavians, 
betrayed by the contractors, who carried over to the Ttuta 
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the provisions paid for by himself, his troops deserting him 
hourly in scores, with thirty thousand Muscovites dying of 
hunger to contend against one hundred and fifty thousand 
Osmanli in an entrenched camp confronting them, and forty 
thousand Tartars on their flanks, the Czar found himself pros- 
trate before a blow had been struck on either side. It was 
only on seeing him in such an apparently hopeless condition, in- 
deed, that the Turks ventured upon an organized attack. Peter, 
however, went in person to the head of his troops. And the 
Russians, animated by their Emperor's example and their own 
despair, twice drove off their assailants, inflicting heavy 
losses on the hordes that surrounded them. The Turks, profit- 
ing by the lesson, would not risk another engagement, but sat 
down before their enemies to starve them into surrender. 

The night on which Peter heard of this decision was one 
of the moumfullest and blackest of his life. The vast designs 
which had thronged his brain since boyhood, the splendid 
earnestness and magical promptitude with which in a few 
years he had established Russia on a footing with the proudest 
monarchies of Europe, his organization for the first time in 
history of a navy for his country, his foundation of Petersburg, 
the tremendous course of lessons in war which had ended to his 
glory in the triumph of Pultava and the virtual annihilation of 
his most implacable enemy — all seemed to have been in vain. 

Only on the previous night he had given a banquet to his 
intimates at which, according to the gossip of attendants, he 
had set the example of joyous behavior and copious drinking, 
and his favorite had appeared beside him, merry too, and 
attired in her most dazzling bravery. And many and signifi- 
cant, during the brief time since elapsed, had been the allusions 
to the coincidences of this flaunting of finery and jewels in the 
centre of troops whose very officers were almost in rags ; this 
plenteous feasting of the sovereign and his generals in the 
midst of a starving army. 

On thiSy the succeeding night, however, the Czar had made 
no feverish affectation of mirth. He had given orders that at 
early dawn the Turkish army should be attacked at the point 
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of the bayonet. While giving this command to the general- 
in-chief, Czeremetoff, he was observed to falter, the tears in a 
moment started to his eyes ; he muttered : " My poor Russia! 
My beloved country ! " and hastened to his own tent. Thence, 
a few minutes later, he sent out a direction that he should 
under no conceivable circumstances be disturbed till day- 
break. The members of the Imperial staff, thus deprived per- 
force of their master's presence, had assembled to discuss 
details of the morrow's movements, when a chamberlain en- 
tered with the announcement that the Czarina (as Catherine 
Skavronska was at present informally styled) wished to join in 
their deliberations. 

The messenger had not done speaking when there came 
into the tent a woman about twenty-five years of age. Her 
pretensions to beauty were slight : there was little of the grace 
of good-breeding in her manner ; yet the combined keenness 
and candor in her gaze, the firmness of her mouth, the assured 
serenity of her demeanor, had a charm and dignity of their 
ov^Ti which at once filled the eye of a shrewd observer. This 
woman was the former servant in the house of Pastor Glfick, 
the widow of the Swedish dragoon, the paramour alternately of 
Bauer and MenchikoflF, the mistress of the Russian Emperor 
himself, and then his wife. So far, however, the station last 
reached by her was knowi to few ; it had certainly not been 
publicly acknowledged ; and she was generally known through- 
out the camp by the single name of Catherine. 

She came into the tent unaccompanied. The generals and 
counsellors of the Czar could hear the wailing of the women 
from among whom she had come to join with sterner spirits in 
confronting the ruin which menaced them all. The men were 
seated at a rude square table. They rose at the lady's coming, 
and Schafiroff, the vice-chancellor of the empire, set a chair 
for her. She took it and bade them be seated, and aU looked 
at her with a respect in which there was no trace of surprise 
or curiosity at her action. General Czeremetolf briefly re- 
peated the Emperor's order that an attack should be made 
upon the strong Turkish position at sunrise. 
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Catherine nodded with the air of one already acquainted 
with this decision. 

"A desperate course," was her calmly pronounced com- 
ment 

Those present maintained silence. 

" And yet," she continued, " our thirty thousand men have 
driven back the main body of the Turkish force, including the 
Grand Vizier's choicest troopys, twice to-day." 

This tribute was welcomed with a murmur of grateful pride, 
and Czeremetoflt passed a trembling hand over his eyes. 

" I think almost less of our present plight," remarked Schaf- 
iroff, " than of what we may have to fear from Charles of 
Sweden. An account of the whole situation has been sent to 
him by Poniatowski, and he may be here almost daily." 

" And indeed," said Catherine, with a hard smile, " if there 
were any slackness on the part of the Turks, the beaten brag- 
gart of Pultava would urge them on with all the energy of vin- 
dictiveness to ensure our destruction." 

" And so," said Czeremetoff, " we are again faced with the 
one solution of the difficulty — that we should move forward at 
dawn and fight while a drop of Russian blood remains un- 
spflled." 

" Fight," said Catherine, musingly, " with horseless cavalry 
and shoeless infantry. Fight with soldiers of whom hundreds 
are dying of starvation day and night." There was a pause 
while she glanced quickly around her. " No ; there is another 
way out of the net." 

All looked towards her. She returned Czeremetoff s look. 
Her face was flushed, but she spoke in a calm voice : 

"In a company such as this, of soldiers without fear, men 
who have faced death in every form, a woman only could make 
the proposal which I now submit to you. What if we suggest 
terms of peace?" 

With some indication of weariness, yet with as little of irrev- 
erence as might be consonant with such an attitude, most of 
those present turned their heads away. 

"You have yourself, madame, described in a sentence the 
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state of our army," said Schafiroff. " What terms couM we 
hope for? " 

" They must be acceptable," was the rejoinder, " or the di- 
rections for the attack shall, of course, hold good. And if we 
are to be crushed by numbers, there may be some women who 
will know how to stand by their compatriots in the hour of 
death, if only to refuse to survive them." 

''Who will make the suggestion to his majesty?" asked 
Czeremetoff doubtfully. 

" I wilL" 

"And when?" 

" Instantly." 

" His last words were that no one in the camp, mider any 
pretext, should disturb him to-night." 

Catherine turned to Schafiroff : " If you will write out a pro- 
posal for an armistice, I will make myself responsible for bar- 
ing his majesty's name put to it." 

Pens and paper were on the table, and while the vice-chaii- 
cellor was writing, Catherine sent a message to the chief anny 
contractor, Israel Isaieff, requesting his immediate attendance. 
" If he has returned to camp," added the lady in a tone wfakfa 
caused Schafiroff to look up for an instant from the table. 

There followed a silence interrupted only by the resumed 
hissing and whisking of the pen over the paper. The vic^ 
chancellor finished his writing, and the messenger returned 
with the Jewish contractor almost in the same moment. 

"Where is Tolstoi? " inquired the lady, addressing the He- 
brew. 

" In camp, madame." 

" He has been able to see the other contractors, then?" 

" Yes." 

" For these at least you make yourself responsible? " 

" Assuredly." 

"The security ?" 

" Is considered ample." 

" And the provisions? " 

"The boats containing them have come safely down the 
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river and are now being unloaded under the direction of 
Colonel Tolstoi*." 

" The provisions ! " exclaimed Czeremetoff. 

" All will be explained soon, general/* said Catherine with a 
propitiatory glance. " You have seen Osman? " she continued. 

" He promised to be here within half an hour," answered 
the contractor. 

" Hasten his coming and remember to be here with him." 

Isaieff withdrew, and Catherine, taking the paper from the 
hands of Schafiroff, went out of the tent in her turn ; and the 
members of the council were left sitting at the table, some 
questioning each other with their eyes, all plunged in silence. 

The stillness remained nearly unbroken for five minutes. 
Then the councillors, with strained ears, caught the mingling 
soonds of a woman's voice and a man's, the tones of tearful 
entreaty of the former struggling with the notes of surprised 
and repellent indignation of the latter ; plaintive remonstrance 
contending against gloomy scorn — till the voices became soft- 
ened to something of a tender harmony. There was another 
silence; then came a sharp, glad cry, and almost instantly 
afterwards Catherine hurried into the councillors' tent. In 
her face was a flush as of hardship surmounted, but there was 
nothing of the gleam of triumph in her glances from one to 
the other. She held, with no feverish grasp, and yet with firm 
fingers, the document drawn up by Schafiroff, to whom she 
now presented it, with the signature of the Czar attached. 

Catherine, immediately before entering the monarch's pavil- 
ion, had whispered an order to her own chamberlain. And this 
man now appeared, bearing a heavy casket which he set upon 
the table. Catherine advanced with a key in her hand and 
opened the case. It was filled with gems. The vice-chan- 
cellor and the general-in-chief, as by a simultaneous impulse, 
looked at the lady's ears and neck and arms and fingers. There 
was not one ornament upon her. They looked into the casket ; 
uppermost among the mass of jewels were the coronet and 
zone, the necklace, ear-pendants, armlets and rings worn by 
the sovereign's favorite on the previous night. She marked 
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the looks of bewilderment now stealing over the faces of aB 
the councillors, and she smiled with a pleasing embarrassment, 
and turning to Czeremetoff : 

" General," she said, " it is you, above all others present, 
who have a right to call me to account for what is p>assiiig. I 
have trespassed on your ground, and am here, for one thin^ 
to ask your forgiveness." 

"Forgiveness?" 

" Last night, when I was at the banquet given by his maj- 
esty, that which must have struck you all struck into my heart 
with at least as keen a pang : the contrast of the plenty, the 
sumptuousness around us and upon us, with the hunger and 
squalor everywhere else in the camp. Before I slept last night, 
I had seen Israel Isaieff and asked him if by any miracle food 
could be brought into camp for the starving soldiers. Hii 
answer was that money or money's worth was always the best 
of miracle-workers, and might be found efficacious even here. 
I looked down at the gems which were still upon me, raised 
my eyes to his, and hinted that money's worth should be forth- 
coming. He replied that my assurance was enough. Whether 
by some secret means of transport, whether in concert with 
fellow-religionists in the opposite camp, he put himself into 
instant communication with those capable of relieving us. 
Food has been in course of accumulation the whole day. It 
has come down here under cover of the night. It is now being 
distributed among the soldiers. Here are my jewels to pay 
for it. And again, general, I ask— do you forgive me ? " 

There was a startled cry of enthusiasm from all the listeners 
excepting Czeremetoff, who advanced with an almost tottering 
step, sank on one knee, and while the tears rolled down his 
cheeks, kissed the lady's hand. Then he drew back his head 
and sprang erect, his eyes fixed on a newcomer. 

The Czar had been standing at the door of the tent, a silent 
and unseen witness of all that had occurred during the last few 
minutes. Taking advantage of the pause occasioned by Crc^^ 
metoff' s agitation, he had now come forward. His hand was 
laid on Catherine's right shoulder, and in the moment of her 
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starting and turning to him she found his black eyes fixed upon 
her. She did not give herself time to notice that those eyes 
were softened to their tenderest expression, and that the 
countenance bent over her was vivified with the light and 
tumult of emotions in which admiration, gratitude and love 
certainly predominated. 

" My lord," she murmured, bending her head after the first 
hasty glance, " tell me I have not gone too far in my interfer- 
ence." 

He seemed unable to speak. He drew her towards him 
with trembling arms and kissed her in silence. 

And now the whole camp seemed to have become as mar- 
vellously animated as a corpse raised from the tomb. A suc- 
cession of confused cries could be heard not far off, and Israel 
Isaieff hastened into the tent. At sight of the Czar he fell on 
his knees. 

"Where is Osman?" inquired Peter. 

" Close at hand, your majesty, under the escort of Count 
Tolstoi." 

"What sounds are those in the distance?" 

"Cries of relief and joy from your majesty's own soldiers. 
They see a period to their torments from hunger. They know 
their benefactress, their saviour, and are blessing her." 

Catherine withdrew from the embrace of the Czar, locked 
the case of jewels, and handed the key to the Jew. 

"You have proved your zeal and trustfulness in fulfilling 
your part of the contract," she said; "let me show similar 
honesty and readiness in completing my share." 

Isaieff looked inquiringly at the Emperor. 

"Yes," was the sovereign's answer to the look; "let her 
not be deprived of any portion of the grace of her sacrifice. 
Take it, and lose no time ; you have yourself announced the 
near approach of Osman Aga and Peter Tolstoi ; let them not 
see your treasure. You would need to summon up all the 
measureless resources of subtlety which I read in those eyes of 
yours, to keep these trinkets from the reach of such spec- 
tators." 
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The contractor instantly rose from his knees, took up the 
heavy case and bore it with some difficulty, though wi^ un- 
faltering speedy out of the tent. 

Two minutes later Count Tolstoi entered, ushering in a keen- 
eyed, pleasant-faced, agile man, in the garb of a Turkish officer 
of rank. This was the person already alluded to by the Cxar 
as Osman Aga, Lieutenant-General of the Grand Vizier. Im- 
mediately before the announcement of the appearance of the 
follower of the Prophet, Catherine, with a fleeting smile at the 
Emperor, had let fall a veil over her face. Osman kept his eyes 
averted from the lady, and fixed them on the Muscovite sov- 
ereign, to whom he made an oriental salutation. 

" I understand," said Peter, "that you have akeady beea 
consulted on what brings us face to face ? " 

"Yes, your majesty." 

"And you were to have sounded the Grand Vizier?" 

" I have done so." 

"With what result?" 

"His highness," observed Osman with some hesitation, "is 
inclined to impose conditions which may be thought stringent 
by this company." 

" What are they ? " 

"That your majesty should surrender at discretion, with your 
whole army." 

Osman was in a general way prepared for the ominoos 
glances and whispers exchanged by the bystanders at these 
words ; he peered about with something of amusement, while 
the monarch with a dark look imposed silence on his own fol- 
lowers ; but the Turkish officer's face altered suddenly at the 
remarkable smile now turned upon himself. 

" I am sorry to find his highness in such a mood," said the 
Czar. " Listen to me. Within the last twenty-four hours my 
army has twice driven back a force nearly seven times out- 
numbering it. My men in doing this were shoeless, ragged, 
starving, fever-stricken ; and they were opposed to fresh, well- 
fed well-clad troops, headed by your all-conquering janissaries. 
Now, abundance is in our camp, despair is banished from our 
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it, triumph is in every heart. My men cry out to be allowed to 
:er the mob of shrinking Turks and plundering Tartars en- 
ing them. It matters little to me now what may be the 
: of the present discussion. I do not disdain to consider 
question of peace, I am not one of those who believe in 
return of the heroic age, when a king at the head of a 
e of paladins could take a town by storm or put to rout 
umy of Saracens. I do not underrate my enemy; but 
ler do I recoil from a continuance of the struggle. Let 
commander have a care whom he seeks to dishonor by 
ions to unconditional surrender. He is confronted at this 
lent by warriors who crushed the veterans of Charles of 
len, the lion of Europe, two years ago. My thirty thou- 
[ men may be overwhelmed by numbers, they may fall to 
last man, fighting for him who is proud to be their sov- 
jn ; but 1*11 dare to prophesy that every Russian who dies 
drag three Ottomans down to the grave with him." 
his vaunt was no doubt an extravagant one, but the tre- 
dous energy with which it was delivered caused it to be re- 
»d with entire seriousness by those present. No looks or 
ares, however menacing from the Czar, could now have 
essed the burst of savage assent with which the declaration 
greeted by his encircling generals and councillors. Nor 
d the Mohammedan listener help darting a glance of in- 
>t at Catherine, whose head was raised exultantly, and 
56 expression and attitude denoted agreement with every 
i spoken by the Emperor. 

This, then, is your majesty's message to the Grand 
er?" said the Aga. 
To be delivered in your own way," was the Czar's addi- 

• 

I can trust my memory sufficiently to report your majesty's 

:t words." 

As you please." 

Am I to take it, sire, or not, that the newly-gained advan- 

s to which you refer will encourage you to bar the door 

nst the question of peace ? " i 
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The thinly veiled irony of these words was not lost upon ^ 
Czar, who received them, nevertheless, without a symptom d 
resentment He looked steadily at the speaker, smiled, and 
whispered to Catherine, who withdrew. On her retirement 
Schafiroff had been beckoned to the side of the Emperor, with 
whom he had been engaged in a low-voiced conversation for 
some moments, when a chamberlain entered with a small parcel 
which he handed to Peter. 

"You are too loyal a soldier to be suspected, imder any 
temptation, of wavering in allegiance to your country," said the 
Czar, addressing Osman with deep gravity, " but let me trast 
that you can see no dishonor in accepting a remembiance 
from a courteous enemy." 

The Turkish general opened the parcel with an appearance 
of frank eagerness. It contained a star set with diamonds of 
rare size and complete (lawlessness, and a poniard whose hilt 
and sheath alike were crusted with stones of hardly inferior 
magnitude and of quite equal purity. Osman bestowed upon 
the Emperor a look which suggested that the gift would not be 
thrown away. With another picturesque salutation he said: 
" May I ask one of your majesty's ministers to return with me 
to the Vizier, and to help me in these negotiations ? *' 

" Willingly — my vice-chancellor." 

Schafiroff stepped forward, and Osman, fixing upon the Czar 
another look of respectful gratitude, went out in company with 
the minister. 

There was no sleep for the Russian sovereign or his advisers 
that night. The council dissolved but to meet again at the end 
of an hour. 

Two hours of torturing suspense dragged on, when Schafi- 
roff returned. The Grand Vizier had been so impressed by 
Osman's account of the state of things in the Muscovite camp, 
of the adroitly directed labors of the Czar's favorite, of the 
abund«uice of food among the battalions who were thought to 
be starving, of the dauntless attitude, in short, of the whole 
Russian army, that, despite the strength of his position and his 
vast preponderance in numbers, this naturally timid onnmander 
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shrank from the risk of renewed battle. Slight persuasion 
was needed to obtain from him an armistice of six hours, during 
which the preliminaries of a settlement might be drawn up. 

Catherine was present when the vice-chancellor brought in 
this message. 

" We may thank God for so much gained," said she to the 
Czar; "and let us not be expectant of many more advan- 
tages." 

" It is my nature to be sanguine," said the monarch with 
one of his more grave but none the less attractive smiles, " and 
I must encourage you to be so. Have you not one hope," 
he continued, in answer to her mute inquiry, " that those who 
have helped to bring about this good result should be recom- 
pensed?" 

** Who among us has a right to dream of recompense at an 
hour like this? " 

Peter raised his eyebrows with a look of playful distress. 

" If you take that tone," he said, "you will make my sense 
of gratitude exceed my power of reward." 

" My kind lord has alwajrs looked so graciously on any poor 
help of mine, that I should be guilty of affectation not to sup- 
pose that he is thinking of me now. But what holier fire of 
loyalty can I claim than biuns in the breast of any one of the 
thirty thousand heroes ready to fall down dead fighting for 
your sake? What gratitude? What reward beyond the in- 
cessant bounties you have showered on me from the first? " 

"Can you not guess even new?" said Peter quietly. 

" Sire ! " 

The Emperor looked around him. The inspiration of a lofty 
purpose lent a more brilliant gleam than ever to his eyes ; a 
sort of defiant majesty went out from his whole presence. And 
the soldiers and councillors, looking on silently, sank to their 
knees. Then the Czar, turning once more to Catherine, said : 
"This night's work, dear, has raised you to the position of my 
acknowledged wife, to the title which shall never be taken from 
you of Empress of Russia." 

Before the lapse of twenty-four hours there was lialettmA.- 
8 
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tion between Muscovite and Ottoman. Ten days of negotia- 
tion resulted in the setting forth of a treaty which, while secur- 
ing unquestionably solid advantages to the Grand Signor, im- 
posed, on the whole, no intolerable humiliation on the Czar. 
Within a few hours of the signature of this instrument, Peter 
had marched away, with standards flying, taking with him his 
baggage, his artillery, his entire army in the full equipment of 
war, without surrendering a weapon, without leaving one hostage 
behind. And on the day after a retreat which had in it 8om^ 
thing of a triumph, Charles of Sweden arrived in the Turkish 
camp, to be lashed to the verge of insanity on finding that his 
most hated enemy had escaped from almost certain annihila- 
tion, and was beyond his reach. 

The campaign on the Pruth had of necessity been a source 
of concern to the whole Muscovite empire, but by none had it 
been watched with a more absorbing interest than by the people 
of Moscow ; and, in the secrecy of the cloisters, every incident 
unfavorable to the Russian arras, every rumor calculated to 
injure the authority of the sovereign or alarm his friends, was 
welcomed with fanatical hope and joy. 

The real danger of Peter's position being nowhere denied, 
talebearers were encouraged to the diffusion of reports ever 
more and more startling. The monarch's fate was decided for 
him in three different wa3rs, and each time with an accumula- 
tion of disgrace or of tragic solemnity. He had been captured 
and sent in chains to the Sultan ; he had been cut to pieces 
with his whole army by the Turks and Tartars, at the remorse- 
less instigation of the King of Sweden ; he had been murdered 
in a mutiny by his own desperate soldiers. The cathedrals of 
the Kremlin were thronged with worshippers by day, and the 
monastery churches of the Holy City were never without their 
congregations by night, offering up prayers of thanksgiving for 
the advent of Alexis to the throne. Couriers were sent to 
Germany in rapid succession to hasten his return to Moscow. 
But the Czarewitch hesitated as usual. And on this occasion 
his policy, or rather his imalterable custom, of delay served him 
in good stead. 
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Something of the truth reached him before he had com- 
mitted himself to any decisive attitude. It was with a resigned 
and melancholy wonder that he heard of the main fact of his 
father's rescue from utter ruin. But the quickly succeeding 
accounts of the part played by Catherine Skavronska in the 
transaction were received by him with a far more unpleasant 
solicitude. The indifferentiy veiled contempt which he felt for 
the woman made him none the less dread her increasing in- 
fluence over his father. But, in his darkest moments of doubt^ 
he had never supposed that any services rendered by her should 
have roused Peter to such a frenzy of grateful enthusiasm as 
was now half startling, half amusing the civilized world. This 
female, whose origin was lost in obscurity, said by some to be 
a bastard, known by all to be the mother of bastards by more 
than one lover, was to take the place of the wife and the mother 
on whom it would be an outrage to suggest comparisons. This 
brazen drab, whose lasciviousness had, from her earhest years 
of womanhood, been the successful minister to her ambition, 
was to ascend the throne from which the blameless Eudoxia 
had been cast down. The graceless and slatternly kitchen-wench 
of Pastor Gltick should pace the halls of the venerable Krem- 
lin as crowned mistress of Russia, while his own illustrious 
mother and rightful sovereign wore out her life of martyrdom 
in the Convent of Vladimir. 

These were among the considerations which, while goading 
Alexis to the utmost intensity of rage and scorn, prompted him 
to an activity to which he had hitherto been a stranger. Peter, 
at the head of his extricated troops, had long since marched 
out of Roumania, and was now far advanced on Russian soil. 
The Czarewitch, rising for once above an habitual sense of 
repugnance, determined of his own initiative to see his father 
personally. 

He sent a courier on in front with a respectful message to 
the Czar, and followed it closely himself, arriving in the Russian 
camp at a moment when the army had made a halt on the east- 
em confines of Poland. He was conducted at once to the head- 
quarters of his father, who sat alone in a tent, absorbed in the 
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examination of a new compass. The Czar put away the instm- 
ment, though not without a pleasant half sigh, and received the 
young prince cordially. 

" It was kind of you," said Peter, " to give me a fair hint of 
your object in coming here. You could not have thought of 
anything more calculated to make your visit a welcome one. 
For I now feel that you need no encouragement to speak fully 
and frankly." 

Such over-anxious appeals for candor were seldom successful 
in awakening a sympathetic response from Alexis. This one, 
however, appeared to be well timed, and the Czarewitch re- 
quired little effort to seem fairly at ease in presence of his re- 
doubted father. 

" Then your gracious majesty will allow me to go into the 
matter at once?" 

" At once." 

" To begin with : I am right in assuming the correctness of 
my information regarding your intentions towards this lady? 
Pardon me, sire." 

" You are right in the assumption." 

" And I may still rely upon your indulgence — when you know 
that I am here — to — to " 

"To combat those intentions?" 

" I dared not say it." 

" My son, do not fall once more into the bad habit of hesita- 
tion. Have no fear. You see me not only ready, but eager, 
to listen to your arguments against my purpose." 

" For all your majesty's generous encouragement, I find a 
difficulty in so arranging those arguments as not to give offence, 
m do my best to avoid it. In measuring the usefulness of 
those about you, sire, you have always chosen a high standard. 
You are the first of Russia's children ; you are the foremost 
of her patriots, and those who are most able in assisting 
you to add to her greatness are always the nearest to your 
heart." 

" Say the most willing, Alexis, rather than the most able. I 
cannot hope for a council chamber filled with paragons of 
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wisdom, or for an army whose every soldier has the qualities of 
a commander-in-chief. A faithful blunderer is, to say the least, 
as dear to me as a clever scoundrel." 

The Czarewitch bowed a little dubiously, and resumed ; 
" There are some who have all the will to be of use, but whose 
knowledge of their own unfitness has disheartened them from 
the first. Among these, I ask your majesty's forgiveness for 
saying, is my mother." 

He paused for so long that the Czar had to make him a 
slight gesture to continue. 

"Sire, I could never presume to undervalue the services 
rendered to yourself and the nation by the lady whom you pur- 
pose to honor. Her fidelity, her self-sacrifice, her heroism are 
beyond my feeble powers of praise. But you propose in all 
form, in the eyes of the whole world, to raise her to a position 
in which I must regard her as a mother. And unhappily her 
claim in that sense is made upon a heart already filled with the 
image of some one else ; of the being, indeed, who gave me 
birth, and who still lives. That real mother of mine was put 
away from all association with me while I was yet a child. 
That true and faithful wife of yours is now cheerlessly pining 
in the solitude of a convent, leading a life of purity and holi- 
ness ; praying in all innocence for the husband who has cast 
her off only for her inability to serve him in his large designs ; 
for the husband who is about to put the climax upon the deg- 
radation and misfortune she has had to bear for so many 
years." 

During the most of this utterance the prince's consciousness 
of administering a well-deserved remonstrance lent his hand- 
some face a dignity rarely seen upon it. But throughout the 
final sentence there shone such an ambiguous light in the eyes 
of the Emperor, that the Czarewitch faltered in what had pos- 
sibly been meant as an overwhelming peroration, and summed 
up tamely enough : " I hope my Imperial father will forgive 
me — and weigh well his decision ! " 

" You paint a sad picture of your mother's condition, my 
son-" 
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" A truthful one, I think — I feel sure, your majesty." 
" No doubt. And you ask me to weigh well my decisioii?'* 
'' Though you cannot but look upon my boldness as unex- 
ampled, I do ask you to consider me in this matter." 

'^ So I will. Make no excuse for your boldness. It becomes 
you : it pleases me ; and it already has its effect For the 
present I'll completely suspend my purpose." 
" Oh, my kind father ! " 

" You prove your filial gratitude and thoughtfulness towards 
one parent, at least ; and I'll show my appreciation. Thoa|^ 
my time is well filled at present, there's no business I'll not pot 
aside, there's nothing from which I'll draw back, to palliate, if 
not to make good, my action in your eyes. This description 
of your mother's hardships, I say again, is a moving one. It 
urges me on to an enterprise which will decide between all those 
interested, and in which, as it is inspired by words fallen from 
yourself, I look to your co-operation." 

" And your majesty may surely count upon it" 
" I'm glad to note your eagerness, though I warn you that 
my design may seem eccentric and startling. It comes from 
being formed all in a moment, and suggested, I repeat, by tiie 
course of the present conversation." 
And this design, sire ? " 

I propose that you and I, consulting no one, accompanied 
by no one, set out for the Convent of Souzdal and see year 
mother personally. You will ask with what object? My an- 
swer is that I desire to give weight in the most practical manner 
to the arguments brought forward by yourself against the course 
I have resolved upon. At your sole entreaty I take my stand 
at a critical division of ways. I shall pass no wilful slight upon 
your mother. Her titles to justice, her claims alike on you and 
on me, shall receive all consideration. In the fullest sense of 
the term I keep, with regard to her, an open mind. Let me 
be persuaded that the lightest doubt of her would be wrong, let 
me be fronted by the conviction that she indeed lives a life (^ 
never-cheered loneliness and gloom, let my longing eyes be 
blessed with the sight of her in that existence of purity and 
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saintliness and innocence praying for my unworthy self ; then, 
indeed, you will have reason to be satisfied." 

"Sire?" 

" In such an event I swear, in the presence of the all-hearing 
God and of His Holy Mother, to renounce my intentions with 
reference to Catherine Skavronska, and to take your own mother 
back as the companion of my bed and of my throne." 

The young prince rose from his chair, hurried forward, fell 
upon his knees, and grasping his father's hands, kissed them 
again and again. 

" It is what I might have expected of you, my true-hearted, 
noble father ; and my shame is not to have known you always 
as you are." 

For an instant a smile of playful tenderness lit up the Czar's 
face ; it was in the one second when father and son looked into 
each other's eyes. In the next moment the smile vanished, 
and over the prince's inclined head the sovereign bent a look 
of painful compassion. 

The interview had resulted in a manner so entirely beyond 
the hopes of Alexis that he concurred without another question 
in the Emperor's proposal. In the sweetness of a triumph so 
unexpected, even the thought of travelling alone with his fcither 
for several days lost much of its terror in the mind of his duti- 
ful son. He drew up a letter giving full details of what had 
passed, and entrusted it with infinite precaution to a messenger 
to be forwarded to lakoff Ignatieff . The letter was intercepted, 
and the messenger never again appeared before the Czarewitch. 
Schafiroff was informed in a general way of the Czar's intention 
to be absent from the army for a fortnight or more. Peter 
then told Catherine of his desire to accompany the Czarewitch 
on a journey in the direction of Moscow. And on the follow- 
ing day father and son set out from the camp. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A POINT OF HEREDITY. 

In the heart of a forest in the province of Vladimir lay the 
Convent of the Protection of the Virgin of Souzdal. The rdics 
in its numerous chapels, and its associations as the home of 
many of the godliest women known to the religious annab of 
the nation, made it one of the most revered shrines in Russia. 
Like other sacred structures originally designed to withstand 
the raids of Tartars, it bore much of the semblance of a for- 
tress. It was approached from the west by a path some 
twenty feet wide, hewn out with much labor through the 
dense array of giant trees, and bordering on the high road to 
Moscow. And buried as it was in an otherwise trackless wood, 
environed by formidable ramparts, its dark walls drowned in 
the never-lifting shadow of myriads of trees, it could hardly fail 
to present to others even than timid visitants, an aspect of 
overwhelming gloom. 

When the observer passed the portals of the venerable strong- 
hold, a less forbidding vision started up on every side of him. 
Brightly painted corridors, with ceilings of rare woods ; halls d 
council, refectories, and assembly rooms, adorned with frescoes 
and imparting by means of their richly stained windows a chami 
to the dimness of days which even in the uncloudiest noons of 
midsummer were sobered here to twilight ; chapels on whose 
embellishment had been lavished the treasures of long lines of 
princes, the skill animated by a devotion raised to the utmost 
height of reverent enthusiasm ; resplendent lamps htmg fxom 
gorgeously decorated roofs; altars of lapis-lazuli or of ebony 
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overlaid with silver ; crosses, and images of the Virgin, whose 
material of gold was indistinguishable under the accumulation 
of pearl and ruby, of sapphire and diamond. Thus far the 
conflicting features, which at least combined in lending a tone 
of grave magnificence to what met the eye, seemed not out of 
keeping with the traditions and surroundings of the place. 

But if the gazer were privileged to look into the abodes of 
the ladies who had taken formal farewell of the world's vanities, 
he might be brought to a stand by more unexpected sights. 
The cells designed for heavenly contemplation, and understood 
to be echoing with the groans and prayers of penitent matrons 
and innocent virgins, proved in some instances to be luxurious 
chambers, exquisitely furnished, carpeted with rare skins, hung 
with curiously wrought tapestries, bright with minors, dainty 
with all the requirements for fashionable toilet, their atmos- 
phere encumbered with intoxicating perfumes ; while the ten- 
ants of such solitudes were, in general, damsels with laughing 
eyes and rosy lips, dames of subtle experience in the ways of 
the world, all charmingly dressed, and in other ways far from 
conforming to the regulations of conventual life. 

Among the more elegant apartments referred to was one 
suite for whose ornamentation the chief excellence of each of 
the other rooms appeared to have been called forth and im- 
proved upon, to form a coalescence of crowning sumptuousness. 
The suite consisted of an ante-chamber, a half boudoir, half 
withdrawing-room, and a bedroom. These were on an upper 
floor, and the door of the ante-room, by which the doors of 
the other two apartments were severally approached in a straight 
line, looked on to a dark and secluded corridor. Along this 
corridor it was usual for the members of the pious household 
to tread softly, with something of the reverence due to the 
proximity of one of the more sacred parts of the shrine. For 
these were the rooms apportioned to the most illustrious in- 
mate of the convent : the lady still addressed by the title of 
majesty — Eudoxia, the banished wife of Peter the Czar. 

It was on a morning in early September. In the ante- 
room, half-sitting, half-lying on a sofa before a large log-fire. 
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was a superior female attendant, seemingly under thirty yean 
of age. Her nun's habit contrasted sharply with something d 
a coquettish expression in her countenance and of an indo- 
lent grace in her attitude. For the twentieth time during the 
last hour she had risen from her seat, now to survey herself in 
a large mirror, and soften by some new artifice the grimness d 
her costume, or lend a new arrangement to some stray lock d 
her unhooded and full-grown hair ; now to listen with an arch 
smile to the sounds of two voices borne faintly through the door 
that led to the drawing-room. They were the voices of a man 
and a woman, and they evidently proceeded from beyond the 
drawing-room itself. 

Two o'clock had passed, when the voices from within grew 
suddenly more distinct. The speakers had apparently entered 
the drawing-room. The woman in the ante-room had just time 
to hurry back to the couch as the door of the central chamber 
opened half-way, and a lady entered and closed the door behind 
her. She was a woman of good figure and graceful carriage, 
with a face on which the inroads of forty years had neither 
graven firmness nor much detracted from its early comeliness. 
The charm of her appearance was increased by superbness d 
attire in which a Greek cross formed of large diamonds was the 
only article that could in any degree suggest religious associa- 
tions. At sight of this lady, the attendant rose from the couch 
with an elaborate promptitude, so to speak, and fell upon her 
knees, her forehead almost touching the floor. 

" I thought I heard just now a trampling of horse in the dis- 
tance," observed the lady. " Did you notice anything?" 

" I caught a sound of carriage-wheels in the forest, your 
majesty." 

" What I heard seemed to come from beyond the forest 
Carriage-wheels, you say? Should there be visitors, and for 
me, take their written messages. I am not to be seen. Let 
that be known at once. What else do you wait for? " 

''Your majesty has eaten nothing to-day," said the woman, 
raising her head and speaking with affectionate firmneas. 

"Then see to that also." 
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ittendant rose and went out The lady re-entered the 
;-room, towards the door of which had meanwhile been 
ntly turned, from the inside, the face of a man who has 
been referred to in these pages — the handsome recruiting 
Stepdn Glieboff. He sat in the middle of a quaintiy 
couch, and on her return he drew her smilingly down 
lim. 

1 have become pensive in a moment," he remarked, 
ave my hours of happiness," was her answer, after a 
" they are many, but they may be dearly purchased." 
at, downcast too? " 

1 see me lodged here to all appearance in safe obscurity, 
against intrusion, walled round in a way that seems to 
; attacks of open enemies. Yet I cannot rid myself of 
or of betrayal." 
>m where? From whom? " 

)m within the impregnable fortress itself, at the hands of 
 my most loving defenders." 
whom does that suspicion point? " 
not startle me. The reference could not be to you. 
:x)ming in and out you cannot fail to have noticed the 
axity, the overweening sense of security here. And you 
;el, and my better thoughts tell me, that the general 
ence — God forgive me, I might use a stronger word — 
en its rise from my own weakness." 
you not exaggerate? " 

. Even my chief woman, there, the one whom I yet 
capable of offering up her life for mc, has grown little 
5 most dangerously unguarded in her manner." 
leed?" 

1 see I have been forced to take her into confidence 
3ur— over many things. The burden of secrecy is 
ch for her, and there are times when her indiscretion 
the level of utter idiocy." 
is is unfortunate." 

(. I often surprise in her face an expression of reas- 
Jyness or of self-complacent omniscience at which I feel 
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almost paralyzed between rage, laughter and humiliatioa. Yet I 
must bear the torture in silence.'* 

" Pardon me for suggesting that a rebuke now and 
then to such impertinent giddypates would not be mis- 
timed." 

'' No doubt, no doubt. Let me hope that similar warnings 
are not required elsewhere ; that a less perilous example than 
mine is held up to imitation " 

" You mean ? " 

'' That better discipline is maintained among our friends in 
Moscow." 

" Set your mind at ease there. You are the centre of so 
much love, of so much hope " 

" Of so much ambition? " suggested the lady, looking wist- 
fully into his eyes. 

He took her unresisting hand and fondled it: "Let me 
say simply in continuation what was on my lips. The remem- 
brance of your wrongs at the hands of him who has done so 
much to degrade, to profane the divine title of Czar, is en- 
graven on the minds and hearts of too many willing helpen 
for anything to be neglected that may contribute to your ad- 
vantage." 

" And to the happiness of my son Alexis? " 

In answer, Glieboff gave an almost imperceptible shrug d 
the shoulders. 

" I was right," continued the lady with a sad look, " in think- 
ing myself a centre of the ambition of others." 

" I must correct you, my own Empress. When your son 
comes to his lawful inheritance (and there is no sin against 
God in hoping that the day may not be long postponed), he 
will have a faithful mother to advise him ; and let me trust that 
it is no improper ambition in me " 

" To be a zealous adviser of that mother." 

The sentence was thus concluded with the sweet temper 
of one who feared to have offended by previous fretfulness; 
and the smiling Glieboff bent over and kissed her hand 
tenderly. 
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They were interrupted by a knock at the door. 

" Go back to the bedroom," said the lady, " I must rehearse 
my Imperial part, as you have advised, by a display of firm- 
ness towards poor Elizabeth." 

Glieboff moved carelessly in the direction of the curtains 
that hung before the bedroom entrance. The lady, composing 
her features to as determined an expression as possible, called 
to her attendant to come in. The door opened. Eudoxia's 
eyes were turned towards it. 

For an instant her teeth chattered, but no soimd issued 
from her lips. Then she sank back upon the couch, her eyes 
glassy and half-closed, her cheeks and lips changed in 
the dim light to the pallor of lividity, her jaw fallen, her whole 
face like that of a corpse. In the doorway stood the man 
whom she still claimed as her husband, the Czar ; and a little 
behind him her son Alexis. The Russian monarch was not at 
this moment occupied in a manner befitting his position. He 
carried before him a large tray, on which were set forth a pro- 
fusion of savory meats and rich confectionery, singularly 
shaped flagons holding rare wines, and all the necessaries of a 
delicious luncheon. 

He set the tray upon a table near the sofa, and bowed 
with a look which it would have required less troubled eyes 
than those of the prostrate woman before him to interpret. 
The face of Alexis wore its familiar expression of anxious 
bewilderment. 

" I fear," said Peter, " that I am to blame for coming 
upon your majesty so suddenly; though I am flattered by 
the belief that the surprise which has now overcome you is a 
pleasant one." 

The lady's head fell farther back upon the sofa and her 
eyes closed. 

" I saw your majesty's waiting-woman downstairs ; I learned 
that these toothsome dishes were meant — ^and very properly 
meant — ^for her Imp>erial mistress. I could not resist the 
temptation of taking them from her, of bringing them here 
under her direction, and of gratfying your majesty with the 
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sight of the husband to whom you cling so faithfully and of the 
son who has always found such reason to honor you." 

The prone figure on the sofa moved backward and for- 
ward. A sense of utter helplessness closed her mouth ; yet 
there seemed to tear up from her throat a low moaning, and 
she shuddered and writhed beneath the mordant suavity d 
the Emperor's tones as under the incision of a surgeon's 
knife. 

"But come, let me humbly suggest that you have given 
sufficient way to your pleasing emotions. I am your servant 
now, as at all times: I bring you good cheer; and the 
sovereign of Russia, let us hope, does not degrade himself by 
attending on one who has been a sharer of his throne." 

Eudoxia raised her head : and her eyes opened slightly; 
but only to fix themselves with a dull stare straight before her. 

" By the way," continued Peter, " I did not stop to examine 
until now whether this repast would suffice for more than 
one. I notice for the first time that there are plates and wine 
cups for two. I understand. No, no; you need not have 
looked thus. Your kind majesty cannot deceive me. You 
assume astonishment when, after all, you must have expected 
me. Instead, therefore, of being your attendant, I am raised 
to the rank of your proud and happy guest. I accept your 
majesty's hospitality. I'll do myself the honor and pleasure 
of sitting beside you, and our son shall wait upon us both." 

He made room for himself on the couch in the place where 
Glieboflt had been sitting ; whilst Alexis, who had not from the 
first lost his air of bewilderment, gazed from one to the other 
with more perplexity than ever. 

At the moment of his entrance into this apartment, Peter 
had found something to attract his attention in the arrange- 
ment of the curtains concealing the bedroom door. As he 
now ate and drank with much heartiness, interjecting an oc- 
casional remonstrance with the lady on her poor appetite, his 
glance turned curiously still in the direction of the same bed- 
room door. Hitherto not a word had been pronounced by 
any one but himself, and he again broke the silence : 
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"That is your bedroom? " he inquired. 

Eudoxia raised her head and spoke at last, wearily, help- 
lessly, in a suffocated voice : "Yes, your majesty." 

She observed how constantly his eyes were fixed on the 
curtains ; and once more the trembling of an intolerable hope- 
lessness ran through all her frame. 

" I do not know," said he, after a long pause, " whether 
I ever told your gracious majesty of a play which I saw once 
in England. In one of the scenes a prince is found seated and 
speaking with a lady of royal rank. He is asked to believe 
that he is alone with her, but he soon finds out that he is over- 
heard. He springs up, rushes through an opening in some 
curtains, and, on pretence of killing a rat, plunges a sword into 
the heart of the eavesdropper." 

If he had risen as he spoke and suited his words with deeds, 
he could not have kept pace more fatally with the working of 
Eudoxia's imagination. Her head sank helplessly on her breast. 

" Alexis," continued the Czar, " you are not afraid of rats, I 
think? " 

" Your majesty ! " exclaimed the young man, looking from 
his father to his mother. 

" Do you know that as I came in I thought I saw a move- 
ment at yonder arras? Take my sword and go into your 
mother's bedroom. Look about if there be a rat ; but let us 
not be bloodthirsty, especially in presence of a lady. Unless 
the rat threatens to fly at your throat, do not kill it." 

Alexis took the sword and disappeared behind the arras. 

"Be not afraid," whispered Peter rapidly to the almost 
fainting Eudoxia ; " I shall put no questions to our son on his 
return ; nor shall I ever inquire of him or of any one else who 
is in that room." 

" Sire ! Sire ! " 

" IVe discovered in a general sense what I wish to 
know " 

" God forgive me 1 " 

" My visit shall not be prolonged over the present hour. 
I'll now go away from you with a single and a brief warning. 
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So long, madame, as you confine your intrigues to mere folly 
and selfish indulgence, you shall be left in peace." 

The curtains reopened and Alexis came forward. His face 
was white, his eyes were ablaze with contending passions. He 
grasped the sword convulsively, and while his restless look 
wandered from father to mother, it might have been hard to 
guess which of them was the special object of his mortificatioD, 
rage, and resentment. Peter himself smiled with a new sig- 
nificance, as if in wonder whether the prince contemplated 
violence to either of his parents. The weapon, however, fell 
from the hand of Alexis to the feet of the Czar, who compla- 
cently picked it up and restored it to the scabbard. 

Not a word more was uttered by the three as they remained 
together in that room. The Emperor drank another cup of 
wine, and signalled to the Crown Prince to imitate his ex- 
ample. Then Peter rose from the sofa. The two men bowed 
in silence to the miserable woman crouching beneath them 
and went out of the room. At the end of half-an-hour— 
spent by Alexis in tears and prayers in one of the chapds 
— they were driving away in the Czar's post-chariot from the 
convent. The silence between father and son remained 
unbroken during the whole of the ride through the forest 
When they emerged on to the high road leading to Mos- 
cow, they found themselves fianked on either side by a 
body of cavalry numbering about two hundred men. The 
carriage stopped and the Emperor glanced out. Awaiting him 
was a horse held by his equerry, Sergius Maranoff. 

" You go to Moscow?" said Peter at length, turning to the 
Czarewitch. 

" With your permission, sire." 

" Yes. I shall tell off thirty men to accompany you. No, 
be not afraid ; Sergius Maranoff shall not be one of them. And 
now, you are thinking that I have put you to a cruel test. You 
are less indignant with your mother for what we have just dis- 
covered, than moved with resentment towards me for endeavor- 
ing to kill within your breast the reverence due from a son to 
his mother." 
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" Sire — you mistake " 

"Understand one thing, however. I have promised your 
mother that I would not trouble myself to tempt you into any 
direct betrayal of what you personally saw. I want no revela- 
tions. You shall be spared as far as possible any interrogatory 
calculated to give you pain." 

" Thank you, sire." 

" Yet there is one general question which I must put to you, 
and I rely upon a frank answer." 

" WTiat is it, your majesty? " 

" Reflect on what you have seen in that convent to-day, and 
tell me whether it has decided the argument between you and 
me." 

" It has." 

" And I am justified in my son's eyes? " 

Alexis bowed, kissed his father's hands, and muttered an 
assent in a choking voice. 

" And so, Alexis, enough of my selfish domestic cares. When 
next you and I meet it will be at your own wedding." 

The Czarewitch bowed more deeply than before, and this 
time in grim silence. The Emperor kissed him on the fore- 
head, then alighted and mounted his horse. 

" At Torgau next month," cried Peter to Alexis. 

And so they parted. 

" He is not wholly to blame," said the Czar to himself, as he 
rode on. " He was bom to things moi;e fatal than the inherit- 
ance to the Russian crown. His mother is weak and false ; I, 
with all my strength of will, could never stifle within me the 
longings of the drunkard and the adulterer. It was an evil 
day that joined such a woman and such a man to bring this 
boy into the world 1 " 
9 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE PRINCE'S WEDDING. 

From the beginning of October, 17 11, the castle of Toigan 
had been tumultuous with preparation for the marriage of 
Alexis the Czarewitch and Charlotte of Brunswick, an event 
hailed with gladness, by every one within the influence of the 
Russian and Polish Courts, as a pure love match. Aleiis 
arrived not more than three days after he was expected. At 
the close of a hearty meal taken, at his formal desire, with the 
Russians only who had accompanied him from Moscow, he 
had a conversation in private with his betrothed. The prin- 
cess, while listening and speaking, was aware of an odor of 
many wines and strong waters about the person of her lover. 
But, from whatever impulse, his maimer was amiable ; he ad- 
dressed her with eloquence, even with passion. And before 
going to bed that night Charlotte sought her mother and Helena 
von CEst Frise, and told them every word that had passed. 

" And now, my pretty cousin," she said, turning with bright 
eyes to Helena, " tell me still that my affection for him is 
unjustified." 

"In two days you will see his father," said Helena; "heat 
least will be punctual." 

" Thank you for the reflection on my lover," laughed Char- 
lotte. " But, indeed, you confront me with a point that makes 
me halt in my self-complacency." 

"You still dread to meet this future father-in-law? " 

"I scarce know what to think. Do you believe the tales 
that we hear of him? " 
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** Not all. I hardly think that he kills his prisoners after 
every battle and makes bridges of their corpses at the first river 
he comes to; that he so far sacrifices to the goddess of 
economy as to dispense with a hangman and to take the duties 
on himself ; that he has invented a new system of cannibalism 
by cutting oflt the heads of half his guests at table, and pro- 
posing to the remainder of the company to eat the bodies ; 
that he " 

" Be serious. Let us come to what I really mean. They 
tell us that he's an admirer of beauty. What do you say, 
mother? " 

" His latest choice of a wife belies that opinion," said the 
archduchess. 

" No doubt she has been chosen for other qualities than her 
looks. What I have heard is that he likes to see pretty faces 
about him." 

" Of that again I am doubtful." 

"Whether or no," interrupted Helena, "he will see a 
daughter-in-law who is many and many a million times too 
good and pretty for any son of his." 

" Helena ! " remonstrated Charlotte with affectionate gravity ; 
then turning to her mother, "At least he plays the gallant 
whenever he has an opportunity." 

" There," said the archduchess, " I can tell you a story that 
I think you have not yet heard. When he was in Engkmd, at 
the Court of William of Orange, the worn-out mistresses of the 
two previous kings, and many of their less faded imitators, took 
a delight in prostrating themselves before the young Czar. He 
smiled down at them but stepped aside, without even deigning 
to touch them with his feet. One woman, however, was re- 
solved to succeed where others had failed. Though not in the 
dawn of youth, she was beautiful, of high rank, with a husband 
devoted to her, and relatives who knew her, and were watchful 
lest she should bring dishonor on those of her own blood. She 
had met the Czar at a nimiber of State ceremonies, and had suf- 
ficiently drawn his notice on herself to arouse the envious mur- 
muring of her rivals and the alarm of her kinsfolk. Hex vamt^ 
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was flattered ; but there was one function, a ball announced, to 
which she looked forward as an opportunity of making her vic- 
tory assured. The evening came. From the commencement 
she succeeded in fastening the Emperor to her side. He spoke 
with reserve, but to her ears his language had worlds of mean- 
ing. His look was vague, yet he seemed to have eyes for no 
one but herself. Her head swam with exultation ; that night 
she was determined to sacrifice everything in pursuance of her 
aim. She had been sitting for close on an hour apart with her 
Imperial cavalier, the gleam of a shameless triumph sparkling 
in her eyes, when her own brother advanced. He addressed 
himself to the Czar ; in another room was a new contrivance 
for the speedy hoisting and lowering of sails on board ship; 
would his majesty care to see it? Not another word was 
needed. The Emperor sprang up, all traces of apathy vanished 
from his face, he seized the young man's arm, and, without 
bestowing another word or look upon his charmer, hurried away. 
Within a fortnight, or about the time when the lady was begin- 
ing to recover from her almost mortal discomfiture, the Car 
had left England." 

Charlotte looked away in silence for a few moments. 

" I suppose, madame, you say that to encourage me," she 
at length observed ; " yet I cannot help wondering what he 
will think of me." 

Helena once more broke in with a declaration that she had 
no patience with her cousin's uncalled-for diffidence. 

" If every one regarded me with your eyes, Helena, I should 
have more well-wishers than I have a right to hope for. Well, 
I trust he may not dislike me." 

"You forget one proof of his willingness to smooth your 
way," said the archduchess. 

"How?" 

"In letting you keep to your own religion despite the hor- 
rified protests of his own clergy." 

" He has been at war with that clergy nearly all his Mfe. 
And what he may do in scorn of them does not prove his in- 
clination towards me." 
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" She's to be married according to the Greek rite," mur- 
mured Helena. 

" Again," said the archduchess, " a compromise to please 
the one who should now be most dear to her : her husband." 

"You are bent, mother, on turning everything to my favor." 

"But what will our poor pastor say?" groaned Helena. 
"He who goes through the castle invoking the shade of 
Luther's wife, and wailing that you are henceforth to live among 
barbarians, idolaters, and atheists, men almost as irrevocably 
doomed to forfeit heaven as the followers of the quintessence 
of abominations, Romanism itself." 

" The poor, dear, witless bigot," said the archduchess. 

" One or other of us had best give him a caution. I have 
reason to think that some of his lunatic ravings have before now 
reached the ears of the Czarewitch ; and these orientals of the 
north have at times a grim way of depriving offenders of the 
power of articulate utterance." 

" Let us not take him seriously," said Charlotte ; " we may 
safely laugh at him and his objections to my being married 
in accordance with the ritual of the Eastern Christians." 

" Well said, my darling cousin, my sweet Czarevna," laughed 
Helena : " La couronne de Russie vaut une messe." 

" To come back to my thoughts of the man by whom we 
shall be married ; this Moscow priest " 

" Give him his full tide," said the archduchess ; " his Holi- 
ness the Protopope, lakoff Ignatieff." 

" I have already heard a whisper that he does not enjoy the 
confidence of the Czar." 

" No," said Helena, " and it's one thing more to the credit 
of the Czar that he should so far restrain his own prejudices in 
order to gratify your husband. You see we shall end by trans- 
forming your father-in-law into a model of refinement. What 
would your grandfather say ? " 

" You are an incorrigible chatterer, Helena," said the arch- 
duchess. " But can either of you tell me who is the man that 
came with the Protopope? " 

"Ahy madame/' said Helena, "he is another whose pres- 
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ence is due to the initiative of the Czarewitch ; and let us 
trust that his coming may not prove in the end even less wd- 
come than that of lakoff Ignatieff/' 

" Quite a forbidding character, then. Have you his name?" 

"Alexander Kikine." 

"I remember. Is he not in the confidence of his 
Emperor?" 

" He was. He is now attached to the fortunes of the Czar^ 
witch." 

" And melancholy enough to have to describe it so," mut- 
tered Charlotte. " If such men and I come together, I suppose 
I must take my choice whether to regard them through 1117 
husband's eyes or my father-in-law's." 

On the next evening but one, a few minutes before the sXnkt 
of the hour when he was expected, the Czar arrived at te 
castle. He was accompanied by the Imperial ChanceUor 
Golovkin and a small number of household and army officers^ 
among whom were Peter Tolstoi, Alexander Golovkin and 
Sergius Maranoff. These took upon themselves to wander 
about the castle while their sovereign, under the personal escort 
of the King of Poland, was led to his rooms. He put off his 
travel-stained clothes and dressed himself with a care which 
caused his attendants to exchange glances of amusement and 
wonder. He had selected a costume in honor of his host 
It was a Colonel's uniform in one of the most finely anayed 
of the Polish regiments of cavalry. 

Immediately after entering his apartments, he had con- 
veyed to his royal entertainers a message of excuse for a pro- 
posed delay in the presentation of his compliments where ^ey 
were first due. He desired before all things else to see the 
Princess Charlotte. The chamberlain who received this com- 
munication thought it out of fashion, no doubt, yet was pleas- 
antly astonished at the urbane manner in which it had been 
uttered. He anticipated with relief the probability of not be- 
ing made to suffer from those oddities with which, according 
to report, the Russian monarch had driven to distraction other 
of the court dignitaries of Europe. When Peter had finished 
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his toilet, therefore, the chamberlain was in readiness once 
more, and with something of benign approval in his aspect, 
ushered the august barbarian to one of the smaller state rooms, 
and there left him alone. 

Charlotte had at once received the latest intimation of the 
Czar's will. She sat in her own apartments, in the company 
of her mother and the Queen of Poland, and had not yet re- 
covered from the whirlwind of dismay into which the Imperial 
summons had cast her, when the chamberlain presented him- 
self before her a second time. And the young princess, with 
a painful effort to seem at ease, arose and followed the attend- 
ant. They went through a strangely tortuous corridor and 
stopped in front of a curtained doorway. The chamberlain 
drew the curtains aside, and Charlotte passed in, and started 
at the sound of the door closing behind her. 

She looked forward and grew vaguely aware of a tall figure 
confronting her, in a uniform wherewith she was familiar. Her 
gaze turned from the splendid dress and fbced itself with a 
more wakeful earnestness on the visage of the wearer. In a 
moment, with the self-consciousness of a woman, she had con- 
trasted the impressive forehead, the brilliant black eyes, the 
well-chiselled profile, the firm yet delicately carven lips, with 
the homely features of her own face. Here, then, in this mag- 
nificent countenance, in this gallant form, she must recognize 
the person of her father-in-law. 

With a faltering step she moved towards him as if to kneel. 
He prevented her, taking both her hands and gently forcing 
her to turn her face to his. It was a grave, searching, though 
not embarrassing look, that she encountered ; for she quickly 
drew confidence from it. The strong visage became softened 
with a smile of such tenderness that her face was in a moment 
transfigured with an almost tearful wonder and joy. 

" I am taking a father's privilege, my little one," he said, 
and kissed her. 

They were soon side by side on a couch ; the still young 
Emperor, with a heart seared by care, woe and danger of all 
kinds : the girl-bride of seventeen, travelling towards a land 
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which might open out to her a Garden of Eden^ or lead her on 
to some home of eternal despair, some Hall of Eblis. Peter 
struck pleasantly on the topics most calculated to remove the 
restraint of his companion, and by degrees they glided into the 
flow of easy conversation. After a pause in exchanges of com- 
pliment : " Of course I have heard," said Peter with a pleasant 
smile, " of your attitude when Alexis first came here." 

" Here, your majesty? " 

" To this very castle, on the day when he stood in yoar 
presence just before claiming your hand from the Queen, your 
patroness." 

" Sire ! " 

" What, did you not interpose with an offer to waive all titk 
to his loyalty in case he should deem himself coerced in the 
step he was about to take? " 

"It was unusual," said the princess after a pause; 'Mt 
savored of revolt against those who justly require obedience 
from me. I acted under the inspiration of my conscience. 
True love, in my judgment, can never be divided from the in- 
stinct of honor." 

" And Alexis has won this treasure of your love ? " 

" A poor treasure." 

" I can see that what you did was never prompted by a 
thought for yourself. I might dispense with any one's assur- 
ance as to the way in which you discard the selfish traditions 
of those of our rank. For my part, let me confess to a full 
measure of the egotism more becoming to princes. I love my 
country ; I am giving up my own energies to ensure its wel&ie; 
I am taxing the powers of all whom I can influence in the same 
cause ; I desire that those who come after me shall maintain 
the noblest traditions of our house ; and I am proud and glad 
if I have been of help, even in the most indirect way, in coun- 
selling my son in the choice of such a wife as he now will 
have." 

" This is a tone of encouragement which makes me bapp^i 
your majesty. I trust in God I may live to deserve it." 

" I have inquired about you in so many ways that far jeai% 
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ttle one, you have been no stranger to me. I have thought 
f you with hope. We are face to face at last. I look into 
our eyes, your bright, kind, frank eyes. I hear you speak. 
jid I feel that my successor is taking to himself one who will 
e a worthy Empress of Russia." 

" Oh, long, long may the hour of succession be postponed, 
ire ! " cried Charlotte in a broken voice and with streaming 
yes. 

" But," resumed the Czar, after a pause, and with a kindlier 
mile than ever, " let me not banish thoughts of affection from 
»ur discourse. My child, all mortals hope for the best ; yet it 
i not even in the power of princes to command happiness. 
n our Russian land the night is with us more than the day ; 
a the whole world of men there is immeasurably more of sorrow 
ban of joy. Do not fear that I am wantonly intruding baleful 
[nages upon you at a time when the heaven should seem about 
open most radiantly above you. I hold many obligations, a 
;reat trust under the favor of Almighty God. And yet I 
peak as one who, in the event of storm and darkness menacing 
ou in after time, and in the midst of all his duties, will from 
irst to last hold out to you the refuge of his arms. Teach my 
on to be worthy of yourself. In your moments of trial, should 
X)u have any, think of me as a comforter ; in your gladness 
et me be a sharer. At all times look upon me as a protector, 
. friend, a father." 

In the present hour Charlotte lost cognizance of the tone of 
oreboding in the utterance of the Czar. She had only ears 
ind eyes for a tenderness entirely unhoped for. Some minutes 
;lapsed before she could staunch her tears of happiness or suf- 
iciently compose her voice to speak. And then it was to say 
'cry simply, but with all her heart in the words : " I thank you, 
lire. God bless you ! " 

They rose, and as they left the room and passed out of the 
x>rridor, they came upon lakoff Ignatieff and Alexander Kikine. 
rhe Protopope and his companion prostrated themselves at 
:he feet of their sovereign — " now the head of their Church," 
18 Ignatieff with doleful bitterness was wont to describe biscu 
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The princess, mysteriously aware of a change in the manner d 
the Czar at sight of the new approachers, had been clinging to 
him with childlike trustfulness. Peter glanced at her as if 
pleased with her confidence. He drew her more closely to 
himself; then, as if to set her at ease, he bent a smile ob 
the now upturned faces of the two men, and passed on witii 
her. 

The Emperor and the Czarewitch had not yet met at Toigan. 
They saw each other for the first time at the evening meal pro- 
vided by the King and Queen of Poland for their royal and 
imperial guests alone. Peter was in a marvellously amiabk 
mood ; Alexis himself thawed under his father's influence ; and 
the meeting between them was alike affectionate and free from 
embarrassment. 

Among those at table was Anthony, the reigning Duke of 
Brunswick, and grandfather of the bride. In every look, word 
and gesture, this old man showed a somewhat burdensome 
eagerness of interest in the Czar, though his attitude conveyed 
now and then a suggestion of patronage which threatened to 
destroy the Imperial guest's gravity. The remarks made by 
the duke illustrated at once his acquaintance with geography 
and his expertness in the political and religious history of the 
times. Peter bore up with fortitude against an avalanche d 
questions, appeals and volunteered statements ; but his patience 
was a little tried on being called upon more than once in the 
course of an hour to explain that Turkey and Russia were not 
Asiatic countries divided from Europe by a vast ocean ; that 
Petersburg was neither on the borders of the Black Sea nor a 
suburb of Moscow; that the Greek Church had not been 
founded by Mohammed ; that the Russian Czar was not a 
vassal of the Sultan of Turkey. Any one who looked at the 
King of Poland might have thought that waves of cold were 
passing through his frame when Anthony blundered with special 
maladroitness on to the subject of the late war between the 
Muscovite and Ottoman powers. The old duke perpetually 
referred, to the Sultan as to a superior being among potentate!. 
Peter smiled, but made no immediate answer. He was a little 
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tledy however, when Charlotte, watching him and then turn- 
to her grandfather, said : 

Will you permit me, grandfather? The king of kings, the 
t of the universe, the successor of the Prophet, is fortunate 
laving a Christian admirer here ! " 

Child," retorted the duke with coaxing fretfulness, " these 
subjects on which you know nothing." 
rhe Czar caught the young princess's eye, and shook his 
d gravely. And she laughed. 

' Highness," exclaimed the Polish king, hastily addressing 
hony, ** I am unfortunate as an entertainer. You seem to 
lect my wine." 

7he duke gazed at him with a sort of anxious abstraction, 
turned again to the Czar. 

= The late reports were doubtless untrue, your — ^youi 
esty? " 

What reports?" 
That you were taken to Stamboul." 

Grandfather ! " Charlotte could not help exclaiming 

ome indignation. 

^ As a prisoner, in chains and in a cage ; has it not been 

Timored?" said Peter. 

' Not quite so," said Anthony, a little dubiously. 

' I have never been in Stamboul, as our mutual friend, Herr 

bnitz, will tell you." 

' Nor led elsewhere into the presence of the Soldan? " 

' Highness ! " " Father ! " " Grandfather ! " exclauned the 

^ the archduchess, and the Princess Charlotte almost in a 

ath. 

*eter faced the old man deliberately, though after a reassur- 

glance at the others : " I have never," he said, " been raised 

ligh as to stand in the Soldan's presence in this world ; and 

ust never to be brought so low as to be his companion in 

next" 

!!harlotte had been looking for some seconds with a shamed 

; on the table before her. She now lifted her head and 

ed with delighted eyes at the Emperor ; he answered het 
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with a look of mirthful intelligence ;. and she gave way to a fit 
of laughter. She was joined in her merriment by the King and 
Queen of Poland, by her mother, and, with a half-petxified 
moderation, by the Czarewitch. And Duke Anthony himself, 
after a bewildered gaze about him, started as out of a dream; 
his wrinkled face expanded with feeble cunning, and he broke 
into a half-strangled snigger. He made no more allusions to 
political affairs, and the remainder of the night passed pleas- 
antly. The Czarewitch, though joining in the mirth, always 
with restraint, left the wine well-nigh untasted; and Peter, 
while drinking heartily himself, noted with grave approval the 
abstemiousness of Alexis. It was remarked, however, that two 
or three times when the young prince endeavored to draw 
his father aside, apparently for private conversation, the Car 
invariably found something to divert his attention elsewhere. 

A little after twelve o'clock that night, lakoff Ignatiefi 
entered the chambers assigned to him, and was followed by 
Alexander Kikine. They had been wandering for hours near 
the royal banqueting-room in the hope of seeing Alexis, and 
had come away at last, wearied and discomfited. 

"Hopeless to endeavor to see him to-night," said Kikine, 
when they had both taken seats. " Our movements are watched 
more closely than ever. My business with him can wait for 
days to come. Whatever yours may be — and I gather that it 
require* greater despatch — it must be put off till to-morrow at 
least." 

" Too late." 

"How?" 

" Christ and His Blessed Mother intercede for us I too 
late ! " 

Kikine remained silent for a few seconds. 

" Come," he said at length, " now that we are alone, beyond 
the fear of intnision, do you still leave me to play at guess- 
work? Am I still to wonder what is the nature of the business 
which could have been done to-night and not to-morrow, and 
which clearly required the presence of the Czar for its accom- 
plishment? " 
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" Thero is no further need for secrecy. In one sentence, I 
IS hopeful that since our Imperial Antichrist had grown more 
iulgent towards my penitent ; since he had made the con- 
ssion (astounding from every point of view) that I should 
:rform the marriage ceremony ; he might not be imwilling to 
insider the question that the bride should be first received 
to our holy religion." 
At the present stage of affairs? " gasped Kikine. 
Why not? Here, at least, the God of Mercy knows not 
;e tempting demon's expression — ' too late ! * In the instant 

death a forfeited soul may be redeemed by a single utterance 
 the sacred name of Jesus." 

Kikine crossed himself and remained silent for a becoming 
>ace. Then he rejoined : " Although I have too firm a faith 

your sanity to believe that you are serious, I claim a certain 
edit for not laughing at you. Permit me to point out that 
lis is a bad time for jesting." 

" What do you mean by this disrespect? " 

" Do not take that tone with me. I have the fullest rever- 
ice for you, but I am not your penitent. Let us discuss the 
atter composedly." 

"Well?" 

" Have you forgotten the time spent in drawing up the 
tarriage contract? " 

" I have not." 

" Do you reflect that eight months have gone by since the 
mperor read over each clause and put his name to the deed?" 

" It is the leisurely way in which affairs have been conducted 
lat has encouraged me to look for further delays. And in 
elay is our only hope." 

" You were right in saying a minute ago that it is too late : 
Tong in talking with your present inconsequence. The relig- 
)us element has been the chief difficulty from the outset, 
^ny further idea of postponement would infuriate the Czar, 
le might, in very defiance and ridicule of yourself, have the 
air married according to the Lutheran rite " 

The Pxotopope groaned, and convulsively crossed hu&osJL 
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" Yes," continued Kikine, " and you might be ordered to 
Moscow to be dealt with subsequently. In that case, I leive 
you to imagine what sort of an advocate you would find in your 
pupil." 

'' And I had schooled him so well ! He left the banqueting- 
hall sober and has been on the best of terms with his father aH 
night." 

" Yet his father, as we learn, has avoided seeing him for one 
moment in private. And I suspect that matters have been so 
arranged as to prevent our prince from seeing his confessor.*' 

" I fear you are right." 

"No; we must resign ourselves to let things take their 
course. If I could see hope in action, no one would be more 
helpful than I. Even now my hand would be ready to second 
the deadliest thought in my brain. But what chance of success 
is here? The arch-devil is encircled by his- most cunning 
familiars." 

"True enough." 

"Infinitely better opportunities of righting ourselves have 
been allowed to slip by. You spoke just now of our only hope 
being in delay. That is a doctrine which would commend 
itself admirably to the Czarewitch and some others. To think 
of this execrable tyrant being alone in the wildest forest of 
Vladimir, locked up in a convent through whose walls no ciy 
for help could at the best have been heard, self-disarmed, at 
the mercy of those who have every cause to hate him; and 
yet being allowed to escape ! " 

There was no look of revolt, no outcry of dismay on the 
part of the reverend listener to this lamentation over an unac- 
complished murder. He nodded in plaintive acquiescence and 
sighed and rejoined almost in a whisper : " If he had taken my 
counsel, I should say my command, he might have bad one 
man among his followers as willing to rid Russia of our conj- 
mon enemy as Jacques Clement was to sacrifice himself for the 
salvation of France." 

" And he disobeyed you? " 

"I asked him why he was constantly sending up'supplici- 



The Prince's Wedding. 143 

tioQS for the death of his father, if he blenched from the surest 
means of realizing his wish. He answered nothing, but that 
he would always do his best to keep the Czar and Ivan Slonski 
leagues asunder." 

" It is clear. He would rejoice at the work if it were done, 
but it must be effected without a hint to him. My surprise is 
that we have escaped thus far without betrayal at his hands." 

" You do him too much injustice." 

" I shall simply measure for the future the extent of confi- 
dence I place in him." 

At this moment the door opened, and Count Tolstoi' ad- 
vanced into the room unasked. 

"Your holiness will pardon me," he said, with effusive 
courtesy. " I bear a brief message from the Czar to you." 

Ignatieff and Kikine immediately stood up. 

"To me?" faltered the Protopope. 

" His majesty remembers the prominent part which you will 
take in to-morrow's proceedings, and he is anxious," observed 
Tolstoi", with an open look at Kikine, " that you should not be 
unnecessarily disturbed in your night's rest." 

Kikine bent his head, and, without another word or glance 
at Ignatieff, left the room ; and Tolstoi, after imploring and 
receiving a blessing and an embrace from the Protopope, fol- 
lowed. 

The night which was to sever Charlotte's existence from her 
time of girlhood seemed unusually prolonged. Towards the 
hour when the coming of the dawn might have been expected, 
the autumnal vapors rising heavily from the Elbe had woven 
themselves into a pall of utter blackness, which hung over the 
entire neighborhood of Torgau. This did not lift itself as the 
morning advanced. At noon, however, it was thinned by 
the wind into a brown fog; and later, as the wind fell, the 
fog became recondensed and transformed into a garment of 
purple gloom. And this clung to the battlements and towers, 
and even pervaded the chambers of the castle through the 
intervening time till, without semblance of atmospheric change, 
it grew eventually interfused with the shadows of the night that 
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was to follow. It had been decreed that the marriage should 
take place in the principal hall, where a temporal altar had 
been erected. lakoff Ignatieff congratulated himself on not 
having to perform the ceremony in the Lutheran chapel at- 
tached to the court. Only that morning he had been pleasantly 
informed by the Czar that the wife of Luther himself had been 
buried in the precincts of this very castle, and he felt that it 
would be long before he recovered from the constematioo 
aroused in him by so ill-timed an allusion. He addressed him- 
self with a resigned despair to the duty of performing his part 
in the function with as much of the impressive Eastern cer^ 
monial as the circumstances would permit. 

The chamberlain, finding the day turned into night, had 
directed the voluminous velvet curtains to be drawn over the 
windows. The altar blazed with candles. The upper half of 
the hall was luridly aflame with the light of torches borne bjr 
the officers and attendants of the Czar; the remainder was 
drowned in the sombreness of the heavily draped windows and 
the timeless night. The Protopope and his assistants in the 
priesthood celebrated High Mass in the presence of the bride 
and bridegroom, the Czar, the King and Queen of Poland, the 
members of the Brunswick- Wolfenbtittel family, the Princess 
von CEst Frise, and the Imperial Chancellor Golovkin. The 
whole of the office was conducted in Latin, the Czarewitch 
following it with passionate devotion, his princess glancing at 
him now and then with a happy, sympathetic face, but under- 
standing no word. At one part of the service the chancellor 
went forward and placed the Imperial crown of Russia first on 
the bridegroom's head, then on the bride's. As the priceless 
and ponderous diadem pressed upon the temples of the frail 
girl of seventeen, she bent for an instant under the weight, but 
immediately smiled and drew herself up. She seemed already 
sensible of her responsibilities and ready to bear them with 
courage. And when the sacrament was over and the wedding- 
party had left the extemporized chapel, the Czarevna first kissed 
her mother, then turned to the Czar as to the next of her eldezs 
entitled to her obedience and affection. 
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That day and almost the uninterrupted twenty-four hours that 
followed were given up to feasting, and throughout the time the 
Czar and his daughter-in-law were thrown much together. 
Peter seemed to have taken upon himself forthwith the privi- 
leges of a father, almost disputing with the bride's own mother 
the right to the girl's filial tenderness ; though it was done in 
such simple honesty of attachment, with so little overlarding of 
his discourse with unnecessary terms of endearment, that while 
half awakening the kindly mirth of mother and child, it ap- 
pealed with touching force to their confidence and sympathy. 
Still the Emperor, amidst the signs of esteem and affection be- 
stowed by him on his new favorite, did not lose thought of 
wider interests. He impressed upon her without cessation the 
need of influencing Alexis in all that was good, noble, patriotic. 
And the young Czarevna, while contrasting to herself and already 
trembling at the contrast of her husband's purposeless, ill- 
balanced nature with the splendid earnestness and strength of 
the Czar's character, promised acquiescence. Even while her 
promise was being given she was already yearning for the at- 
tentions of Alexis, who, during these hours of festivity, had 
fallen back into his habit of shrinking as much as possible from 
his father. 

But it was not long before the Czarewitch was eased of the 
burden of a presence always irksome to him. Peter, after 
spending two days in all at Torgau, yielded to his constitutional 
impatience for action, and set out with a violent sense of relief 
for his army in Pomerania. When on the point of departure, 
he ordered lakoff Ignatieff and Alexander Kikine back to Mos- 
cow, and left word for Alexis to proceed to Thorn in a few days 
to prepare quarters for thirty thousand soldiers on their way 
thither. 

The Emperor had come and vanished with his usual restless, 
lightning-like rapidity. He had been gone from Torgau more 
than a week — to the somewhat foreboding regret of Charlotte — 
when the Czarevna began to give her husband certain hints as to 
what was expected of him by his father. Yet she was unaffectedly 
careful not to seem anxious for his departure from herseli 
10 
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Alexis, however, obeying his own loathing of warlike activitf, 
while skilfully assuming a manner most calculated to appeal to 
his wife's longing for his presence, proposed to accompany her- 
self and her family on their return to WolfenbtitteL Charlotte 
forgot all things in the prospect of going back with her husband 
to the home of her childhood, and the party set out from the 
old castle of Torgau. 

At Wolfenbtittel the littie court of the Duke of Brunswick 
kept up the marriage festivities for three weeks longer. Then 
came a letter from the Czar. It was borne by Sergius Mara- 
noff, and it commanded Alexis to go to Thorn at once. The 
Czare witch, after questioning the messenger with satirical anx- 
iety as to a deep scar on his temple, dismissed him. Then he 
sought Charlotte and advised her to remain with her people for 
another month. She would have accompanied him at once, 
despite the hardships he foreshadowed to her. She obeyed him, 
nevertheless, with cheerful looks. Her cheerfulness did not 
even change when the hour came for him to leave her, and 
when, as it seemed to her, his utterance was thicker than usual 
and the hand which he had waved to her after he had mounted 
his post-carriage was unsteady. She remained till the day ap- 
pointed for her separation from her family. She bade an affec- 
tionate but calm farewell to all. At the last, however, she cast 
a somewhat wild look round at the scenes of her childish days. 

Then she set out for Pomerania, to commence her real ex- 
periences as wife of the Crown Prince of Russia. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE CZAREVNA'S HOME LIFE. 

N the spring of 1 7 1 2 the Czarevna received, in reply to a letter 
ler own, the following communication from her mother : 

' Your letter is a sad one. I have read it with all the more 
1 inasmuch as I can offer you but little material help. It is no 
ibt a subject of wonder that the allowance guaranteed to you 
uld remain unpaid. Still, I would recommend you to guard 
inst writing in complaint to the Czar himself. I think he is 
ly fond of you ; your life is bound up with the future of a 
barous country where your friends maybe few ; and by pre- 
itately inviting the Emperor's notice to the odd inconveni- 
es from which you suffer, you might hurt his pride and 
ke your one all-powerful friend turn cold looks upon you. 
nember how morbidly anxious he is, as we have already seen, 
;orce Muscovy at a bound into the rank of civilized nations, 
[ how any reminder of her still imtamed condition is likely 
mmiliate and offend him. Measure your attitude towards 
I by your knowledge of the weight of anxiety resting on him. 
*m what I have heard of his home life in past years, the 
igers encountered by him from disloyal subjects — ^apart from 
side wars — the sullen opposition he has met with, from those 
rest to him, in his aims to do right, he seems to me an 
ect equally deserving of the profoundest pity and the highest 
airation. Let it be your task to appear as a new source of 
[ifort to one who has been hitherto so magnificently forlorn 
lis enormous empire. When you see him, address him as 
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your second father, a title which he himself claims, as we kxxiv, 
with s'-ch whimsical Cameiiness. Lay >*our little grievance 
before him. Do il-.is good-humoredly, and without tiie inter- 
vention of others. He likes candor, he likes to win confidence, 
and he is :oo ^^"*^*ou> to let you be the \'ictini of small annoy- 
ances. For the yresent, the messenger to whom I have cn- 
trustevi this wi*'. ban«i you at the same time five hundred florins. 
I wish I could sj\are more. The man also bears a parcel con- 
taining four new gowns. Wrapped up with these are a number 
of trinkets to which no special memories are attached, and 
which you may sell should the money not hold out. Kiss my 
niece Helena for me." 

This letter was not the first indication that a few months were 
enough to awaken Charlotte from earlier dreams to some of the 
realities of the marriage made by her. As a sort of compensa- 
tion, she still was indulged with tales of the man-els of Moscow 
and the treasures of the Kremlin. Meanwhile, instead of being 
transported to a magic realm whose highway's were lined with 
hundreds of welcoming nobles clad in pearl and gold ; whose 
palaces and churches blinded the gazer with their wilderness of 
colors and their mjTiads of jewels ; where the heavens rained 
ruby and sapphire, emerald and diamond, over and around her; 
she was frequently driven to startling shifts in order to procure 
the necessaries of life for herself and her little German court. 
Within the first half-year she was compelled to stint herself 
rigorously in the matter of dress, and indeed had already sold 
part of her wardrobe and jeweller)* for daily bread. She had 
sent her husband a note in which she had touched delicately 
and half-laughingly upon her straits. The querulous answer she 
received did not encourage her to pursue the subject. 

The greater part of the twelve months following her mar- 
riage were taken up with travelling in her husband's footsteps 
from place to place, as the changes in the movements of the 
army demanded. And dreary was the direction which her 
journey took : through Eastern Prussia, in all the desolation of 
its monotonous plains, its poisonous marshes, and its leaden- 
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Lorizons drooping into the Gulf of Danzig. The waters, 
er of gulf, river, or lagoon, were adjacent to a land where 
;r orchard nor garden pleaded for the warmth of the sun 
ng forth fruit or flower ; a land wholly devoid of fertility 
oveliness. The Vistula rolled heavily its mud-thickened 

in summer, its blocks of slime-encumbered ice in winter, 
side hills without a vestige of culture, solitudes without a 
B, level wastes with not a sign of human life. The mili- 
tations where the princess halted — ^Thom, Elbing, Marien- 
— were masses of grim rampart, towns where the dwellings 
he uniform semblance of dungeons in a state of siege, 
ring the earlier part of her stay at Thorn, Charlotte had 
in a convent where her windows looked on a range of 
s half burnt and empty. At the end of a fortnight Alexis 
:ed his course from Elbing to Thorn; and Charlotte, 
t hysterical with joy at the prospect of having him near 
)r a while, moved with her retinue into a fairly commodi- 
louse in the centre of the town. Here the Czarewitch 

his days with certain young Polish nobles who had estates 
; neighborhood. He was brought home night after night 
I Czarevna in varying stages of helplessness from drink, 
the intervening hours, patiently, skilfully, sleeplessly spent 
e girl-wife in attendance on her husband, only served to 
h him for new debauches. 

long those of her household on whom she was led to rely 
acit way for assistance at these times, was a waiting maid 
* name of Euphrosyne Feodoreff. This was a person of 
sh origin who had been brought up with her twin-brother 
jn an estate belonging to the Crown Prince's tutor, Nicepho- 
iazemski. The twins, though of the serf class, had early 
:ted the amiable notice of their proprietor, who took them 
lis own house, paid for their instruction, and did not dis- 
to superintend their studies in the hours which he could 

from his more illustrious pupil. Their education, in con- 
;nce, was exceptional among people of their condition, 
heir patron had been in some perplexity as to the fittest 
)f continuing his benevolent interest in them* An oppor- 
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tunity came to his hand about the time of the arrangements ior 
the marriage of Alexis. It was out of the questioQ to approach 
the Czarewitch, with his hatred of respoosibility of every kind, 
upon a domestic detail. By the recommendation of an old 
court official in Moscow, a man deep in the confidence of lakoff 
Ignatieff, Stepdn Glieboff and Alexander Kikine, a place was 
found for Euphrosyne in the service of the Czarevna ; while 
her brother, by the unaided influence of Viazemski, was ac- 
cepted as a personal valet to a Polish count in the neighbor- 
hood of Thorn ; one of the nobles who now exchanged visits 
with the Czarewitch. 

It repeatedly fell to the lot of Paul Feodoreff to help the 
more or less unconscious Alexis home after a night's carouse. 
Twice, indeed, the valet, a young fellow of rare height and 
amazing strength, had had the honor of bearing the insensible 
Czarewitch in his arms for nearly half a mile and seeing him 
safely housed. At all these times Euphrosyne, considering 
that the duty imposed on her brother gave herself a certain 
right of interference, thrust herself forward to help the Czar- 
evna ; and at first her services were accepted in a silence of 
humiliated gratitude by her mistress. Gradually, however, 
there stole into the woman's manner a tentative familiarity, an 
indefinable coarseness of intrusion, which the young wife was 
quick to notice, and which she put an end to by relegating 
Euphrosyne once for all to her own sphere of office. The 
woman obeyed quietiy. Three days afterwards the Czarevna 
and her inseparable friend and cousin Helena von CEst Frise 
had just composed a quarrel among the servants when a visitor 
sent in his name. He proved to be Count Michaelovski, the one 
man among the notables of the neighborhood whose acquaint- 
ance with her husband the Czarevna did not regard with dis- 
favor. It was never at his house that the Czarewitch was in- 
dulged in his excesses, and it was primarily to the count that 
Charlotte had reason to be thankful for many a service ren- 
dered imder distressing circumstances. 

He was at once admitted to the room where the Czarevna 
and her companion awaited him. His reception was chanc- 
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terized by the graciousness to which he had grown accustomed, 
]ret he remarked a certain trouble in the eyes of both the ladies. 

" I fear that my visit is not well-timed," he said. 
Why do you say so? " inquired Charlotte. 
The matter on which I have called may, on the whole, be 
described as a trifling one ; and your Imperial Highness has, no 
doubt, graver things to attend to at this moment" 

The Czarevna gave a forced laugh. 

" Not so grave as you suppose, count. No question of state. 
The cares with which ladies are most familiar. Nothing but a 
disagreement among our servants." 

It was the count's turn to look perplexed. Then he smiled : 
" I do not know whether to call it strange or absurd, that the 
business which brings me here is of no more momentous a 
nature than that which has disturbed your highnesses, concerned 
38 it is with the same order of people only." 

*' Let us hear this business." 

" I understand, madame, that there is in this household a 
waiting woman named Euphrosyne Feodoreff?" 

The two ladies exchanged glances. 

" Yes, count," answered the Princess Helena. 

" I did not know of it, and had no cause for interesting myself 
in it before this day. It was within the last two hours that a 
servant of my own, who has claims on my consideration, asked 
me for an interview : made mention of this girl and implored 
me, if I had a true regard for your highness ; if I desired the 
peace and welfare of your home ; to impress upon you the need 
of removing the same Euphrosyne Feodoreff from your presence 
forever." 

Charlotte and Helena looked at one another with more 
deliberate astonishment than previously; then the Czarevna 
turned to the count : 

^'May we know who it was that made such a request to 
you?" 

" My lackey, the woman's own brother, Paul Feodoreff." 

"Yes," mused Charlotte with averted eyes; "yes — and in 
the man himself you have confidence, count? ^* 
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''Unalterable confidence. He is candid, singularly well- 
spoken, discreet, brave, faithful, reliable, in all ways. If he ii 
reserved just now it is, I think, from reluctance to give painbf 
undue revelations. But he is intensely earnest in this matter." 

" Her own brother, too ! " said the Czarevna. "You may 
have seen our looks of wonder, count, when you introduced 
the subject. I^t me tell you frankly that we have just granted 
audience to an embassy from our servants, who have en- 
deavored to show us the impossibility of their working together 
amicably with this Finnish woman." 

" And the count's valet could neither influence this feeling 
nor know of it," remarked Helena : " he is unacquainted with 
any of our servants." 

"Again, I say that, though unpleasant, it seems infinitely 
trivial," said the count, rising, "and nothing short of the 
passionate urgency of my man — who had clearly nothing to 
gain by his candor — could have moved me to disturb your 
highnesses on the subject." With many more excuses he then 
took his leave. 

He had not gone fifty yards from the house when he met 
the Czarewitch near a barrack. They stopped and exchanged 
greetings. 

" Have you thought over what I said to you two days ago? 
Was it two or more ? My head has grown confused since I 
have been in these quarters," laughed Alexis. 

"Your highness deigns to refer to my humble valet? " 

" What ? The prince of valets ! A man who had the 
same tutor as myself. Truly, he may be none the better 
for that. But at least he can read and write, which is more 
than can be said of some empresses," chuckled the Czare- 
witch in a suppressed voice ; "a titanic nurse who carries 
me about as if I were an infant ; who has disarmed his own 
master in fencing, and has broken three sticks on rascals 
who spoke ill of the same master. Why, I should lose breath 
in uttering his perfections. He is Paul the Incomparable. 
He lends a dignity to the domain of lackeydom by belongiQg 
to it." 
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e is indeed honored in having an Imperial Crown Prince 
I his praises. Well, monseigneur, and so you have taken 
g to him?" 

is. But if the sacrifice would be too great " 

ith your permission we shall not put it in that way. 
in gratify your highness, and at the same time advance 
or fellow's interests, I shall decline to consider any other 

of the case." 

tt us not ignore his own feelings. If we see that he 
tes out of love for you, it must be understood that neither 
)r I shall exert pressure on him." 
I a word, your highness, we'll take it that when he has no 

myself for a master, you have the first claim on him." 
lie they spoke, a man in the uniform of a Russian officer 
I near them, knelt to the Czarewitch, and, rising, went 
the barrack. Alexis gazed after the man, then turned 
with a shudder. His face had become white, and its 
sion was one of measureless loathing, 
[aranoff ? " he muttered. " I had not thought that man 



2re." 



ne of his majesty's equerries, is he not?" 
!e has also command of a squadron of cavalry. I now 
iber ; he was to halt here for three dajrs before proceed- 
Elbing. Yes," continued Alexis, with a shrug of the 
lers, " this is one of the men whom my father delights 



lor." 



; prince's gesture and tone were not lost upon the count, 

lided away from the topic. 

^e meet this evening at Valodjeska's house, your high- 



tf 



^ith all my heart. And I hope your servant Paul will 
liin reach." 

¥ards evening of that day the Czarevna sat alone, de- 
I as usual since morning of the company of her husband, 
Ued with a half -foreboding perplexity at a clamor, sub- 
though plainly audible, which now and again rose from 
irvants' quarters. The noise was at its highest and thsik 
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had given place to an even more thrilling calm, and Chartotte 
was about to ring for attendance, when Helena von CEst Fiise 
hurried into the room. Her head was downcast and the 
expression of her face could not well be seen, though it was 
noticeable that her cheeks were burning. She approached 
her cousin before whom she knelt, seizing her hand with t 
convulsive movement and kissing it, though without looking 
in her face. 

" What's the matter? " inquired the Czarevna with a beat- 
ing heart. 

" My princess ! " faltered Helena. She raised her head 

for an instant, and her eyes were seen to be filled with tears; 
then her head sank lower than ever. 

" Is anything the matter with him ? " cried the Czarevna. 

Helena rose from her knees with set mouth and eyes in which 
the tears would seem to have been suddenly licked up by the 
fire of a new emotion. 

'' You have nothing to fear on your husband's account," she 
said in a hard voice. 

Charlotte looked steadily at her. 

" What's the meaning of these changes of mood? Sit beside 
me and explain." 

The Princess von (Est Frise obeyed. 

" Your servants, it appears, must continue to be the subject 
of interest with you," she remarked in icy tones. "The 
warnings addressed to you have not come too soon." 

" The warnings of this afternoon ? " 

Helena looked at her with a once more altered face. 

" My kind, brave-hearted, noble princess ! My own 
cousin ! My gentle, innocent darling — ^you whose natuiei 
with its abhorrence of meanness and its love of good, has 
always inspired me in my conception of the qualities d 
God's most perfect work — b, true woman; to think that 
you ! " 

She paused, and the tears once more fell unrestrained from 
her eyes. Charlotte looked long at her and slowly took one 
of her hands. 



The Czarevna's Home Life. 155 

** You used the word * innocent ' just now. In what con- 
nection was that? Cahn yourself, my dear. I might speak 
of the rack of suspense on which I am stretched at this 
moment. Let me try to set you an example of patience and 
composure." 

Helena drew herself up with an effort, looked full at her 
and said: "Our butler, our groom, our chambermaid, our 
kitchen wench have been asked to sit in judgment and pro- 
nounce condemnation upon us unheard. It seems that we 
connive at your husband's absences from home, and that while 
he is away we console ourselves by receiving visitors of the 
oppMDsite sex." 

Charlotte arose. 

** And the originator of this? " 

** Is the woman against whom we have been cautioned." 

*' And our servants, our Germans, what is their view? " 

" It would be telling you little to say that they laugh her to 
scorn and denounce her. If they were not firmly restrained, 
she might easily run the danger of being torn to pieces among 
them. There is but one man in the entire household, German 
or other, who seems in a sense to take her part." 

"And to believe this of me? Who is the man?" 

" The evil-eyed rufilan of a priest who has been forced upon 
us — as many priests are, no doubt — for our sins." 

" Ivan Slonski ! Yes. The man whom I have always recog- 
nized as my enemy." 

" An enemy all the more dangerous, inasmuch as, agreeably 
to oriental precedents, he has acquired a certain sanctity in 
your husband's eyes from being half a madman." 

Charlotte reflected for a few moments. Then she sat down 
again and threw back her head wearily. 

" I am not quite fitted for distressing scenes to-day," she 
said, " yet I cannot let the night pass without searching into 
this." 

** And if this coarse, brutish monk should contrive to let the 
Czarewitch know of it? " 

'* I shouki be the victim of some rare vengeance, dear to the 
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imaginations of Eastern tyrants, eh? " laughed Charlotte. Thea 
she resumed gravely : " I'll not shrink from discussion, if it be 
forced upon me. But self-respect will naturally hinder me 
from being the first to press a theme so miserable on my hus- 
band's notice." 

Two hours later a message came to Charlotte from Michael- 
owskiy on behalf of the Czarewitch, saying that his Imperial 
Highness proposed to stay at the Baron Valodjeska's house that 
night. Ten o'clock of the same evening had struck when Piul 
Feodoreff called at the house of the Czarewitch to see Euphro- 
syne. He was told that she had gone out an hour since and 
had not returned. She had been absent at about the same 
time — and, as the informant suggested, without permission— 
on the tAvo previous nights. 

Sergius Maranoff had given his last orders in barracks, and 
had finished his duties for the day, when he thought he would 
refresh himself with a walk through the town. The season was 
early autumn, and the moon, expanded almost to its full circle 
in a clear sky, saved the need of lanterns and torches. He 
made rapidly for the outskirts of the town, passed the convent 
where the Czarevna had first been lodged on coming to the 
neighborhood, and looking toward some red brick houses, 
empty, shattered with cannon, crumbling to the ground, he 
halted. The pause was only for an instant. He caught sight 
of a cloak half hidden by the range of ruined houses, and flut- 
tering in the wind. He looked around. For several minutes 
he had been angered by observing, at a score of yards or so 
behind him, the big form of a man who seemed to be going 
his way and to be keeping him constantly in view. As the 
officer now glanced back, he found no one within sight. The 
supposed watcher was, no doubt, a pedestrian who had arrived 
at the end of his journey, and had disappeared in one of the 
inhabited dwellings on the far side of the convent Maranoff 
moved at a leisurely pace across to the deserted houses, and 
was about half-way from the convent, when the cloaked 
figure issued from its partial concealment and came towards 
him. 
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" Back, back ! " he cried in a low harsh voice. 

" What* s the matter now? " she retorted in a manner hardly 
less abrupt and irritable than his own. 

'^ Again I say, keep in the shadow.'' 

" You are so late," she said, " I despaired of your coming ; 
and my heart has almost died within me at the loneliness. But 
I suppose," continued she with a murmuring, caressing laugh, 
" I must not complain now that you are here." 

" It will be well for you to restrain this effusiveness ; and 
since it is as false as everything else about you, the effort will 
not cost you much." 

What has vexed you? " 

I have been asking myself often of late whether you behave 
as unguardedly in the house, as you have done more than once 
in your talk and action when with me. And your way of start- 
ing out imder the moonlight at this very moment is not calcu- 
lated to ease my doubts." 

" You are easily scared," she said with an impudent laugh. 

" One thing let me tell you," he rejoined, " that, if you adopt 
this tone, everything must be at an end between us." 

There was a pause, during which the man seemed to wait 
impatiently, almost anxiously, for an answer, while the woman 
showed no eagerness about breaking the silence. 

" Everything at an end?" she repeated languidly at length, 
but with a dangerous hardness coming over her voice. " You 
tempt me to ask — who will be the sufferer by that ? I do not 
wish to copy your bad temper, however. I content myself by 
saying that you do not encourage me. Yet I obey you without 
question, and often to my peril." 

" My dear," said Maranoff, still querulously, but in a more 
softened tone, " the one thing likely to imperil you is yoiu* own 
tongue. You have a mixture of cunning and rashness which 
hardly sort well with each other. One thing, let me trust that 
your constant outbreaks of hatred against the Czarevna, and 
your astounding oaths to ruin her married life, are not repeated 
within doors. Your aim is, of course, prompted by malice ; 
yoQ have no cause of quarrel against the princess ; but let me 
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warn you that you are making a hazardous experiment A 
soldier walking over a field every inch of which is undermined, 
could not be exposed to greater risk than you." 

" I know what I am doing. Some day you may see whedur 
or not I have wrongly calculated my chances." 

" Another thing ; if I could trust your word, I should ask 
you whether you ever mention my name, in this campaign 
of tale-bearing and michief-making which you have set 
afoot?" 

" Ah, these heroic men, who always wish to enjoy the ad- 
vantage while disclaiming the responsibility ! I answer your 
question with a simple No." 

" To turn from this. You do not hear whether your Imperial 
master has ever complained of the condition of his letters?" 

" They are always handed to my Imperial master when he 
is awakening from a drunken stupor, and when he is hardly 
qualified to examine the state of the seals." 

" A courier came to-day? " 

" Two hours ago." 

" The letters which you brought me the night before last, like 
many previous ones, were from Petersburg, and useless for my 
purpose. If you can bring no others " 

"Those which came last," she interrupted, "are from Mos- 
cow and the Convent of Souzdal." 

" And you have them upon you now? " 

" I have ; and you little deserve to be told so, after your re- 
ception of me to-night." 

The equerry seemed to have a difficulty in controlling his 
joy. He smiled with something of fondness on the woman, 
and was drawing a little nearer to her, when a tall, broad- 
shouldered figure that appeared to ascend from the blackened 
houses hard by stood between them. 

"You ! " cried the woman, starting back. 

" Yes." 

"Who is this?" demanded the equerry, turning to die 
woman. 

" My brother," was the stifled response. 
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MaranoCfs eye caught the far from sisterly look with which 
the words were accompanied, and he laughed. 

"The Polish count's valet?" said he, looking at Paul with 
insolent good humor. " Well, good fellow, your fraternal affec- 
tion is worthy Of praise, though you have omitted to annoimce 
your coming." 

" I'm glad I have come in time," said Paul, addressing the 
woman only ; " I'll not leave you this night until you have re- 
turned those letters unopened to their proper addresses." 

Maranoff's breath came fast 

"A spy?" he stammered. 

" Yes," answered Paul, turning suddenly round to him, " a 
spy upon a gracious thief and her equally degraded accom- 
plice." 

" What tone is this for a serf to assume towards a Russian 
noble?" 

** The serf will be pleased to justify that tone in presence of 
his Imperial Highness the Czarewitch," rejoined the servant, 
looking full into the eyes of Maranoff. The equerry, with a 
convulsive movement, snatched his sword from the scabbard. 

" That justification you will never have an opportunity of 
pleading," he cried. 

But almost in the same instant the weapon was wrenched 
from his grasp, and he was himself whirled away several yards, 
and only saved from falling to the ground by the interposing 
wall of one of the deserted houses. Paul waited till Maranoff 
had recovered from the shock. Then he said : " A Russian 
nobleman will not be grateful to have his weapon returned to 
him by one in my condition. And even a serf and a lackey 
might be ashamed to keep too long in his hands the sword 
of a man who plots with servants to steal their masters' 
letters." 

Without pause he snapped the weapon across his knee and 
hurled the fragments from him. The silver hilt and the two 
halves of the steel blade flashed through the moonlit air and 
sank into the Vistula some thirty yards away. 

Maranoff watched thisaction as if in adream. Then he ap- 



i6o The Son of the Czar. 

peared to awake. He moved forward from the wall, fixed t 
long look upon the valet, and without a word walked away. 

" Come with me/' said Paul to the trembling Euphrosjne, 
and they too left the spot 

Helena von (Est Frise had quitted the Czarevna*s presence, 
for the tenth time within an hour, to know if the Finnish house- 
maid had returned, when Anselm Athanasieff came hunying 
from the outer entrance. 

"You have news at last?" cried the princess. 

" The woman waits in the vestibule, your highness, and she 
is accompanied by her brother." 

" Her brother? ^Vhy should he come here? " 

" A gross intrusion, madame. But we hear that the feUov 
has been trained above his place in life and prides himself on 
a persuasive tongue. He is doubtless here to set a new light 
on his worthy sister's doings and sayings." 

" Wait here," said Helena, and disappeared into the room 
she had just left. She quickly returned. 

" Bid Euphrosyne Feodoreff and her brother come this way. 
Her Imperial Highness the Czarevna proposes to receive 
them." 

The chamberlain concealed as well as he might his wonder 
at this intimation and withdrew. 

Charlotte sat in the not very imposing apartment which 
served as her room of state. Beside her stood Helena, when 
the two humble visitors entered. It was with a certain curi- 
osity, in the midst of her agitation, that the Crown Princess 
noted the contrast between the brother and sister. Euphrosyne 
was a little below the usual height of women. She had rounded 
shoulders and a very full bust, and her hands, though small, 
were coarse. Her hair was of a reddish hue, abundant, and 
curling naturally. She had a healthy skin ; there was a keen- 
ness rather of selfish calculation than of intelligence in her blue 
eyes ; her nose was well shaped ; her mouth was large ; there 
was a combined sensuality and sullenness in her bright red 
lips ; and the general characteristic of her appearance might 
be described as one of bnitish attractiveness. The inoompap 
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ter scale on which Paul Feodoreff was built might 
ly have drawn a smile from most onlookers under the 
:onditions. In stature he was quite six feet four ; and 
sn of lesser height, with pretensions and training to the 
Lshment of feats of strength, had been known to envy 
1 of shoulder and depth of chest. His hair was long 
a rich brown ; his features were finely cut ; and the 
llor of his complexion harmonized well with his large 
es, and the expression, habitually grave, even to moum- 
o( his distinctly handsome face. He and the twin- 
side whom he appeared were understood to be twenty- 
's of age. 

>proaching the Czarevna, Paul prostrated himself, and 
ated with a sulky uneasiness by Euphrosyne. Char- 
led to them both to stand up. Something even in the 
titude of humbleness appealed to her confidence, and 
ith a kindly smile that she said : 
wished to see me. You may speak." • 

oung man bowed : " A valet, a serf could never have 
hope for this indulgence on the part of your Imperial 
s, had he any private interest to serve. It is only be- 
: wishes to guard you, at the price of the punishment 
belonging to him, that he is now here." 
Dtte glanced at the cowering figure of Euphrosyne, and 
td: "Proceed." 

limed abruptly to his sister : " Those letters," he said, 
roman, with a malevolent though terrified glance at her 
took a packet of letters from her bosom and handed 
him. 

lame," he resumed, addressing the Czarevna, "there 
:esses who, with one-hundredth part of the cause of re- 
t you already possess against this creature, would have 
lodged in prison or exiled for life." 
g this brief sentence Charlotte's face had grown red 
te, her lips had drawn firmly together, then had sepa- 
a quiver beyond her control, while Paul looked persist' 
leways at Euphrosyne. 
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'' But here/' he continued^ glancing at the letters, " I have 
to tell your Imperial Highness of a fresh discovery ; here is 
matter by which one in the position of the present ofifender 
might, without undue stretching of law, forfeit her very life." 

'' Ah, Mother of Mercy ! " moaned the housemaid. 

" Her life?" whispered Helena. 

" WTiat is this ? " faltered the Czarevna. 

Paul deliberately examined, one after the other, the coven 
of eight letters which were in his hands. 

" Here are two letters from Petersburg and four from Mos- 
cow for his Imperial Highness the Czarewitch. Here again 
are two letters from the army, one for the Czarewitch, one for 
your Imperial Highness, both bearing the seal of his majesty 
the Czar. All these letters, treasonably kept back from their 
owners, I found in the possession of this woman, my sister, who 
was about to hand them over for perusal to a man, her accom- 
plice in the robbery." 

The dogged frankness with which he made this revelatioD 
was only eciualled by the firmness with which he advanced to 
the Czarevna, and, kneeling, held out the letters to her. She 
took them mechanically, staring at him in the extremity of 
amazement. Euphrosyne had meanwhile dropped on her 
knees ; then, letting her body sink forward, had remained pros- 
trate on the floor. And a silence followed, during which the 
Czarevna gazed, with a return of calmness, at the downcast 
heads of brother and sister. 

" I am asked by this unhappy girl's own brother," she said 
at last, " to put her away from my service." 

" I spoke in that sense to my master, the Count Michael- 
owski, madame. But since I made the request it has come 
within your highnesses power to inflict a sterner punishment" 

His emphatic recurrence to the case in its grimmer aspect 
sent a prolonged shudder through the frame of the prone 
Euphrosyne. 

"Where shall she go if I dismiss her?" asked Charfette. 

" Am I to understand that your highness's displeasure wil 
carry you no further?" 
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" No further." 

''Then, in case of her meeting with such undeserved 
moderation^ I could take her from here in the course of an 
hour, bestow her among persons known to me, and she should 
set out to-morrow in the company of certain travellers bound 
for Moscow." 

" And I gather that this would be her brother's desire? " 

"Yes, madame." 

" Be it as you will," said Charlotte, making a gestiu-e of 
dismissal, and closing her tired eyes. 

Paul touched Euphrosyne. The woman rose, uncovering 
eyes filled with tears of rage, a face livid with mortification, 
but with no glimmer of repentance in it, and stealing a 
sinister glance at the Czarevna, she left the room with her 
brother. 

" That young man is not one of our worst friends," observed 
Helena to Charlotte on the following day. They had just 
learned that the disgraced maid had left Thorn. 

" He has a dangerous sister," was the reply. 

" At the worst he has ensured her silence ; and, while hold- 
ing threats over her, has admirably and, as we could see, with 
set design, shielded you from her malice." 

"Let us hope so," said Charlotte, with a thoughtfulness 
which made Helena stare at her. 

Two nights after Euphrosyne's departure for Moscow, Paul 
Feodoreff had gone out by arrangement to call for his master, 
who was now with the Czarewitch at a friend's house. The 
valet had gained within the last hour some information of 
which, at the request of Count Michaelowski, he had been 
in search all day. It seemed that Euphrosyne, before leav- 
ing Thorn, had contrived to send a note to Sergius Maranoff, 
who had thereupon set out in haste to the headquarters of the 
Czar — now distant a day's journey — ^and had just returned. 

Paul's errand took him down a street which skirted the 
northern wall of the central barrack. He walked at a leisurely 
pace, with hands behind his back and head bent. He had 
commenced to wonder for the first time why the count had 
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become so suddenly interested in the movements of Maianofii 
" I hope," thought the valet, " my master will not be dnim 
into a quarrel. They say this vile letter-robber is the best 
swordsman in the Russian army." He went a few paces further 
and involuntarily smiled. " I wish/' said he to himself, *' that 
it were possible for a man in my condition to put that state- 
ment to the proof." 

It was a night of doubtful weather. A gray mist over- 
spread the sky. l*he vapor was too thin to obscure the 
moon, which had now broadened to its full circumference 
and immersed the land in a dull twilight. An intense cahn 
prevailed everywhere. The noise of a drop of rain falling 
upon a stone which the valet passed was clearly audible and 
made him look up. Another drop fell upon his cheek. He 
hastened his footsteps. He had noticed two or three soldiers 
loitering about the entrance to the barrack ; elsewhere, along 
the half mile he had so far come, the thoroughfare was de- 
serted. Moving leftward, he reached the narrow and more 
than ever solitary lane, whose one conspicuous object above 
the level of the ground was the house to which he was going. 
It was a furlong ahead. He had taken less than a dozen 
strides towards it, when on a sudden he was seized from 
behind with the gras}) of many and strong hands. His amis 
were pinioned to his ribs, his legs were made fast ; he was 
dragged round to the long street which he had just left and 
swimg upright against the wall : his vast powers of resistance, 
after a first convulsive effort, quite gone. His eyes ranged 
over a semicircle of soldiers, in the front of whom stood Sergins 
Maranoff. 

All had been done in silence. No orders had been given, 
no words exchanged among the assailants, no sound had es- 
caped the lips of the helpless man confronting them. Maranoff 
was the first to speak. 

"We have not gagged you," he said ; "we are merciful 
enough to supjKwe that you may want your breath during what 
is in store for you, and you may then use it to the full extent 
of your lungs." 
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''That is a liberty of which I should make little use. To 
tell you that you are a coward/' said Paul, '' would in no way 
startle the men who show such a slavish readiness in conniving 
at your basene^." 

** You have the knout ready ? " said Maranoff, addressing a 
thick-set, strongly made soldier of ordinary height. 

" Yes, lord captain." 

** Strip him. Take care not to unbind him too soon. Cut 
his clothes to ribands and fling them away." 

" It shall be done, lord captain." 

" He shall receive the full measure of one hundred and one 
blows." 

The nature of the valet's offence towards MaranofF had 
leaked out, and the order just given made several even of the 
stolid bystanders glance in dismay at each other. There 
was not one present who did not know the power of the knout 
when seriously used. It had often happened that an execu- 
tioner, unbribed and dealing with a friendless criminal, had 
killed his man at a single blow by wrapping the tremendous 
whip round the victim's lungs and heart. Even where the 
catastrophe was not so swift, even where a culprit well built 
and in good health remained alive after the first honestly aimed 
blow, he generally fainted at the fourth and died at the seventh 
or eighth. None knew better than Maranoff's hearers, there- 
fore, that the judgment pronounced meant over and over again 
a sentence of death. 

The present executioner answered as eagerly as before, 
"Certainly, lord captain." 

The other attendants appeared on a sudden to have be- 
come less brisk in their movements. Paul's face remained 
unaltered. 

" When you have reached the half of the punishment," said 
Maranoff, his face darkening and his eyes assuming a peremp- 
tory hardness as he observed the signs of discomfort among his 
followers, " you shall slit the fellow's nostrils." 

Once more the men looked at each other, and this time with 
peculiar smiles. And the executioner, with a hesitating grim- 
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ness, appeared to interpret their thoughts: ''When he isdead 
Yes, lord captain." 

The valet looked at Maranoff with the calmness indeed of a 
dying man. 

" Since I am still allowed the use of my tongue/' he said, 
*' may I ask whether you have anything to add to my sen- 
tence ? " 

''That is all — with the addition that if you live you will take 
ui)on you to remember Sergius Maranoff." 

" If I live I will remember you," ^id Paul slowly ; " take 
my word for it. Meanwhile I am glad it is recognized that 
my shame shall not go further, and that I at least am not the 
man in this company deserving to have the stigma of a * thief* 
branded on his brow." 

The baron turned to his men and pointed in silence to the 
remnant, some eight feet high and a foot in diameter, of the 
tnmk of a blown-down tree. The valet was once more seized 
upon and forced, in his helpless condition, to shuffle towards 
the tree-stump. Pursuant to MaranofTs directions, a soUier 
first cut with a sharp knife, then tore off the upper clothing 
from the upper part of the valet's body, front and back. The 
captive's hands were now drawn forcibly together and secured 
by a fresh rope, whose ends were made fast round the shattered 
tree ; the rope that bound the arms to the body was in its turn 
severed and allowed to fall to the earth, and the whole of the 
fair strong frame, from the waist upward, was laid hare to the 
sharpening night wind. 

The soldier already individually addressed by hia leader 
threw off a cloak which nearly touched the ground, and dis- 
played his heavily built though active form in a tunic which 
fitted close to the body but was loose in the sleeves. He bared 
his arm to near the shoulder and shook out of a bag held by 
another assistant a remarkably shaped whip. It was an in- 
strument about ten feet long. It had no proper handle, but 
about twenty inches of the thicker portion of it were of a sup- 
ple leather which enabled the executioner to wind it round 
his forearm and so obtain a sure grasp. The lash, made oi 
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*ather bound with wire thread, was a little more than eight 
set long. It was curved in such a manner as to present two 
iharp edges throughout its whole length, while to the end was 
iastened a small hook. So stiff was the weapon that on being 
released from the bag, where it had lain in round folds, it 
stretched itself out with the suddenness of a snake uncoiled 
to make a spring. 

Maranoff made another signal ; the whip whirled and sang 
in the air and came upon the body of Paul Feodoreff. It ran 
round his frame with something not far short of the force of a 
circular saw : in this first blow the edges of the lash had in 
themselves done more than simply break the skin of the victim. 
The little hook also had caught in the left breast ; as the exe- 
cutioner with hellish deliberation drew off his weapon, he like- 
wise drew towards him, on the murderous hook, long thin flakes 
oi fiesh, and the blood streamed instantly down from chest and 
back. The second and third blows were dealt in different 
places and with similar effect The sufferer's face was livid 
and was bathed in a perspiration as of death. But his lips 
were firm set, his jaws were clenched as with hasps of iron, and 
he gave forth no more sound than might have been expected 
from the mouth of an image of adamant. The blows followed 
on with a calculated slowness. The seventh stroke had been 
given ; the lash was growing thick with the blood that, like a 
glistening red sheet, swept down from the victim's back and 
front; the hook had become heavier at each blow with its 
draught of reeking flesh ; when a noise of hurrying feet came 
from a few yards off, and two young men appeared upon the 
scene. 

" Stop, Ivan Mathaieff," muttered one of the soldiers hur- 
riedly. 

The man who held the knout let it fall to the earth. He 
and his comrades knelt in the muddy road. Maranoff, with 
an effort, bent his knee and rose again, looking by no means 
at ease. — The new comers were the Czarewitch and Count 
Mkhaelowski. 

The count glanced into Paul's face, looked at the broad 
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back, mangled and spouting forth blood, then turned to Mir- 
anoff : 

" Are you responsible for this work ? " 

" I am." 

" Do you know that this is my servant? " 

" I have been told so." 

" What was his offence ? " 

" He assaulted me three nights ago." 

Here the Czarewitch interposed with a sweet smile : 

''Will you say under what circumstances he assaulted yoa?" 

I'he captain remained silent. 

** Was it not in the act of preventing you from stealing mj 
letters?" 

"Your Imperial Highness will pardon me; I have stdca 
none of your letters." 

Alexis looked at him steadily, then turned to Michaek>wski, 
with whom he entered upon a whispered conversation for 
several seconds. At the end thereof the prince turned once 
more to the equerry : 

" Unbind that man," he said. 

Maranoff was making a reluctant sign to one of the soldien. 

" No," cried the Czarewitch, " you shall do it yourself. And 
mark me," he continued, in a voice that shook with no un- 
worthy emotion, " if you do the business with any designed 
and vindictive awkwardness, if you inflict another scratch, 
draw one more drop of blood, by the memory of Christ crucified 
ril make your own men strike you dead at my feet." 

Maranoff, his face working convulsively, took the knife al- 
ready used from the hands of one of the assistant soldiers, cut 
the cord that bound the valet, and set him free. 

" When will it suit you to give me satisfaction for thfa nigfaf s 
work? " said Michaelowski to Maranoff. 

" You forget," said the Czarewitch, before the baron could 
answer ; " it remains with me now to avenge the poor £eDow*s 
wrongs." 

" But, your Imperial Highness " pleaded the count 

*' I tell you," interrupted Alexis, " that no one whom I admit 
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to my personal friendship shall degrade himself in my presence 
l:>y quarrelling >^'ith that man." 

He then turned with an air of marked gentleness to Paul 
Feodoreff : " You are sorely injured ; but I have a special rea- 
son for asking you whether you feel faint and weakened at this 
moment." 

** I am in pain, but not weak, lord Czarewitch." 

** I have heard of your powers as a fencer. Could you, 
mangled, lacerated, bleeding as you are, with all your disad- 
vantages, undertake to oppose a renowned swordsman this 
instant?" 

The lackey looked around him in bewilderment ; he glanced 
at Maranoff, then his face glowed and his eyes blazed with 
joy. 

'' I feel that I could use a sword under the said conditions, 
3rour highness." 

*'Then Til lend you mine. What do you say?" continued 
the prince, facing Maranoff with a satirical smile. 

'* Let me understand your Imperial Highness. You would 
require me, a Muscovite nobleman, to measure swords with a 
serf from Finland? " 

<' Do not say you are required. I must explain. My friend, 
the Count Michaelowski, does me the honor to let me act 
temporarily as this man's master. I offer to lend the man my 
sword ; I feel no degradation in acting as a kind of sponsor to 
the same serf from Finland. And I say that a person for whom 
the Crown Prince of Russia, the son of your own sovereign, 
will do so much, is at least the equal of a Muscovite noble of 
your stamp. But let it be understood there is no command, 
no requirement, not the shadow of compulsion upon you." 

Maranoff passed a trembling hand over his forehead : *' I 
cannot fight with him," he said in a choking voice. 

"That is your decision? " 

« It is." 

The Czarewitch laughed. '< What I expected. Quite char- 
acteristic of the nobleman who was caught in an act of robbery, 
now mendaciously denied ; of the champion fencer who did 
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not think it beneath him to run with a drawn sword on a d^ 
fenceless valet, and whom the valet with naked hands dis- 
armed. You to raise your rank as an impediment to a combit 
in this instance when you know right well that, even with the 
numberless advantages on your side, you recoil with tenor from 
facing the servant whom you were engaged in scouzging to 
death ! But I am glad — not for your honor — that you shrink 
from the ordeal. Servant as he is, noble as you style youisel^ 
thief, coward, and liar as you stand convicted, I, the heir to 
the Russian throne, declare that the man is above you." 

What was the expression of Maranoff s face could not be 
seen. His head was bowed on his breast, yet it could not bat 
be that, with the consciousness of the eyes of the meanest 
soldier ])resent fixed in unrebuked mockery up>on him, sonK- 
thing of an ungainly writhing should agitate his whole frame. 

'' I am losing time," resumed Alexis, turning hastily to P^ 
" Our poor fellow here is almost destroyed ; the blood is harden- 
ing on him ; and I fear I am the most helpless of surgeons. 
But let me try something." 

He immediately unfastened the long velvet-lined cloak worn 
by himself, and placed it with a renewal of his wondrously gen- 
tle manner on the shoulders of the valet. 

" Here, wretch," he said, speaking to the executioner; "but 
stay. Are not you the scoundrel that did this butcher's bid- 
ding?" 

"Yes, highness." 

"What's your name?" 

" Ivan Mathai'eff — if it please you." 

" I should not have asked you. And the best thing yon can 
think of for your own sake is to do nothing which may bring 
you to my recollection. Out of my sight ! Here," calling to 
another of the soldiers, " hold that cloak from behind ; and if 
you set a value on your own flesh and bones, keep it from 
sticking to his back. You will soon meet with proper atten- 
tion," he continued, again softening his tone when addressing 
Paul. 

The valet bent his head in answer. Tears which a mortal 
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ad been powerless to draw from him were welling in his 
Wy and had he found words to utter, his voice would not 
>me at his call. Michaelowski looked on in a kindly 
lent which even his courtierly discretion made it hard 
to conceal : so little had his experience prepared him 
se displays of absolute tenderness on the part of his 
d comrade. 

ere does your highness propose to take him ? " he 
ed to the Czarewitch. 

latter paused, half bashfully, and said : " Permit me to 
m in my quarters for this night, at least. The Czarevna 
ecret for the making of a priceless balsam for wotmds, 
lent transmitted to the Guelphs by one of their crusad- 
:estors I shall see that it is used in the present 



It 



is is most noble, most generous of you. 1*11 not deny 
the pleasure of claiming some slight share of it as due 
gracious interest in myself, and I am more bound to 
n ever. Should anything happen to me, Paul will have 
jr of whom he may in every sense be proud." 
Czarewitch smiled in a preoccupied way, and with his 
ed activity flashed round once more to Maranoff : "You 
jcured pardon for your treachery towards me. Your 
g was considered good in certain quarters. We shall 
it reward you are likely to obtain for this night's achieve- 

inoff bowed, and raising his head caught a look of silent 
g in the eyes of Michaelowski ; and he answered the 
th one of equal significance and in the same silence, 
meanwhile was gazing towards a certain point on the 
> 

me," said the Czarewitch, we have nothing more to 
I. What's the matter ? " 

e knout," said Paul, with an apparent return of bis half- 
nanner. 
lat?" 
s the captain the baron any further use for it ? " 
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''What do you mean, my good fellow? I undertake to 
swear to God that he will never use it again on you." 

" I was asked to remember the Baron Sergius Maranoff/' 
said the lackey more collectedly. " I should like to crave the 
gift of that whip as an aid to my memory." 

Alexis looked alternately at Maranotf and Paul, and smiled : 
" You shall not be baulked of your wish. You are the hang- 
dog slaughterer," he continued, turning to the soldier who had 
inflicted the chastisement ; " I thought never to look at you 
again. Pick up that whip and put it into the hands of your 
victim." 

As Paul felt the instrument in his grasp he bent a long kx>k 
on Maranoff. 

" And now, let us begone at last," cried the Czarcwitch. 
" You must be attended to." 

"I thank your Imperial Highness," murmured the valet, 
once more as in a dream. 

But even while addressing the prince he did not remove his 
eyes from the face of Sergius Maranoff. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TEMPORARY SEPARATION. 

FolijOWING up their interchange of speaking glances in the 
scene just ended, Michaelowski and Maranoff contrived to 
whisper a few words, calmly pronounced and earnestly listened 
to on both sides. The result was that at the moment of eleven 
o'clock on the same night two men, having descended an 
irregular slope on the outskirts of the town, arrived at a level 
space of hard mud on the border of the Vistula. Standing 
alone there already was a third man, to whom they advanced, 
and with whom the elder of the newcomers exchanged a 
slight inclination of the head. 

"This," he observed without pause to his companion, is 
Captain and Baron Sergius Maranoff, Equerry of the Czar: 
and this," turning to MaranoflF, " is the Baron Valodjeska." 

The two gentlemen thus introduced bowed, and he con- 
tinued, addressing the one and the other as occasion required. 

" For the matter of which I have told you, the Baron Mara- 
noff, as you see, has imdertaken to give me satisfaction with a 
loyalty and promptitude for which I am grateful. I will now 
explain briefly why my friend the Baron Valodjeska is present. 
Both parties have been naturally unwilling that this encounter 
should be interfered with by the Czarewitch. The Baron 
Maranotf gave me to understand that I was to act according to 
my discretion, but that, for himself, he meant to consult no 
friend, to take no one into confidence." 

"Thaty again," said Maranoff, "was for the better carrying 
oat of our decision, that the affair should not come to the ears 
ol the prince.'' 
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** Good. I had thought it well," resumed Michaelowski, ''to 
have here a man who, though the friend of one only of the dis- 
putants, has enough sense of what is incumbent on a man of 
honor, to do justice to both sides, whenever called upon. 
Should fortune go against me, I gladly anticipate that the Bazon 
Valodjeska, as a gentleman, will testify, to whomsoever it may 
concern, my opponent's fairness, and that as my friend he will 
not advance his claims to take my place and avenge my fall on 
that opponent" 

" These are, indeed, the circumstances under which I am 
here," said Valodjeska, speaking with apparent effort ; " and 
unless the Baron Maranoff " 

"Let me say at once," interrupted the last named with 
grave courtesy, " that under these or any conceivable con- 
ditions I should welcome the presence of the Baron Valod- 
jeska." 

The moon was now high in heaven in the centre of an ex- 
panse of blue without mist, and the light fell clear upon the 
three men standing by the river. A spasm of pain contracted 
Valodjeska's brow as he moved a little aside. Michaelowski 
looked with calm affection after his friend, cast a quick glance 
at the flashing Vistula and the miles of illumined desolation 
around Thorn ; then he and Maranoff drew their swords and 
faced each other. The Polish count's adroitness of fence was 
not a matter to be passed over lightly, but the adversaries had 
scarcely crossed swords when it became plain that the contest 
was far from an equal one. Michaelowski himself was under 
little delusion as to what confronted him. He knew he stood 
before one whose reputation as a swordsman extended to mili- 
tary circles beyond his own land. Still he struggled firmly, 
and as the moon drew flames of silver from the sword which he 
continually darted, without a return, at Maranoff s throat and 
breast, a careless onlooker might have thought that the Rus- 
sian was hard set to hold his ground. A closer inspection of 
the Muscovite's face would have shown that he was playing with 
his enemy. It was a play in which there was no mercy, and 
through which might have been discerned the resolution to claim 



Temporary Separation. 175 

a dear penalty, a full blood-sacrifice for the words of shame he 
had been compelled to swallow that night from the lips of the 
Czarewitch. The victim should be the chief among the ap< 
proving witnesses of his humiliation : the favored companion of 
the prince in Thorn. 

The night breeze beat coldly on Maranoff' s temple : on the 
scar which he had received at the hands of the Crown Prince 
himself a year ago. It seemed as if no incentive were wanting 
to sharpen his hunger for revenge. He began to stir from his 
comparative indolence. He made one or two feints, and the 
xnmt, slightly bewildered, perhaps, recoiled ; but after a few 
noments recovered his previous energy and renewed the assault. 
lis antagonist retreated in turn. Michaelowski, pressing his 
ipparent advantage, dashed forward. The Russian made a rapid 
Qovement, though it seemed scarce more than a plain stretching 
nit (tf his own weapon. And the sword fell from Michaelowski*s 
;iasp, and he sank to the ground. In a moment Valodjeska 
ras on his knees beside him, while Maranoff bent over them 
K>th. The kneeling man stammered an inquiry as to his friend's 
njnry ; the upstanding onlooker remained silent. 

" For what concerns this gentleman," murmured the count, 
ooking feebly in the direction of Maranoff, ** I have nothing of 

ny previous requests to alter my last good wishes to the 

Czarewitch and his noble princess ^and let my poor valet 

mow ^when you think fit that nothing now hinders him 

rom entering the service of his new master." 

He muttered a few more phrases, distracted, uninteUigible. 
rhese were interrupted by a great flow of blood from his mouth. 
k single tremor coursed through his frame. His head was laid 
pently on the earth. He was dead. 

" I hope I shall prove a worthy successor to such a master 
IS our friend," said the Czarewitch, with tears in his eyes as 
/alodjeska left him next morning after having given an account 
»f the last adventure of the foregoing night. 

The Czarevna and the Princess von CEst Frise did not soon 
Iry their own eyes at the swift cutting down of one whose pres- 
had been a comfort to them in many a cheerless hour. 
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Though themselves daughters of royal and warlike houses, and 
living in a time when the airs were laden with disaster and 
breathed sorrow on families allied to them in all parts, they 
could not abruptly stifle their memories of the quiet manliness 
and genial chivalry of his friend. Nor, when they had grown 
composed, could Charlotte help reverting, albeit with a hesitat- 
ing look at her kinswoman, to the connection between the evils 
lately come upon them, and the person of the dismissed hand- 
maiden. And even Helena seemed, at the moment, to have 
more difficulty than usual in finding terms of derision at the in- 
fluence of one who had become, in her remembrance, " the 
unspeakably brutish, red-haired wretch of whom they had made 
such a happy riddance." 

Later still, the Czarevna found herself dwelling with a novel 
gratification on matters more intimately connected with her 
thoughts and hopes of the future. In her husband's champion- 
ship of Paul Feodoreff, she recognized a generosity of impulse, 
a sincerity of purpose, which astonished her, delighted her, 
apart from the potent appeal thus made to her own pleasure 
in graciousness to people of all ranks. He had taken no haU 
measures with Maranoff. In writing to his father he had set 
forth the captain's faults with an industry of detail, and de- 
nounced him with a cordiality of hatred, which had half amused, 
half pleased the Czar ; and, in proof of his appreciation of the 
prince's energy, Peter had not only deprived Sergius Maranoff 
of his post of equerry, but had actually directed his expulsion 
from the army. At the same time as Maranoff had powerful 
friends, and as it might not be expedient to decree his utter 
ruin, a place had been found for him in the Imperial Chan- 
cellery at Petersburg. — Charlotte had always loved her husband. 
She now began to take a certain pride in him. 

" Ah ! " she said to herself with a thrill of renewed hope, 
" with such a father as his, it would be against nature that he 
should not give signs of nobleness." 

Her distrust of Maranoff, though more measured than her 
husband's, was perhaps deeper seated, and the equerry's dis- 
grace met with her stem approval. She welcomed heartily 
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5 reception into the household, and herself supervised the 
cation of the remedies which resulted in the groom's com- 
ively quick recovery. 

e was the more interested in Paul by noticing his attitude 
tls her husband. The man was known to have been an 
rable servant to Michaelowski. When the count's death 
lommunicated to him one morning early after the funeral 
mained silent for the rest of that day. Indeed, he men- 
d the subject no more, and perhaps his late master, who 
' spoke of him but as a servitor beyond price, did not 
/e more horn him than a fidelity, an honesty, a respect 
^ to the highest point of conscientiousness. Towards the 
who was henceforth to lay claim to him, Paul's attitude 
the outset was different It was not the awesome adora- 
exacted by the possessor of supremely high rank, not the 
veness of a selfish loyalty, not simple affection ; there was 
intly no need of a remembrance of favors received, to in- 
Ey the feeling entertained by the serf for his new lord, 
can of gratitude seemed rather an excuse for the display 
kind of ferocity of reverence, of faithfulness, of love, which 
' no bounds. It might have been supposed that he had 
i the one passion of his life. And Alexis, for once aban- 
ig his fickleness of humor, appeared in a vague, compas- 
te way to reciprocate the attachment, 
the weeks wore on and the valet gained strength. Char- 
perceived that his devotion — somewhat like her own, she 
)ered to her once more sinking heart — was without illu- 
. He had gained experience, he was hourly acquiring 
and more, as to the faults of his Imperial master. And 
: in her own hours of trial he proved his delicacy and re- 
:efulness in making matters light for her, she was quick 
)tice the further tact with which he seemed to refrain from 
cting her to the hideous humiliation of his pity. One 
however, she overheard Anselm Athanasieff say to Paul : 
ear that Euphrosyne has been taken back into the house of 
phoros Viazemski." 
id it was with an uneasiness of which the Czarevna could 
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not disencumber herself that she listened to the seriously given 
answer : 

" I trust in God that my sister's presence may never again 
disturb this household." 

" Tut ! " laughed Anselm. " Is it likely that she could ever 
more be allowed to trouble her Imperial Highness?" 

" Again, I hope not." 

A week after the recovery of the valet, a message came from 
headquarters directing the Czarewitch to move on to Elbing. 
Alexis immediately seized upon the only carriage belonging to 
the house, took with him Anselm Athanasieff, Paul Feodoreff, 
and Ivan Slonski, and accompanied by an escort of cavalry, and 
without bidding good-bye to his wife, hurried away from Thorn. 
She did not see him for the rest of the winter. 

In the course of the ensuing spring there came from the 
Emperor instructions to Charlotte to join her husband. She 
sent word back by the messenger, though without entering upon 
explanations, that she was without means of conveyance. A 
few days afterwards there arrived at Thorn, and nearly filled up 
the little street in which the Czarevna lived, a coach lined 
with velvet and laced with gold, with four horses chosen by the 
Emperor from his own stud, for Charlotte herself ; a second 
coach with the same appointments, which she was free to share 
in common with her cousin, Helena von (Est Frise ; a third 
coach, lined with cloth and laced with silver, and likewise drawn 
by four horses, for the use of her women ; three covered sledges, 
with three horses each, for the gentlemen of her household ; 
and eight saddle horses. And surrounded by an escort of the 
Preobrajenski, also despatched in her honor by the Czar, she in 
her turn set out in the direction indicated to her, the old town 
of Elbing. On her entry therein she did not allow rein to be 
slackened till she had reached the quarters assigned to her 
husband and herself. In her joyous anticipation she alighted 
without assistance, and faced the officer in charge of the 
house. 

"The prince?" 

"Yes madame," was the hesitating rejoinder. 
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"These are his quarters?" continued Charlotte, her voice 
already becoming fainter. 

"They are, madame." 

"He has expected me?" 

" I think he certainly knew of your Imperial Highness's 

coming," declared the officer, with a half-shy bluntness. 

"WeU— where is he?" 

" He left the town an hour since." 

The Princess von CEst Frise, travelling in the same carriage 
with her cousin, had stepped on to the ground a few moments 
after the Czarevna, to whom she was now in time to offer an 
arm. Charlotte accepted it and walked forward calmly, com- 
manding a young chamberlain who had advanced to point out 
the rooms apportioned to her. She entered alone, and did not 
come out of them for the rest of that day. Through the twenty- 
four hours thereafter, despite what resolution pride could lend 
her to conceal her suffering from those around, she was unable 
to leave her bed. 

Towards evening of the second day she raised a weary head 
from her pillow, and stretched her hand towards a bell. 

"Is there anything you want?" said a kind voice beside 
her. 

" I did not know you were there, cousin. I think I have 
been asleep." 

«* During the whole time I have sat beside you — for the last 
six hours. You look stronger," was Helena's cheerful assur- 
ance. 

'' Strong enough to discuss the load which is on my mind. 
I had thought of calling for pens, ink and paper." 

"Not to write to the Czar?" 

"To my mother. But, no. Why do you start at the sup- 
position of my writing to my father-in-law? " 

" Not on your account. He loves you. He spoke from a 
tme heart on the night before your marriage. You would not 
be the sufferer if he knew " 

" Come, let us have no hesitation. If he knew the life of 
misery which I have been leading of late. No, you are more 
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prudent than I. My husband's peace of mmd must be my first 
thought. I shall write neither to my mother nor the Emperor. 
Yet I am selfish. I must inflict on some one the penalty of 
sharing, in however slight a measure, my burden of sorrow." 

"Keep it from me or let me bear it," cried Helena. "Do 
as your own heart prompts you, dear. Whatever brings ease to 
you will be most acceptable to me." 

" What can I say but give expression to the rude awakening 
of one who has been so many months a Crown Princess — to the 
disillusionment of a wife seventeen years old ? Are you not 
impressed already with the prospect of listening to such ex- 
periences?" 

" You know I am powerless to comfort you when you take 
this tone." 

" True again. Irony confuses and saddens my kind Helena. 
Her warm heart best welcomes a plain expression of grief. And 
it is wrenched from me now. We are both young, dear, yet I, 
for one, have lived long enough to feel that this world is full of 
sorrow ; that I have been lifted to my present high place for 
no other purpose than to be the plaything of a derisive fortune; 
that I have before me a life in which I must endure even 
heavier griefs than those thus far fallen upon me." 

" From days long ago, sweet, I have many a time seen your 
spirits for a while dashed down as if beyond recovery ; and 
within a few minutes, at a smile or a gentle word from one who 
loves you, rise again and flood your face with happiness." 

" Will those days come once more ? " 

" Call me the falsest of prophets if they do not come the next 
time you see your husband." 

Charlotte smiled, then shuddered. 

" I wish I could rid myself of the depression that is con- 
stantly settling down upon me. It comes tom my inbom 
tendency to look at none but the evil-boding side of things, the 
cracks and wrinkles on the surface of the earth as it rocks and 
splits in its rush through space. It was never my poor mother's 
fkult, it has not been your fault, Helena, that somehow from 
earliest childhood I have not known what it was to experience an 
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muDingled delight From first to last, whatever joy glimmered 
in the distance and beckoned me onward has been suddenly 
bbtted out, swept away beyond hope of finding, by some en- 
vious woe. In whatever I have read, in whatever has come be- 
neath my eyes, all instances teach me, no matter from what 
condition of life I take them, that it is hopeless to struggle 
against one's lot ; that we must all suffer in this most wretched 
iwld. And now, now, I am frightened ; I am in unutterable 
dismay when I foreshadow what of gloom and storm the future 
is hoarding up for me ; and the pain I suffer is partly traceable 
to one whom I regard too dearly to let him be troubled with 
complaints. But there, I have no right to be so selfish in my 

confidences " 

Helena bent over, with tears trembling in her eyes, and 
kissed her. 

'' My own sorrow has this addition, that I have no fit com- 
fort to offer you." 

Charlotte turned a pale cahn face towards her cousin. 
** It will be well if this word ' comfort * is no more named 
between us. And let me close our dreary talk by saying that, 
whatever ills may come upon me, I must learn to bear them 
with more than resignation ; with firmness, with courage, with 
cheerfulness." 

The Czarewitch had left his wife towards the end of autumn, 
in the year 1712. The days and the weeks crept on, the 
members of the Czarevna's little German court, being practi- 
cally without rivals of other nationalities to complain of, quar- 
relled among themselves; and Charlotte, putting her own 
sorrows out of sight, listened to the trivial grievances of those 
about her, and in many an instance calmed and even shamed 
them into patience, by the silent example of her own dignity 
and fortitude. As the winter advanced, the troops at Elbing 
received orders to evacuate the town and to march back into 
Russia ; and with these orders came a letter from the Emperor, 
asking his daughter-in-law whether she felt in a fit condition 
to follow in the wake of the army. Something told her that, 
once beyond &e Muscovite frontier, she must look \px>n her- 
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self as in a trackless wilderness, from which there could be no 
means of egress throughout life. With such tact and delicacy 
as the circumstances would admit of, she wrote to the Czar 
venturing to ask whether she might go on a visit to Brunswick 
before settling in her adopted home. Peter wrote back cor- 
dially, giving her the whole of the winter months of 171 2-13 
to stay with her German relatives. " Turning to other matters, 
my child," pursued the Emperor, " I may say that owing to 
your private advocacy alone, the Prince von Furstenberg (to 
whom you had so little reason to be grateful two years ago) 
has been continued in his office of Viceroy of Saxony. The 
question having been submitted to myself by my brother of 
Poland, it gave me pleasure to record my approval of such 
noble action on the part of my daughter." 
The Czarevna did not show this letter to her cousin. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A LAST VISIT TO GERMANY. 

To discharge the debts incurred by her for the wants of life, 
and to provide for the cost of her journey to Brunswick, Char- 
lotte was forced to leave in pawn with Israel Isai'eff, who 
chanced to be passing through Elbing, the horses and carriages 
given to her by the Emperor. And with no heavy balance left 
when these expenses were paid, the Crown Princess took 
Helena von CEst Frise and her dependents with her, and the 
[>arty set out in the style of ordinary travellers by comfortless 
conveyance "homeward" — ^as many of them muttered em- 
phatically to each other. 

On Charlotte's arrival at Wolfenblittel she was welcomed 
nrith delighted agitation by her grandfather, and with a more 
restrained and anxious tenderness by her mother. A few 
visitors had been invited to the castle to assist in welcoming 
the Czarevna, and among these was no less a personage than 
Gottfried Wilhelm von Leibnitz. He had held off for a time 
his controversy with Newton over the Infinitesimal Calculus, 
and now presented himself trembling with the triumph of be- 
ing delivered of a French poem and a number of Latin dis- 
tiches in honor of his little friend, the wife of the heir to the 
Muscovite throne. He was received soon after his coming in 
a small State apartment prepared by the archduchess for her 
daughter. In the room were the archduchess herself, the 
Czarevna, and the Princess von (Est Frise. The philosopher 
conveyed his verbal greetings with a homeliness and directness 
equally faitherlike and respectful. He then with much relish 
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took leave to read his poetical effusions before the three 
" Femmes Savantes," as Helena described themselves in an 
aside to Charlotte. The ladies listened to the Latin with the 
vague murmurs and smiles of auditors who do not understand 
a word. The reading of the French was heard with something 
more of animation. No judgment, outspoken or secret, could 
be pronounced by the great man's audience on his Latin 
poetry ; but he recited his compositions to ears well enough 
trained to value at their worth his French rhymes. In truth, 
Milton, had he been living at that hour, would scarcely have 
praised the efforts of his brother amateur in the former 
tongue ; while the youthful Voltaire would by no means have 
welcomed with ardor the illustrious German's assault on the 
Muse of France. When the reading was over he handed the 
little manuscripts to the Czarevna, who received them gra- 
ciously. Helena hardly left him time to quit the room before 
she sank back in her armchair, almost suffocated with laughter. 

" It is well," she said, after a while, " that the Czar did not 
hear those verses, or our philosopher's pension from Russia 
would have been stopped." 

The archduchess glanced at her daughter, and seemed about 
to speak, but refrained. Charlotte smiled : 

" I know what you are thinking of, mother. Herr Leibnitz, 
you are saying to yourself, has nothing to complain of. You 
wish some other people's pensions were as regularly paid. But 
I make use of your own argument, and answer, do not blame 
the Czar." 

The mother made a hasty movement. It was on her lips to 
inquire meaningly where the blame should be laid, but her eyes 
fell before the meek, suffering gaze of her child and she muttered : 
No, I'll not blame any one." She continued after a pause : 

Do you think of taking all your attendants with you when 
you return to Russia? " 

" Surely not, aunt, after what they'll be used to for the next 
few months here," interrupted Helena ; " the3r're now devour- 
ing everything before them, like castaways just picked up from 
the sea." 
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"Helena^ you are incorrigible/' said Charlotte with a faint 

imile. 

''I tell yovL, cousin, they will die of inanition if they go back 
to Russia." 

" Speaking seriously/' said the archduchess, " I think it will 
be well for you to discharge some of them." 

"The half/* said Helena ; " unless you would have the other 
half turn cannibals." 

" It might be wise in the interests of the poor creatures them- 
selves," admitted the Czarevna ; " and yet I have not the heart 
to rid myself of them." 

"Always the way/' declared Helena, shrugging her 
shoulders, and appealing with indignant admiration to the 
mother: "not once a thought of herself. They have never 
spared her a single detail of their sordid quarrels; yet she has 
contrived to smooth over everything, to reconcile one wrangler 
to another with a patience that might have aroused the wonder 
and envy of God's own angels." 

" We shall talk of my household later on," said the Czar- 
evna. 

" Say, when your house is fixed upon," suggested her cousin. 

" I take it, then, that nothing is decided as to where you 
shall live ? " said the archduchess. 

" My husband clings to his palace in the Kremlin " 

" And the society of his popes and protopopes and metro- 
politans and archimandrites," added Helena. 

" The Czar in his letters refers to a house that is ready for 
us at Petersburg." 

"And he omits to say whether it's built of wood or mud," 
sighed the Princess von (Est Frise. 

*' Is there no way of stopping your tongue, Helena ? " 

" But, madame, from all we hear, the new capital is nothing 
else than a monstrous marsh. The swamps around Danzig are 
a paradise to it. No, my sweet princess, in this matter you 
must obey your husband." 

"What if my husband must obey his father?" 

One morning, a month later, as Duke Anthony, the Czar- 
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evna, her mother, and Helena were seated at table, a letter was 
brought in and handed to the archduchess. 

" Read it aloud/' laughed the old man in grotesque impa- 
tience, as his daughter-in-law skimmed over the letter with 
knitted brows. 

"A piece of effrontery," said the archduchess when she had 
finished reading. 

" Who is your correspondent ? " inquired the duke. 

" Dorothea von Furstenberg." 

" Furstenberg ! " cried Anthony. 

" Dorothea ! " exclaimed Helena. 

Charlotte looked up from the table but remained silent. 

" She asks my advice," observed the archduchess, turning 
to her daughter, " as to whether it would be agreeable to you, 
and convenient, under all the circumstances, for her to pay her 
respects to you." 

"For her to come here?" roared Anthony. 

" Yes." 

" Effrontery, indeed ! " said Helena. 

"A Furstenberg under my roof? Very good. I'll not stand 
in the way of it. But I must have the thumbscrews ready," 
cackled the duke ; " she shall write no more letters." 

"What answer shall I send her?" inquired the archduchess. 

" If my grandfather means to throw her into the castle dun- 
geon and superintend her torments," rejoined Charlotte with 
twinkling eyes, " perhaps I'd better see her at a safer spot ; 
say in her own house." 

" You propose to welcome her in a friendly spirit ? " cried 
the old man staring at her. 

" Yes : and every one here shall do the same." 

"The future Empress of Russia commands, and even those 
who are not bom her subjects must obey," said her grand- 
father with delighted submissiveness. " Well, have it as you 
will." 

Dorothea came at the end of the week. The day was cold, 
and little calculated to lessen the discomforts of travellers. 
The new visitor, however, was attired in furs and velvets ap- 
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piofrnte to the season, and appeared to have defied the dis- 
comforts of a dismal journey. She was conducted to the apart- 
ment where the reigning duke and his daughter-in-law, and 
Charlotte and Helena awaited her in something of state. If 
)ne might judge by the smoothness of her skin, her richly- toned 
omplexion, the splendor of her black eyes, her noble figure, 
Dorothea would seem to have remained unaltered by the three 
ears which had gone by since those who now received her saw 
er last. Indeed a certain anxious keenness of expression 
hich had at times in the past lent her an appearance a little 
eyond her years had now vanished. It was replaced by a 
ilmly alternating kindliness, patience and melancholy firmness 
hich added sweetness and dignity alike to her beauty. On 
er entrance the old duke stepped forward and kissed her hand 
dlantly, but with scarcely a pretence of heartiness. The 
rincess von CE^t Frise, who came next within her line of 
sion, bowed formally to her. The archduchess held out a 
and which the visitor raised respectfully to her lips. Then 
k)rothea, with a suddenly working face, gazed at the Czarevna, 
mk on one knee before her, and attempted to seize her hand. 
ut Charlotte bent forward, threw her arms round her, and 
[iswering the kneeling girVs emotion with her own eager ten- 
emess, they kissed each other on the lips. 

Then Dorothea, assisted by Charlotte, arose. During the 
St few seconds, from the instant when she had fixed her look 
[ startled earnestness on the.Czarevna's face, tears had been 
ishing up to the eyes of Dorothea. She forced them back, 
ad regaining her mournful serenity, turned to the others. 

" My visit cannot but have surprised you," she said. " I 
m here for nothing more than to justify openly my claim to 
ie possession of a heart ; to render thanks to the one who, of 
Q beings in this world, has most right to gratitude from me 
nd mine." 

" No, no, Dorothea," cried Charlotte hurriedly. 

The archduchess looked at her daughter and their visitor, 
len at the duke and Helena, the last two staring with a per- 
lexity equal to her own. 
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" I do not understand," said the duke. 

" Nor I," added the archduchess. 

" Nor I," echoed Helena. 

The Princess Dorothea had been keenly watchful of the 
looks of those present. She now with a kind of gasp addressed 
the Czarevna's mother : " Then her Imperial Highness has 
never told you ? " 

"Told me?" repeated the archduchess with the same ex- 
pression of helpless bewilderment. 

" Dorothea ! " pleaded Charlotte once more. 

But Dorothea suddenly clasped her hands : " Oh, oh ! " she 
sobbed, the tears now streaming unrestrained down her cheeks; 
" no more unpretending that she is kind, self -devoted, good 

In all the actions of her life one of the most pure 

and gentle spirits ever sent down from heaven to 

earth." 

She allowed herself to be led to a couch, where she sat with 
Charlotte, holding her hand, beside her. And the other three, 
still wonder-stricken, but with looks of kindlier interest, also 
took seats. After a pause Dorothea succeeded in command- 
ing herself. 

"Under the circumstances I can understand," she said, 
comprising the duke, the archduchess and Helena in a look, 
" that you should view my arrival here and my agitation itself 
with a cold amazement. Let me be candid as to myself. It 
is for no other purpose, as I have hinted, that I am here. You 
received me on my entrance with reserve. It would be most 
monstrous in me to complain. What you have chiefest cause to 
remember in my regard is ill calculated to lessen your suspicion 
of me at this moment. Between two and three years ago I set 
myself up as a rival to one who in every quality that makes a 
woman truly amiable and admirable would be degraded by 
comparison with a creature such as I." 

" My pretty Dorothea, I cannot let you speak so," whispered 
Charlotte. 

But the Princess von Furstenberg, heeding her not, con- 
tinued in her unrelenting self-disdain : '' All the efibrts hkttf 
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to be used by one who is playing for a mighty stake were put 
forth by me to deprive this woman of the husband destined for 
ler. And all in vain. She scarce lifted a finger ; she seemed 
abandon the field to me. And yet, not more by the inter- 
mtion of the great ones interested on her behalf than by the 
ifluence of her own superb nature, I met with deserved defeat, 
lall I shrink from avowing, what you could not fail to guess, 
at for a moment at least there flowed into my heart an envy 
id a bitterness against my blameless conqueror for her triumph 
er me ? In the end, shame could not but have come to save 
e against myself. Happily I had no opportunity of turning my 
-will, such as it was, into active malignity. Indeed, before 
id since the marriage of the woman I had endeavored to 
pplant, I and those nearest to me had cause to fear the re- 
ntment and vengeance of the two sovereigns we had defied, 
lere came ominous whispers that my father was, on the one 
ie, menaced with the fate of Mazeppa, on the other reserved 
r the doom of Patkul. The mildest penalty in store for the 
ince von Furstenberg was a lifelong removal from every posi- 
m of trust and honor. Meanwhile the decision concerning 
m was mysteriously held in suspense. Thus we stood, when 
TO months ago my father, in his residence at Carlsbad, re- 
vived a despatch from the King of Poland pardoning his 
fences and reinstating him in his office of Viceroy of Saxony. 
tie Prince von Furstenberg forwarded his expressions of relief 
id gratitude to his own sovereign. He was answered to the 
feet that he should address his acknowledgments to the Czar, 
y father, prostrated for the time with a revulsion of feeling, was 
lable to write. As the daughter of a man saved from death, 
vanquished the ever-rising shame that would have withheld 
y own hand. I took upon myself to open my woman's heart 

blessings upon his Imperial Majesty. The speedy answer I 
)t was in these words : ' Let your father's thanks and your 
wn be addressed to where they are rightly due : to the one 
ho has been the direct and untiring intercessor on your behalf 
om first to last — to my beloved daughter, the Czarevna.' " 

The duke arose with all the impetuosity of which he was 
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capable, and hastening forward, kissed Dorothea on the cheek ; 
then, seating himself on the other side of Charlotte, he took 
her in his arms and murmured, in a breaking voice, while the 
tears rolled down his cheeks : " My darling, my joy, the pride 
of my old days ! " 

And, for more reasons than one, Charlotte seemed in a sense 
glad to bury her face in her grandfather's breast and give way 
to a passion of long-controlled weeping. For some minutes a 
silence, interrupted by an occasional sob, prevailed in the room ; 
then the duke turned to Dorothea and said, in a loud, sprightly 
tone : " How long is your leave of absence from your father?" 

" He proposed that I should not intrude on you beyond the 
hour most necessary for this " 

" You shall not leave this house till you are weary of us," 
cried the duke, '* and we shall do our best that that may not be 
for many weeks to come." 

The ladies, with affectionate joy, seconded Duke Anthony's 
proposal ; and Dorothea, after the explanation, yielded, with 
happy tears, her consent. 

" I shall send a message to Carlsbad to-morrow," said the 
duke, " informing the Viceroy that you are our prisoner in- 
definitely." 

Next morning, Dorothea and Helena chanced to be together 
in a secluded but comfortable chamber of the castle. The 
archduchess had just left them. She was going to the bed- 
room of her daughter, who had not yet risen. A complete un- 
derstanding seemed to have been arrived at between the two 
young ladies, and they were quite at ease. 

" I suppose," observed Dorothea, during a slight pause in 
the conversation, " he will soon come here for her? " 

"The Czar?" 

" No." 

" Ah, her husband. She will not leave here until the end 
of the spring. She'll scarcely be joined by him before her 
return to Russia." 

This opinion was uttered in a tone of indifference not lost 
on Dorothea. She resumed slowly and in a lower voice : " I 
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thought — I would not have said this in her mother's pres- 



ence " 



"What do you think?" asked Helena, as Dorothea paused. 

The Princess von Furstenberg found it necessary to make an 
effort before rejoining : 

" Helena, I could not disguise from myself for just a moment 
yesterday that my effusiveness would at first have worn a sinister 
aspect to you ; that my kisses — if I do not talk in an over- 
strained style — might very well have seemed like those of a 
Judas." 

Helena took Dorothea's hand kindly, but laughed in a fever- 
ish way. 

" Not once have I associated you with any such historical 
personage. Nor is that what I am thinking of. But you were 
about to express an opinion or appeal to me on something? " 

** Before I can even yet say what is on my mind I must com- 
plete my little preface, and so justify myself for touching on a 
painful theme. The young Czarevna holds the first place in 
your affection of anybody in this world, Helena. Yet, speak- 
ing to one who, like myself, though yoimg, must feel as an elder 
compared with her, and without invasion of those claims of 
yours upon her as the one most dear to you, I have to say from 
my inmost soul that I love that child." 

" I have never really doubted it." 

" And you will the less mistake my motive in what further I 
have to say. I would not alarm you, Helena ; but do you not 
think she looks that somethifig is wearing her ? " 

"You have discovered that?" faltered Helena. 
TTien you were already aware of it ? " 
For many weeks." 

" Those marshes of Eastern Prussia ! " said Dorothea, in an 
abstracted way. " Do you think they have affected her? " 

" I fear to tell what I think. I try to put away the thought 
of it." 

" If your word has any power with those above her, you will 
use it to stop her from going to Petersburg," continued Doro- 
thea in her previous musing way. 
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" I know the terrors of the place, but on this point the Czar's 
will is paramount. His daughter-in-law is precious in his eyes, 
but so also is this new capital of his. In the spot which, to his 
thinking, is a paradise, he likes to have the people around him 
who are most after his own heart, whatever the cost to them," 

There was another interval of silence. Then Dorothea said, 
with a greater effort than before : " I cannot keep it back. 
Will you try not to think that I have any unworthy motive when 
I ask you to tell me one thing more? " 

"What is that?" 

"Is she happy?" 

Helena looked straight at her with eyes that slowly filled, 
while a sob rose to her throat. And Dorothea's eyes too be- 
came full, and their tears fell fast as they gazed at each other. 
And this was the answer to Dorothea's question, and this was 
her own acknowledgment of the mute revelation. 

"And she is so good," said Dorothea after a while, "so 
large-souled, so high above even the station that she has 
reached ! Helena," she went on hurriedly, " shall you and I 
make a compact in what may best be done in our own way on 
her behalf?" 

" Ah, there's where I want help and counsel at times." 

"In these cases the most of us can merely fight with 
woman's arms — resignation, silence, tears, only seen by the 
walls that enclose us in our bedchambers. Let us not content 
ourselves with these feeble weapons. Helena, I have told 
you that I always loved this girl, this child-bride dearest to 
your own more than sisterly heart. You know what greater 
reason than ever I have for loving her now. I mean to give 
up a share at least of my life in proving that love.- I came 
here to thank her. I am remaining to help you to bring back 
the freshness to her lips, the brightness to her eyes. Let us 
rejoice in her pleasures and sympathize in her lighter troubles. 
You will be near her always, I may be far away, but my heart 
shall be with you both. Let us not choose to anticipate the 
coming of undeserved calamities upon her. For then " 

"What?" 
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" Do not smile at me for introducing a note of tragedy into 
om conversation. But in that gloomier event I think — I think 
yon and I might study ways and means for an avenging of our 
innocent sufferer." 

" I trust I am not vindictive. But my heart has been set on 
fixe too often in presence of her misery not to go with you in 
this." 

"Then we imderstand each other. And let us make no 
solemn declarations, take no fantastic oaths in witness of this 
resolution, but seal our agreement lovingly, trustingly, earnestly, 
after the manner of two sisters." 

They drew more near and kissed each other with trembling 
lipsy but tearless eyes now. And not another word passed be- 
tween them. 

So the days went by, with confidence firmly established 
between Dorothea von Furstenberg and the members of the 
Brunswick household. And harmless pleasures were indulged 
in ; and Helena, with the bright changes of her frolic temper, 
and Dorothea with her divine charms of voice and her powers of 
waking harmony from lute and viol and harp, conspired to ease 
the flow of time, and the leaden hours were turned to gold, and 
the weird old seat of the Guelphs became transformed into a 
temple of the Graces. Before the approach of spring Charlotte 
had recovered her health, and seemingly her good spirits. Her 
mother alone knew of the letters that went out to the Czare- 
witch in the garrison towns or other halting-places where his 
presence happened to be heard of ; letters to which no answer 
came. Still the young wife bore neglect and disappointment, 
and entered into the castle gaieties with her usual sweetness and 
bravery of demeanor. 

In the middle of April, about noon, on a day free from cold 
and damp, the duke and the archduchess, Helena and Doro- 
thea, were seated in an open and elevated space of the garden 
looking towards the high road. The old prince was making 
many a fond plan for the postponement of his grand-daughter's 
"departure from Europe" — as he persistently described her 
taking up her residence in Russia — and the others were listen- 
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ing in full accord ; when Charlotte moved slowly down from 
the castle, her eyes turned with a strain on a point of the 
horizon to westward. 

" What ails you? " inquired the mother, marking the changes 
on the face of the absorbed Czarevna. 

" For some minutes I have noticed horsemen who seemed 
to be on their way here. They are advancing rapidly." 

"WTiat marvel is there in that, child? " cried the duke. 

"You have something to say," said Helena, rising and 
approaching Charlotte. 

"What is it?" said Dorothea, joining the two. 

" Just now, as one of the riders dashed out of the shadow 
of the trees, the full sunlight streamed upon his uniform, 
and it was green, and the cavalier himself seemed familiar to 



me." 



" Your husband dresses in that fashion ? " suggested the 
duke. 

Charlotte, still looking outward, only shook her head in 
silence. And Dorothea and Helena glanced at each other and 
went on either side of her. She looked at Dorothea with a 
faint, shy smile. And the damsels each took a hand of hers, 
and moving forward made her sit down between them. 

Within a few minutes the thunder of trampling horses and 
rolling carriage wheels came sounding along the road that led 
to the domain. The duke, struggling to his feet, gave an 
excited signal, the castle gates were flung open, and the 
Emperor of Russia, at the head of a numerous cavalcade, rode 
in. Duke Anthony, making a sturdier effort tlian his previous 
one, hastened fonvard to give help to the Czar; but Peter, 
stopping his approach with a smile of deprecation, and re- 
fusing the aid of his own equerries, dismounted lightly. 

" My daughter? " he said in a tone of gentle inquiry. 

Charlotte, who had gone a little apart, and had been scruti- 
nizing the members of the retinue with an alternately kindling 
and vanishing light in her eyes, now turned her head. He 
went at once to her, and taking her in his arms kissed her 
again and again. He kissed the hand of the archduchess, took 
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both hands of the duke with a laughing heartiness, and patted 
Helena on the cheek. Then he turned to Dorothea : 

" My dear friend, the Princess von Furstenberg," said the 
Czarevna. 

The Emperor looked at the lady presented to him, curiously, 
but with an entirely respectful interest, then glanced at Char- 
k>tte ; and as his gaze finally rested on Dorothea, his expression 
changed to one of frank kindliness. 

" My daughter's friend is my friend." 

And Dorothea, with tears in her eyes, kissed his hand. 
Before night, it was known that the Czar had come for his 
daughter-in-law, and a hint was conveyed that she must be 
helped at once in the preparations for her departure. In reply 
to eager questioning it was elicited that she was to go to 
Petersburg. The Emperor was in high spirits at the ducal 
banqueting-table, and had a good-humored word for each per- 
son present. 

"She is indeed leaving you," he said to Anthony; "and 
• were I in your place I should hate any one who came to rob me 
of such a grand-daughter." 

" She will be far away, but under kind eyes, your majesty. 
And thank God for it." 

" As you say, she is going far from you. But you must not 
again tell my friend and adviser, Herr I^ibnitz, that she is 
about to settle in another continent. We Russians claim to 
belong to Europe, let mc tell you." 

His auditors, including the duke himself, laughed. 

"Her quarters are prepared for her, sire?" asked the 
mother. 

"They have not been forgotten, madame. I think the Prin- 
cess von Furstenberg knows the neighborhood of Petersburg?" 

"I passed through it with my father, five years after its 
foundation by your majesty." 

"And no doubt you have made the Princess von CEst 
Frise turn pale with your description of what it was at that 

time ? " 

Dorothea smiled, but answered firmly : " I was glad, not for 
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my own sake, to receive a hint a little while ago that the drain* 
age of the surrounding marshes is going on rapidly." 

" I should be glad to know that the brick and stone houses 
are more plentiful than rumor says they were three years ago^" 
said the candid Helena. 

The archduchess's face was blank with consternation at 
these criticisms of the Emperor's new capital. 

Peter himself was much diverted. 

" The hint given to the Princess Dorothea is correct," he 
said ; " and the Princess Helena will be relieved to hear that 
the stone and brick houses are fairly keeping pace with the 
wooden ones in Petersburg. Everything is in readiness for 
our daughter." 

"My husband, sire?" said Charlotte in accents of simple 
desire for information. 

But the Czar looked at her quickly, and a shadow of some- 
thing like remorseful abashment and tenderness passed over 
his eyes: "You will reach St. Petersburg," he answered, "at 
the fairest time of the year for us in the north ; and the Czare- 
witch, I think, will not be long before he rejoins you. Mean- 
while, you are yourself needed among your future subjects to 
fill the void which your own prolonged absence leaves." 

" You almost terrify me, sire, by expecting so much of me." 

" You are beginning to be known. But I want your new 
country to be as proud of you as I have been from the first." 

Charlotte bent her head : old Anthony stammered some- 
thing between a prayer and a sobbing tribute of thanks to 
Peter ; the archduchess wiped her eyes ; Helena's face flushed 
with joy ; while Dorothea, listening at the outset with an in- 
credulous wonder, found herself in the end darting glances of 
almost confidence and gratitude at the hero of Russia. 

" A mighty ally," she whispered to Helena, " when w^e are 
at a loss to help our little one." 

Before two days were at an end Charlotte was ready to go. 
Peter had brought new carriages for her — ("better than those 
now in the hands of Israel Isaieff," he assured her in a laugh- 
ing aside) — ^and he placed at her disposal, for immediately 
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prospective needs, an iron-bound case containing twelve thou- 
sand florins in gold. He could only, to his regret, go a day's 
journey in her company, as his presence was urgently required 
once more in Hanover. While the farewells were being ex- 
changed, and it was time for him to take his place, he drew 
Dorothea von Furstenberg aside : 

" Give my expressions of kind will to your father," he said. 

" I thank your majesty." 
I trust that this may not be the last occasion when I shall 
you in the Czarevna's company. Should you find yourself 
in the neighborhood of Petersburg or Moscow, remember that 
there are others at the Russian Court than your friend, my 
daughter, who will decline henceforth to treat you as a 
stranger." 

Dorothea sank on her knees in the open castle grounds and 
kissed the Emperor's hand. Charlotte was receiving the final 
embraces of her mother and grandfather, on whom she now 
felt the need of bestowing words of comfort : she leaned from 
her coach and smiled at Dorothea — the smile that made on- 
lookers wonder at themselves for thinking her plain ; the Czar 
entered and seated himself opposite herself and Helena ; and 
the carriages and the escort (part of which was going the en- 
tire journey) swept away. 

"Shall I live to see her again? " said the old duke as he and 
his daughter-in-law and Dorothea stood gazing in the direction 
ci the disappearing travellers. 

" Do not despair of that," said the archduchess, leading him 
into the castle. 

"Shall she live to see you?" muttered Dorothea to herself, 
walking after them. 



198 The Son of the Czar. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

ALEXIS ANSWERS A QUESTION IN GEOGRAPHY. 

It was in the month of June, 17 13, that Charlotte arrived on 
the margin of the Neva, and looked for the first time over the 
broad swift river on toward Petersburg ; on toward the wilder- 
ness of mud banks, huts and houses of wood and brick, with here 
and there a more pretentious building of stone ; or, again, at 
the masts of many a warship rising from the intersected dock- 
yards ; or, in fine, toward the dense band of full-leaved trees 
in the distant east whereon the sun now shone, making the 
forest blacker than usual against the unstained summer heaven. 
The Czarevna's journey had been a pleasing one. In the 
moment of the Czar's leave-taking of her he had called Prince 
Troubetzkoi and Alexander Golovkin a little aside. And it 
was with a half -amused, half- terrified gratefulness that Charlotte 
heard him hold the fiercest threats over the heads of these 
leaders of the escort, if they slackened for an instant day or 
night in attendance on the comfort of his daughter. But the 
officers needed no menaces to fire their zeal. Both had found 
reason, before now, to be enlightened with regard to the char- 
acter of their princess. For them the experiences of this long 
journey were not required to illustrate her amiability, her un- 
selfishness, her thoughtfulness, for every one around her. It 
was with a kind of regret, therefore, that they saw their task 
brought to a conclusion ; but the graciousness with which their 
services were at the close acknowledged by their 3roung mis- 
tress, made them avow to each other that she justified every 
word which the enthusiastic Czar was understood to have said 
of her. 
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The advance couriers despatched by young Golovkin had 
made good speed, and when Charlotte approached the banks 
of the Neva, she was almost bewildered by the elaborate pfep- 
aiations for her coming. On this midsummer day the river 
in its whole breadth, for many a hundred yards up and down, 
was overspread with vessels big and little, of designs more 
familiar to the canals and lagoons of Venice than to the waters 
of these grim northern climes. Helena von OEst Frise, nestling 
close to Charlotte, was whispering her exaggerated ecstasy and 
awe at the combination of crude exuberance and fantastic 
splendor in the scene before them, when they noticed a move- 
ment across the line of water immediately under their eyes. 
From the confronting bank to the one on whose edge the prin- 
cesses were stationed, the craft of all kinds, caiques, canoes, 
gondolas, fishing-boats and sloops, trading ships and frigates, 
Ranged themselves on either hand, leaving a wide space between. 
\iid athwart this passage moved a barque whose rigging and 
nasts and sides, down to the surface of the stream, were wrapped 
>r hung in purple and cloth of gold. Surrounding and in at- 
endance on this vessel came a number of luxurious barges, 
hionged with nobles and ministers and other among the chief 
lignitaries of the crown. These kept pace with the barque 
ill all had moored along the side. Then Prince Menchikoff, 
Jeutenant-Govemor of the Empire, and Count Golovkin, the 
^hanceUor, stepped ashore, and, in all the sumptuousness of 
heir robes of state and gleaming jewels, cast themselves on 
he ground before the carriage of the Czarevna. On being 
)ennitted to rise they presented her with bread and salt on 
ittlc plates of gold, and Menchikoff in set phrase welcomed 
icr to Petersburg. The Archimandrite Theodosios next ad- 
vanced. Charlotte alighted from the carriage and knelt, and 
lie prelate, in full canonicals and crucifix in hand, pronounced 
1 blessing in Sclavonic on the Crown Princess. These and 
minor State and Church ceremonies having been accomplished, 
Charlotte, now standing, set the example of less formal inter- 
course in a manner to which the governor and the chancellor 
teqponded with respectful eagerness. 
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"Your Imperial Highness left our sovereign lord well?" in- 
quired Menchikoff. 

" In admirable health and spirits," was the reply. 

" I trust," said the chancellor, glancing at young Golovkin, 
" that the instructions given for your Imperial Highness's com- 
fort during the long journey were effectively carried out." 

" If it was you, my lord, who suggested the placing of your 
son at my disposal," was the answer, " I am heartily grateful to 
you. A more watchful, amiable, cheerful guide I could not 
hope for. 

As the elder Golovkin heard this tribute to his boy his face 
grew red, and his voice was unsteady and hoarse as he made 
an acknowledgment. The two statesmen then preceded and 
ushered her highness on board the barque. On mounting to 
the richly carpeted deck and turning to the right she saw two 
great chairs, which at first view might have been dignified by 
the name of thrones. The arms and legs were framed of gilded 
wood, with here and there an embossment of gold. The backs 
were covered with cloth of gold sewn with pearl, and surmount- 
ed by the arms of the reigning house, while from a tall staff, 
wrapped round with gold brocade alternated with many colored 
bands of satin, immediately behind, floated \he Imperial stand- 
ard of Russia. One of the chairs was on the level of the deck, 
the other rested on a dais, carpeted with purple velvet, raised 
about a foot from the floor and hea\7 with golden fringe on all 
its four sides. On this higher chair sat a woman seemingly 
about thirty years old. She was in her full garments of State, and 
the fire of gems and gold streamed all over her, from the Czar- 
ina's diamond crown upon her head to the jewels which flamed 
from the body and round the hem of her robe. Yet the face 
that looked from the midst of such magnificence had been no 
more generously treated by nature than the one towards which 
it was now turned. As the two plain women gazed at each 
other during the approach of Charlotte, the last-named did not 
require Golovkin's whispered intimation that this was the Em- 
press Catherine. Nor did the enthroned woman, despite her 
acknowledged rank, despite her surroundings of majesty, ftflto 
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recognize in the calm-eyed, easy-mannered girl before her some- 
thing of an order superior to her own, something in whose 
presence, for more reasons than one, she felt a certain abash- 
ment The elaborate lustre, the supreme transplendency of the 
Czarina's attire, the whole of her Imperial environment, seemed 
to oppress her while front to front with that quietly dressed girl, 
that innocent-faced descendant of the most ancient house in 
Europe. 

The Czarevna had moved forward with an evident purpose of 
kneeling at the feet of the sovereign. But Catherine stepped 
off the daiSy and holding out her arms with an awkward good- 
natnre, which yet had a grace of its own, took the girl to her 
breast And Charlotte, never irresponsive to the kindly im- 
pulses of others, from whatever quarter, smiled in her own win- 
some manner and returned the embrace heartily. There was a 
homeliness about the incident well calculated to appeal to the 
gentler feelings of the onlookers. The State officials nearest to 
the princesses could not repress their murmurs of sympathy. 
Those immediately beyond this exclusive circle were more ar- 
ticulate in their joy. The thousands on the banks and in the 
numerous vessels hard by broke into wild cheers, and the war- 
ships, at a signal ffrom the Imperial barque, thundered abroad 
their formidable exultation in salvoes of artillery. 

Meanwhile the Czarina, after leading Charlotte to the chair 
beside the dais, presented her with a silver-gilt cup filled nearly 
to the brim with pearls; an old custom in cases where the 
daughter-in-law of the reigning monarch, or, indeed, of the 
chief of other illustrious families, was welcomed to the home 
of her adoption. Catherine then went back to her own seat ; 
Charlotte summoned Helena to her side, and amid the shout- 
ing of captains and sailors, the hiss and rush of swollen waters, 
the bursting of cheers from river and shore, the blasting and 
rending of the summer air with the saluting guns, the Imperial 
baxque swung round and joined in the triumphal procession 
along the Neva. The tumult, of course, prevented conversa- 
tion between the Crown Princess and the Czarina. But they 
tamed btqasaHf and glanced at one another with smiles 
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which by a mysterious instinct grew, after a while, &inter and 
more constrained on both sides. 

" How will our young Czarevna and her mother-in-kw act 
together, think you?'' asked Menchikoff, addressing Golovkin 
as the day advanced. 

" The Empress possibly fears a new competitor in the favor 
of his majesty? She would be wrong to do so. From what 
my son tells me, the poor girl's one longing only is for the pres- 
ence of a far-away husband." 

" The Czar hopes to arouse higher ambitions in her ; and 
there's where a misunderstanding might easily creep in between 
himself and his wife." 

" The sole ambition sought to be infused into her is con- 
nected still with the one object of her love. It is expected 
of her that she will try to make her husband worthy of his 
position." 

"She'll awaken no jealousy on Catherine's part in doing 
that." 

''Then, if sweetness of nature and clearness of mind can do 
it, it will be done." 

" And so, my dear chancellor, she will win the hearts of hus- 
band and mother-in-law and make the Czar more than ever 
iiydebted to her." 

<<Win the heart of her husband and keep the same? God 
grant it, my dear prince ! " 

On the suspension of the festivities that evening, an hour 
after the Czarevna had been installed in the new and some- 
what draughty palace of the Czarewitch, a conversation arose 
between her cousin and herself on the subject which had in- 
terested Menchikoff and Golovkin. 

'* Her way of looking at me was a little searching and suspi- 
cious, no doubt," said Charlotte wearily; "I must do what I 
can to hinder her from hating me." 

" Hating you? Whatever her influence with the Czar, he is 
just. I say nothing of his fondness for you ; and he would stop 
any such unprovoked exhibition on her part" 

''Ay; speak confidently, dear. I want all your enooonge- 






Alexis Answers a Question in Geography. 203 

ment ; for I am assuredly not fitted to contend single-handed 
against new enemies.'* 

" We may both mistake her attitude towards you. And at 
the worst, remember again that you have the one all-powerful 
Doan in the empire on your side." 

" He is always good to me. And yet," sheT:ontinued, letting 
her head fall back on the easy chair whereon she had thrown 
herself, " I wish I had less reason to look for help to him. My 
husband, my husband, it is my husband whom I want to stand 
by me." 

She closed her eyes in time to escape the sight of an invol- 
untary grimace and a shrug of the shoulders on the part of 
Helena. 

The Emperor come to Petersburg about the close of the 
summer. At once, whether by way of cheering Charlotte in 
the continued absence of Alexis or of setting a peremptory 
example to those around him, be began to distinguish his 
daughter-in-law by more signal marks of favor than ever. No 
fewer than three times he did her the honor, when at the house 
of his familiars, of getting drunk in repeatedly toasting her 
health. He frequently dined with herself and the Princess von 
CEst Frise ; and at such times his restraint was unimpeachable. 
Still more often he invited her to his own table, where he took 
delight in lavishing upon her a delicacy of attention, a refine- 
ment of tenderness of which those who knew him best had never 
thought him capable. It was after one of these entertainments 
that Charlotte, finding herself alone with the Empress, dwelt in 
a burst of half-timid gratitude on the nobler qualities of the 
Czar and on all that she personally owed to him. Her relief 
was equal at least to her surprise when the Czarina's face be- 
came lit up with gladness. 

" Many a time since my husband's return I have longed to 
open my breast to you and do away with something of con- 
fltiaint that has been between us. It has been a sorrow to us 
both, has it not?" 

"Yes." 

''Your own troth, 3rour own nobleness, could not but have 
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forced me to speak out soon or late/' said Catherine, kissing 
her. " Henceforth there can be few or no secrets between as. 
You know our Emperor to be as generous and great as I have 
always found him. I know you to be one more helper, 
the most welcome of helpers, in the cause nearest to his 
heart." 

She had scarce done speaking when the Czar entered the 
room. He glanced keenly at his wife and his daughter-in-law, 
and he looked pleased. He turned finally to Charlotte with 
those kindlier beams in his eyes which often had made her 
long to see him smile. 

" You seem so merry," he said, " that I almost fear danger 
in trying you with an excess of happiness. I have news for 
you." 

Charlotte gazed at him, and grew white, and then red. 

" News your majesty ? " she whispered, as Catherine put 

a comforting arm round her. 

" Alexis will be with you to-morrow." 

When the Czarevna reached home that night she instantly 
sought the privacy of her rooms. In less than twenty-four 
hours the husband whom she had not seen for twelve months 
would be at her side once more. Would he be changed in 
appearance ? The young wife almost laughed as the thought 
struck through her brain. If he came home to her maimed, 
with face marred, unsightly in other eyes, to her he would be 
transfigured beyond the gracefullest beauty of the rest of men. 
Would he find herself altered? She had suffered much. In 
the holiest of secrecy, with no eye but God*s turned upon her, 
she had let her heart's tears fiow for many an hour. But now, 
looking at herself in the glass with a smile, she really felt en- 
couraged to think that any lessening of her already humble 
charms through the sorrows of the past year had been repaired 
by the news given to her an hour ago. Her sleep was troubled 
that night, though she was none the worse next day. 

The Czarewitch arrived in Petersburg a little after sundown, 
home from the latest mission abroad entrusted to him by his 
father. Immediately on his entrance into the city he sepa- 
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rated, with an abrupt farewell, from the intimates of rank who 
had accompanied him, and taking with him his confidential 
servants Anselm Athanasieff and Paul Feodoreff, and the priest 
Ivan Slonski, he drove to his own palace. On approaching its 
precincts he was disconcerted to perceive the Czar and Czarina 
coming out of the doorway. His mind, however, was instantly 
made up. He had within the breast-pocket of the large fur 
cloak worn by him the documents which gave the result of his 
mission to Ladoga. He drew them forth, hurried forward, and 
falling on his knees while the Czar yet stood on the threshold, 
kissed the hands of his father and his father's wife and pre- 
sented the papers. 

"I shall look over these at leisure," said Peter, handing 
them to an officer in attendance ; then raising the prince and 
kissing him ; " So you knew where to find me? " 

"Yes, your majesty," stammered Alexis. 

" You were well inspired to come here." 

" It is a year since I have seen my wife, sire." 

There was an unaffected eagerness in the utterance of these 
words which seemed to impress the Czar. The searching fire 
smouldered out of his eyes and there came over his face an 
expression of much mildness : 

" You are right," he answered. 

"We must not detain you from her," said Catherine, also 
looking at him with a kind pleasure. 

Alexis went in alone to the room pointed out to him by one 
of the German chamberlains. And there he found Charlotte 
by herself. She rose from where she had been seated. She 
did not try to unclose the lips which now were seen to tremble. 
Falteringly, with a grave meekness, yet with a mighty yearn- 
ing, a measureless love in her face, the wife moved in silence 
towards her husband. She had not time to advance more than 
two steps. He sprang towards her, and almost lifting her from 
the carpet poured upon her forehead, her cheeks, her lips an 
absolute shower of kisses. And with a faint sweet moan she 
let her head sink upon his breast and gave way to tears of joy 
beyond all power of utterance. 
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Next day, in the dazzlement of an unforeseen joy, she must 
show her inmost heart to her cousin Helena: "I have 
been surely mistaken in him all this while. He heaps 
upon me proofs of what I cannot but consider a true affec- 
tion." 

" Have I not always felt certain of it ? " cried Helena, who, 
in sharing her friend's delight, did not shrink from wandering 
a little into the realm of fiction. 

" My kind girl," said Charlotte, kissing her, " you never fail 
to rejoice at what pleases me. Nor will you be surprised at 
my change of tone. Who is consistent in this world? But, 
indeed, something has always told yourself as well as me that 
his heart is noble and sincere." 

"Most assuredly." 

" And what am I to say as to my own feeling towards hizn, 
but that I love him more than ever, ardently, madly? " 

*' Well, let us both be thankful that you are happy now in all 
your surroundings." 

" Yes : and that your grumbling Charlotte will never have 
cause to put you to further uneasiness about herself. At least 
she bids you believe so." 

The state of matters delineated with these lights and shades 
of frank enthusiasm and restrained hope, struck many others 
less intimately concerned with an interest not immingled with 
stupefaction. 

The ceremony of Charlotte's marriage appeared to herself a 
thing of yesterday : only now did the honeymoon seem to have 
commenced ; here for the first time she felt that her innocent 
ecstasy as bride, her divine claims as wife had been gloriously 
crowned. 

The tenderness of Alexis and the young spouse's uncon- 
trolled excess of bliss were subjects for the ever-recumng 
wonder and delight of the Czar. He was frequently in the 
palace of the newly rejoined couple, endeavored in all ways to 
gain the prince's confidence ; and in especial, but without self- 
intrusion, tried to entertain him with illustrations drawn from 
his own picturesque and heroic career. The young man list- 
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ened with an abounding display of interest, and Peter began 
to turn eyes of hope and almost of pride on the heir to his 
throne. But no sooner had his father left him than the Czare- 
witch rose from interviews of the kind with yawns that nearly 
unhinged his jaws and, withal, a sickly and immeasurable antip- 
athy which he began to hide l^ss and less from those of his 
own household. 

One evening in November the Czar entered his son's house 
in good spirits and with more than his usual precipitation. He 
found the Czarewitch alone, gazing straight in front of him with 
dreamy listlessness. The young man started up and began to 
look with an extravagantly absorbed air at an atlas outspread 
on a table to the right. He was playfully put back in his chair 
by the Emperor, who glanced at the atlas, then took a seat be- 
side him. 

Since his return to Petersburg, Alexis had made many a 
labored attempt to seem at ease with his father. The 
effort was this time more than usually marked. Peter, how- 
ever, was too genially occupied with the subject which had 
brought him here this night to be observant of comparative 
trifles. 

" I have never in all these days past congratulated you, as 
you might reasonably have expected," said the Czar, " on your 
conduct of the mission to Ladoga. It is not that I lacked 
expressions of just praise and encouragement, but I have been 

thinking that the best compliment I can pay you is 

Come, you can guess? " 

" I cannot, sire," muttered Alexis in a tone of one who is 
but too well enlightened. 

'* As a relaxation to your present even flow of life, that the 
harmony of marriage may not become monotonous — though 
it would be hard to conceive such a result in your case — 
I am proposing to entrust you before long with another 
mission." 

Peter smiled as he held out this prospect. The Czarewitch 
made a hopeless endeavor to smile in his turn. He bowed 
very low, and almost succeeded in hiding his increased pallor 
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while he whispered his acknowledgments. Peter sat for some 
moments contemplating in silence the downcast head of the 
prince. Then he restmied with a half sigh and in a slightly 
hardened tone, and with seeming inconsequence : *' I have no 
doubt your knowledge of German has been useful to you ol 
late years? " 

" Most useful, sire.'* 

"Of all your tutors, to whom do you feel most indebted? " 

" To the Baron von Uhrbig." 

" Whether in languages, the exact sciences or general knowl- 
edge?" 

"In all subjects, whether rudimentary or advanced, your 
majesty." 

" He was a good teacher of geography, for example ? " sug- 
gested Peter, glancing once more at the atlas. 

"Admirable." 

" And you profited by his lessons in that branch also? " 

" I can claim to have done so." 

" And you were wise, my son." In these times, when we 
an delight in invading our neighbor's landmarks, as much 
attention at least should be devoted to geography, as the 
Western knights-errant of old gave to heraldry. And so you 
found von Uhrbig, the friend of my valued adviser Leibnitz, an 
excellent tutor?" 

" I repeat it, sire." 

" I am not wrong in presuming that he would often set you 
to sketch maps of different countries? " 

" I very often had such tasks." 

" And you have forgotten nothing of that either? " 

" Nothing, youj majesty." 

Peter leaned sideways in his chair. 

" I do not command. I ask, are you prepared to do me a 
favor in connection with the same studies we have been speak- 
ing of ? " 

" You have a right to command me," replied the Czarewitch 
more slowly, and glancing with a disquieted look at his father. 
" What is it, your majesty? " 






ii 
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''You will please me much by drawing me a map of Poland 
here, and now.*' 

"Of Poland? " echoed the prince aghast. 

" I'll not confine you to any country. Sweden or Turkey, 
Holland or France, will be equally satisfactory. Make your 
own choice, in short." 

And your majesty requires this now? " 
There's no better experience in life than a sudden call on 
one's gifts of head or heart." 

Alexis rose and stared about him. 

"I have neither pens nor paper here, your majesty. I'll 
find both in the next room." 

He went out in haste and entered a chamber a few yards 
off. It was a room in which were a few books and the 
materials for writing, indeed. It was chiefly set apart, however, 
for the storage of arms, used far less by himself than by the 
young boiArs who had the honor of being on visiting terms 
with him. The sabres, foils, daggers, muskets, and pistols 
were scattered about the room without much thought for 
grace of arrangement. A lamp hung from the ceiling. The 
prince threw himself helplessly on a chair. Of course the vaunt 
as to his retentiveness of accomplishment was untrue. He had 
been trapped, as he said to himself resentfully, into compliance 
with an ordeal from which it was hopeless for him to emerge, 
without being exposed to humiliation at the hands of the 
being whom he most dreaded on earth. A position which to 
many another man would have teemed with the elements of 
the ludicrous, assumed in his morbid and self-torturing imagi- 
nation the dignity of a tragic crisis. He got up and went to a 
desk on which lay a pistol. He examined the weapon, found 
it to be loaded, put it down again, and went back to his chair. 
He remained almost inert, merely glancing now and then at 
the pistol during five minutes. Two members of the house- 
hold — no others than Ivan Slonski and Paul Feodoreff — entered, 
seemingly in argument, and on seeing their master drew back, 
murmuring excuses. The prince had grown flushed at the in- 
terruption; he relapsed into his mood of dull consternation. 
»4 
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On a sudden he heard the noise as of an impatient moving of 
chairs from the next room, the room in which he had left hn 
fether. He started up, his face was now white ; he hurried 
over to the desk, took up the pistol with his left hand, and 
opening the pahn of the other hand, fired. The bullet tore 
through the skin and just pierced the fiesh of the right pahn. 
Yet the wound bled copiously, and the fiery smart wrung from 
the prince a yell of pain. At the explosion and the cry, 
Feodoreff and Slonski, in the order named, rushed into the 
room, and on their heels entered the Czar. Peter put his arm 
sustainingly round the neck of the Czarewitch, who seemed 
about to fall, and led him back to his chair. 

" AVhere are you hurt? " inquired the father, with no affected 
anxiety. 

Alexis glanced in a sort of abashed feebleness at his right 
hand. The Emperor looked carefully at the hurt, looked still 
more attentively into the prince's face, and turned abruptly to 
the priest and the valet, who were now prostrated to the floor 
in presence of the sovereign. 

''Leave us, the accident is a slight one," said Peter; 
''but see that not a word of it comes to the ears of the 
Czarevna." 

The father and son were left alone. Peter found the wound 
indeed to be in no wise a grave one. He took from his neck 
a great silk scarf, and with the utmost gentleness bound the 
bleeding limb. He then helped the prince out and along the 
corridor, and led him to a bedchamber in which he knew that 
Alexis was accustomed to pass the night alone on returning 
late to his palace. All this had been done in silence. 

" I may leave you now," suggested the Czar. 

" I thank your majesty." 

" You have nothing to say to me ? There's no explanation 
to give?" 

" Nothing ^none, sire." 

There was a pause. Then the Emperor turned to the 
door: 

" My son, I am sorry you could not have fixed apoii a lev 
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noisy way of answering me that you had forgotten your lessons 
in geography." 

He left the room, and chancing to meet the valet or under- 
chamberlain, Paul Feodoreff, ordered him to attend on the 
prince. The valet, with an earnestness which awakened the 
Czar's momentary attention, asked permission to show his 
majesty to the palace door. On their way they came within 
view of the priest, Ivan Slonski, who at sight of Paul instantly 
disappeared. The Czar's attention was otherwise engaged, 
however, and he walked home with a thoughtful face. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MORE OF THE CZAREVNA'S HOME LIFE. 

Alexis got cured of his hurt in a week's time through the 
care, night and day, of his wife. He had not, of course, been 
stoical enough to hide from her his actual pain. In obedience 
to the Emperor's wish, however, he kept from her the true sur- 
roundings of the case. Indeed he improved upon the instruc- 
tion ; and first in a vague manner blamed the whole mishap on 
the crass clumsiness of the Czar himself ; next, with an addi- 
tion of mystery, seemed to hint at a still more sinister respon- 
sibility on the side of his heartless father. 

During his eight days of seclusion his fretfulness kept the 
entire palace in torments of unrest hardly relieved for an in- 
stant. On the first occasion of his moving out of doors again, 
he seemed determined, as in remorse, to make amends in his 
own way for the terror which his presence had caused the 
members of his household. He had left the palace before 
noon. He was brought back long after midnight in a drunken 
stupor. Three nights later, while in a more frenzied activity, 
he was deprived by Paul Feodoreff of a knife with which the 
valet suspected him of some unquestionably evil design. No 
sooner had Paul seen him harmlessly asleep in his bedroom 
than he sought Ivan Slonski. He found the priest at his 
prayers, which seemed longer than usual that night. Paul, 
bending upon him far from edified looks, but otherwise prov- 
ing himself to be finely endowed with patience, waited until 
the priest had risen from his knees. Then advandng: ''I 
have something for your reverence." 
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"For me? " cried Ivan coldly. " What is there that should 
bring you and me together?" 
' "In addition to what has mainly brought me here, I have 
two or three words to say to you." 

" I have already told my lord Czarewitch that I wish to avoid 
eveiy occasion which can bring me into contact with you," said 
Slonski, with something between fear and hatred in his wild 
eyes. 

"Then I am sorry you have this time forgotten yourself, and 
forced on the collision without a prompter. I so far go with 
you, reverend father, as to hope, for your sake — only for your 
sake — that whether the years be many or few which pass over 
oar heads, you and I may never clash together after this night." 
"A menace, too?" 

*^ A frank and direct menace. Meanwhile I come back to 
the point, that I have property of your reverence's ; and I am 
here in simple honesty to restore it." 
"What property?" 

"This knife. I found it in the hands of his highness the 
Czarewitch, with whom it had been placed by your pious 
&Lthership." 

"Placed by me?" stammered the priest. "You dare to 



accuse me " 



it 



Apart from the fact of my having seen you place it in the 
hands from which I took it, I know your sinless worship will 
not stain your conscience with a mendacious denial. It was 
given to him," continued Paul slowly, and with a dark smile, 
" at the moment when he was entering with an already frantic 
violence the apartments of the Czarevna — the Lutheran woman, 
as you in your brutish fanaticism are pleased to style her. Now 
you are at liberty to take it that what is passing between us shall, 
80 far as I am concerned, go no further. But it will be well, 
for all interested, if some warning words which I have to give 
you should suffice for your guidance in the future. Had this 
knife been used for the purpose foreshadowed by you to-night, 
I should, as now, have returned it to its owner — but not into 
his handle Father Ivan Slonski." 
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The monk breathed a little more freely ; perhaps in conse- 
quence of the valet's promise of reticence, for there was a 
deeper concentration of malignity, though still something of 
dread in his tone and look, as he retorted : '' My curses on 
you ! " 

"Ah, there," cried Paul approvingly, "you are in your prov- 
ince, most pious father in God. A curse or a blessing is ap- 
propriate in the mouth of a priest, and on such lips as yours one 
is of equal value with the other. Curse freely, your reverence. 
But, believe me, it will be well for your salvation, in this world 
and in the next, that you never more set your wits to the or- 
ganization of murder." 

The Crown Prince's frenzy of drunkenness went on day after 
day, night after night, till a week before Christmas. One 
morning Charlotte sat by his bedside. He had slept fairly well 
and now lay awake, with less of the sickly heart-throbbing after 
drink, less of the hideous torment of thirst, less ill-temper than 
usual, watching his wife. Her night had been as restless, as 
hopeless, as many a night preceding it Her illusions had fled, 
she at last feared, beyond recall. She was looking earnestly at 
her husband, then withdrawing her strained anguished eyes as in 
abashment At length her lips parted, she leaned forward as 
if with a purpose to be now accomplished ; and again she drew 
back, though continuing to gaze at him fixedly. 

" You have something to say," he observed quietly. 

She flushed and trembled. 

" I have." 

" Speak freely." 

" Are you sure I may speak freely? " 

" Come," he said, with a look, at once withdrawn, of half 
pity, half compunction, " you are not satisfied with me. Say 
what you think. I am in the mood to hear reason. 

" I have only one question to put. You may think it a com- 
monplace, trivial question, one that surely ought never to be 
heard within palace walls, or otherwise than between the lowli« 
est of married couples." 

"What can it be? " he asked, with some &dnt impatieooe. 
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^'Txy neither to be offended nor to laugh at it" 

** Let me hear it." 

Her lips quivered, her heart was evidently full, and it was 

Lh difficulty that she controlled her voice. 

"Alexis ^will you never come home to me sober again?" 

He gave a shrug of the shoulders. 

"You have not been pleased with me of late," he mut- 

'ed sullenly; "things have gone wrong and there's an 

d." 

" I am very unhappy, dear," she answered in trembling tones, 
e tears now starting to her eyes. 

The Czarewitch instantly sprang to a sitting posture in bed, 
d stared at her with eyes roimded to an almost insane ex- 
ession of wonder. 

"Unhappy!" he repeated in a low voice. "The wife of 
s heir to the Russian Czar, and unhappy! There are 
»men, my compatriots, in the Terem at Moscow, who would 
ve denied their Redeemer, blasphemed the Holy Trinity, 
ured their ribald jests on the virginity of the Mother of 
xi — ay, sold their souls in secret to the devil. Merciful 
irist, forgive me for such imaginations 1 " and he interrupted 
nself with a sign of the cross. " All this they would have 
fie to reach the position you now enjoy, and you tell me you 
5 unhappy!" 

The notion seemed to him too unbearably absurd, and, 
rowing himself back on his pillow, he laughed loud and long, 
e gazed at him for a few seconds in silence ; then she stood 
I and joined in his mirth with a hard, nervous, wild laughter, 
d sank on her knees by the bedside, concealing her face in 
I hands, but still apparently convulsed. A minute later she 
Dse. Her eyes were dry now ; her cheeks were striped with 
:emations of livid and crimson bars, left by the pressure of 
:r hot fingers. Her strange emotion seemed to have hurt 
T9 and it was with labored breathing and a ghastly smile 
at she uttered the words : " You are right. You have given 
e a lesson I shall not forget. I am convinced now that it 
nid be madnfus in me to complain.'' 
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She went out of the room calmly. The Czarewitch strud 
irritably on a bell that was near him, and Anselm Athanasid 
and Paul Feodoreff both entered. As they helped him t( 
dress, an expression of amusement, crossed with vexatkm 
lingered in his face, and he broke now and then into a shor 
smothered laugh : 

"I have recently been listening to complaints from cm 
who is likely to ascend one of the most brilliant thrones in th( 
world. Complaints of unhappiness, no less. What do yoi 
say, Paul?" 

"To what, your highness?" 

" If you were offered a throne — no matter where — ^is then 
a misery you would not endure, is there a torture your grea 
body would not court to reach the rank?" 

Paul looked deliberately at the picture of the Czarevna on 
the wall near him ; then he turned his eyes with similar fulnes 
upon Alexis : 

" I can bear pain, lord Czarewitch, but I fear that if a demoi 
came up tc me from one of the palaces which the lost angd 
are supposed to have built for themselves, and if in the mo! 
honeyed language he otfered me a throne in hell, I should b 
inclined to renounce it." 

The prince frowned and crossed himself : " I am fond c 
you, Paul. You are privileged — as Father Ivan often r< 
minds me. But let me call upon you to use less unseeml 
language." 

He went out earlier than usual for an informal conferenc 
with some priests who had lately arrived from Moscow. I 
the evening he dined by invitation with the Chancellor Golo^ 
kin, at whose table he met a number of nobles of his ow 
age. Among the rest there happened to be present Alexandc 
Golovkin and Prince Troubetzkoi. The Czarewitch sat b< 
tween these two, whom he had not seen for upwards of a yea 
They vied with him in hard drinking. At the same time the 
entertained him with notes of their travelling experiences wit 
their adorable princess the Czarevna, while escorting her froi 
Germany to Russia. 
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**In this connection," observed the Crown Prince, looking 
It Alexander Gk>lovkin with a cordial smile, " I believe I am 
indebted to your lather for an irremunerable favor." 
'' I am glad that whatever he may do earns your highness's 

poise. But in what special way ?" 

"Was he not the first man in Russia to write to my 
fither advocating the marriage to which I owe so much 
happiness?" 

"To tell the truth, your highness " 

"You hesitate. — ^Was it not so, Troubetzkoi?" 
The last named smiled and glanced at young Golovkin: 
"I think Count Gk>lovkin himself would shrink from as- 
siining the whole of an honor which is at least shared by 
another." 
"By what other?" 

"His worthy son, here," said Troubetzkoi with a laugh. 
^Father and son were equal in the race to do good to your 
highness. By a happy coincidence, with no shadow of col- 
hsion, they wrote to his Imperial majesty the Czar on the 
tune day." 

Alexis laughed in his turn: "I am like many a Crown 
Fniice. I am indebted to such swarms of creditors, and in 
mch different ways, that I must declare myself bankrupt even 
in thanks." 
And he drank to Alexander Golovkin and kissed him. 
Though he was helped as a precaution to his home that 
light, he was a little less drunk than usuai. He entered his 
irife's apartments and found her sitting with the Princess von 
[Est Frise. Charlotte smiled in unaffected welcome. He 
lodded abruptly, silently, to both ladies, and moved away with 
I swift stumbling gait to his own suite of rooms. Here he 
bund Anselm Athanasieff setting things in order. Alexis closed 
the door with a slam behind him and confronted the chamber- 
bun : '^ I am glad to find you here." 

Anselm kx)ked up in a leisurely way. He was accus- 
tomed to put on airs of freedom with his master at times like 
these. 
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- Wbar's the csatier? " he xstquired. " You look excited." 
"And vith reason. It has taken me four years to find 
Oct who, beades my fither, coukl have been the damnable 
who vere the canse of my being tied to this 



*- lMa.t woman, yocr highness?" 

-Are Toa an kiiot, CTirse on you? The Bnmswicker, the 
German, the heretic, the creature whose people will show 
yoc, or any visitor to their puny principality, the Bihle, the 
portrait, the doctors ring, the drinking-cup, the wedding- 
ring, and I scarce know what else, of the ten million times 
damned Lcther. God's curse on him ! And Christ intercede 
with me for taking the name of His Almighty Father in 



Tarn . 



He crossed himself, then ^anced at Athanasieff: ''Do 
you still stare, you fool, and ask me what woman? I say the 
wretch who is, to my eternal sorrow and rage and shame, 
heiress to the throne ; who will some day be joint sovereign 
with me of Russia ; and who yet complains of being tmhappy. 
My curses on her and on those who have been the means, I 
say again, of bringing her and me together." 

" Hush, your highness I You'll be overheard." 

" ril not be silenced by any man. PU say what I please 
under mv own or anv other rooL" 

" No doubt, your highness. But who are those that have 
aroused this bitterness on your part?" 

" Old Golo>kin " 

"The grand chancellor? " 

"Ay; and his grand chancellorship shall suffer for it some 
day " 

" Say no more, your highness " 

" I hope I may fall dead while speaking if I do not mean to 
have my re\'enge upon him. Yes, and on that villain of a son 
of his — Alexander. Both, it seems, have from the first been 
writing and counselling about a marriage that has brought me 
— as no one knows better than yon — fsaaciy, nothing but 
misery, since it was first broached to me.** 
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^Her highness will hear you." 

''Let her highness be gibbeted, and rot on the gallows. 
Meanwhile it is of those two men, the father and son, I am 
speaking. And a heavy reckoning Til have with them. So 
me as the sun shone in heaven this day, I'll fix their heads on 
stakes when the good time comes.*' 

''Your highness, lord Czarewitch, I must not listen to this. 
God send that you have not lost your wits. What if you were 
heard talking in this way out of doors ? In such a case your 
words might easily be reported to the boidrs you have named ; 
they would be amazed and distressed ; and they, and perhaps 
an other nobles in Petersburg, would fear to enter your palace 
or invite you to their own houses again." 

"And you think I am dismayed at that? The nobles?" 
cried the prince with furious derision ; " I spit upon them ! 
To the devil and hell with them ! God pardon me ! " and he 
dossed himself. " I attach more consequence to the people's 
opinion. I like the kind, honest, brute-skulled mob, damn 
them — Heaven forgive me ! Ay, and when the time comes 
and my father's no longer alive — and that may be sooner than 
many of us think — there will be no arbitrary succession of fa- 
vorites, no usurpation of the throne of the Ruriks and Romanoffs 
by a promoted slut. I'll only have to whisper a sentence to 
the bishops ; the bishops will murmur it to the priests ; the 
priests will trumpet it to their parishioners ; and though all the 
drabs that ever were bred in taverns, though all the demons 
that ever lost paradise, came forward to hinder it, I'll be 
crowned sovereign of Russia. Indeed, I may not have to wait 

for my father's death. At any moment' an insurrection " 

The Czarewitch stopped short as he looked at the chamberlain, 
who was gazing at him in turn with a curious fixity. 

"Why do you not speak ?" said Alexis hoarsely, after a 
pause. 

The servant did not break the silence. The prince re- 
mained staring at him with a confused and anxious knitting of 
the brows for some moments, then abruptly called for Ivan 
SoDskL After a space of five minutes the priest came in 
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answer to the summons. He had not long returned from 
supper out of doors, and his empurpled visage and unsteady 
gait bore strong witness to the hospitality of his entertainers. 
He and the Czarewitch went in to the prince's oratory for 
night prayers. Very soon their voices rose iii drunken harmony 
in the chanting of the complin. And Athanasieff withdrew. 
Next morning, at an earlier hour than usual, Alexis rang for 
his chamberlain, whose entrance he greeted with a kindly smile 
and some gracious words. Wlien his toilet had been finished, 
and he was on the point of moving to the door, he turned as 
at a thought which had suddenly struck hiin, and faced Anselm 
with a somewhat shifting look : 

"What time did I come in lost night? '* 
"At twelve o'clock or thereabout, your highness.** 
" I think I must have been more drunk than usual. Was I 
in a bad temper about anything or anybody? " 

"I remember something, lord Czarewitch ** 

"What did I say? I can recall nothing. Every word I 
spoke is blotted out of my brain." 

"You wish to know ?** 

"Tell me to the clearest of your remembrance what I said." 

The chamberlain repeated with fair accuracy what had 

passed in the same room on the foregone night. The prince 

raised his eyebrows and smiled frequently during the narration. 

When it was done : 

" Ah,** he said, " what an evil thing is this love of strong 
drink ! God's champion against the enemies of Israel, the 
heroic Samson, quenched his thirst at the brooks and founts 
and streams of his own sacred land, and was never allured by 
the rich-colored, fiery liquors dear to the hearts of the Philis- 
tines. And why should not Heaven's instruments in high 
places have equal disdain for sparkling wines even now? But 
we live in degenerate times. A sad thing,'* he continued, with 
a sudden descent to a lower level of sentiment, " but eveiy 
one gets drunk in these days; and drunkards never talk sense." 
" Your highness need say no more." 
" But yes; and it is as well that you shoukl hear me. I am 
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80 &T unf<»rtunate that in my drink I am ill-humored and talk 
incessantly, and about nothing. I give offence and I am sorry 
from the soul afterwards.*' 

" I feel sure of that." 

"Yes — ^yes. And to close this matter, I would bid you 
never to repeat the foolish words that fell from me." 

"Your highness may rely on me." 

" Indeed, it will be wise for your own sake that you should 
hold your tongue. If you babble out of doors, if you tell others 
what you charge me with having said, you'll find no one to be- 
lieve you. 1*11 disown every syllable, and renounce yourself. 
Menchikoff and Tolstoi will be enraptured to lay their hands 
on you. Yes, and you'll be put to the torture, my poor Anselm, 
and they'll bind your temples with cords, and skin you alive, 
and roast your flesh, and break you on the wheel, my friend, 
and drain the blood in streams from you and grind your bones 
to powder." 

And he burst into shrieks of laughter and went from the 
room, leaving the chamberlain to stare after him with no very 
dutiful expression of countenance. 

About this time Charlotte, distracted for want of money, 
unable to pay her servants, finding her pension once more in 
arrear, obtaining no help from her husband, and sternly for- 
bidden by him to appeal to the Czar, bethought herself of the 
cup of pearls which, on the day of her arrival in Petersburg, 
had been presented to her by the Empress Catherine. She 
had a consultation with Helena von CEst Frise, ending in her 
determination to sell at least a portion of the gems to keep the 
household from actual want. Charlotte went to the strong box 
in a little apartment beyond her bedroom where she had 
placed the cup six months ago. The strong box was open, the 
cup was gone ! The German officers and ladies and minor 
servants were sent for and a search >vab made, without result. 
Helena took upon herself to question Anselm Athanasieff ; he 
answered in a manner which proved that he could explain the 
secret, but that he had ample reasons for not venturing upon 
a disclofuie* When the Czarewitch seemed in a fit state to be 
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spoken to, he was approached on the matter. He turned all 
questions aside in laughing impatience, and hurried out of the 
palace. The same evening Paul FeodorefE came forward of set 
purpose, and plainly told the t^yo princesses that by the urgent 
persuasion of Ivan Slonski the Czarewitch had seized upon the 
goblet and the jewels a month since. He had sold both, and 
devoted part of the proceeds to the purchase of a golden statue 
of the blessed Virgin v/hich he had despatched to the Impeiiil 
confessor and Protopope, lakoff Ignatieff. — ^The under-cham- 
berlain was not troubled by the two ladies to give his yitxn 
as to the way in which the remainder of the money had been 
spent 

A few days later the Crown Princess beheld from her 
windows the funeral of one of the younger household offi- 
cers, a new servant, who had come with her in the spring 
from Wolfenbtittel. He was not more than twenty, and his 
faithfulness, good temper and zeal had commended him 
to her liking. He had set out from Germany with clothing 
entirely unfitted for defence against a Russian winter; and 
fnMy aware of his mistress's perplexities for money, he had re- 
frained from appealing to her to supply the deficiencies of his 
wardrobe. One night, a few hours after the cessation of a 
snowstorm, and the sudden commencement of a still grimmer 
frost, the young chamberlain had gone out thinly clad on a long 
errand. He had not advanced far when the irresistible fierce- 
ness of the air beat him back confoimded, striking him as with 
a great wound from head to foot. He was discovered in the 
street by a fellow-servant, was helped home with difficulty, and 
carried to his room. His compatriots, at a loss what to do 
for him, did not speak of his condition till morning. They 
then approached Paul Feodoreff, who had won their confidence 
in a general way, and who understood a little of their language. 
Paul went with them in haste to the bedside of the sufferer, ex- 
amined his legs with a face grown serious, and brought the 
household physician at once to the spot. The frost had bitten 
the young man's flesh dead from feet to thighs. Even amputa* 
tion of the limbs was too late. Mortification mounted ident- 
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kssly to the body^ and before noon the chamberlain was a 



Nor were strangers to the Russian climate the only persons 
to suffer from the terrors of the new capital. Petersburg, 
though constantly enlarging itself under the remorseless perse- 
verance of the Emperor, resembled scarcely anything so much 
as an eccentric combination, on a mighty scale, of smithy, car- 
penter's shop, dockyard and wilderness of wood, brick and 
stone, huddled together in the embrace of a poisonous morass. 
Workmen died by the thousand yearly in the construction of 
the city ; and it continued to rise and broaden over the dead 
bodies of its builders. Yet houses with even a fair semblance 
of commodiousness were few. Nobles had in many cases to 
content themselves with sleeping room for their families, and 
to send their servants to pass the night as best they could in 
the open air. Despite all the anxiety taken by others in watch- 
ing over the Czarevna, she was one of the first to suffer from 
the climate. The ample clothing that still remained to her 
did not help much in shielding her against the murderous cold 
of the skies of Russia. During the festivities of her first Christ- 
mas-tide in this new home, there was one custom to which she 
found it hard to reconcile herself. The Czarewitch, like greater 
and minor ones of the realm from years immemorial, had to 
lay up large stores of wine and food for the entertainment of 
an comers. People came in vast numbers and at never fixed 
hours to the palace. And day and night, in rooms at one mo- 
ment heated by torches, at another pervaded by a chill as of 
death; in the clutch of draughts, frequently followed by clouds 
of frozen mist, and by flakes of snow that rushed screaming 
through the constantly opening doors and quenched the lights ; 
Charlotte and her ladies must remain out of bed, standing for 
hours at a stretch and ministering to the comfort of the Crown 
Prince and hishimdreds of seated guests, as they ate and drank 
and sang and swore in tumultuous revelry. 

About this time it was that Charlotte felt the first warning 
symptoms of that ailment of the chest and lungs which was no 
more to leave her. Still her strong young soul enabled her 
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better to strike down the languor in the struggle for life which 
occasionally besieged her. Within a few days of the eve of 
the Muscovite Christmas there had come and grown upon her 
a sense of discomfort which brought with it, incongruously 
enough, a mysterious ease, a resignation which had its own 
charm. She shrank instinctively from revealing what she felt 
to Helena von CEst Frise, and was even disinclined for the 
moment to enter upon the matter with her husband. 

The new year came and the festivities were well over. About 
the middle of February, Charlotte had been driven to the palace 
of the Emperor by invitation in accordance with her weekly 
custom. She partook of a meal prepared for the Czar and 
Czarina and herself in one of the snudler eating-rooms. Her 
present visit had in it something of the character of a tempor- 
ary farewell, a God-speed to her host and hostess, who were on 
the point of departure for Finland. The princess hardly dared 
to avow to herself that she noticed, in the glances turned on 
her now and then by the Czarina, a new and more earnest yet 
not obtrusive interest, and that the Emperor's manner, while 
losing none of its habitual fatherly fondness, had about it an 
indefinable mingling of pride, delicacy and respectful tender- 
ness. 

Peter took an affectionate leave of her, and bade the Czarina 
accompany her home in one of the state carriages. He saw 
Catherine bend towards Charlotte as they moved slowly along 
the passage from the dining-room ; he saw the girl-wife start 
and stop and look at her companion with a changing color ; he 
saw the Empress lay her hand reassuringly on the Czarevna's 
arm ; and he went back with a smile to his own chambers. 

When the two ladies were seated in the coach the Czarina 
said to her companion : '* I had thought so for some weeks. 
No, little one," she added with a smile, " you need not turn 
your head. My one grief is that I shall not be with you. Our 
visit to Finland cannot be put off.*' 

" I am sorry for that, too." 

''What does the Czarewitch think? He has more 
than ever to be proud, eh?" 
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** I have not told him/' said Charlotte with averted eyes. 

"But ^what do you mean? Has he observed nothing? " 

** I cannot think so." 

The Czarina glanced at her with an expression of pain, but 
briskly resumed : *' You must let him know. Choose your own 
time and — forgive me, dear, for the intrusive suggestion — the 
revelation may do good." 

Charlotte did not see her husband to speak to until nearly 
forty-eight hours afterwards. 

The Czar and Czarina had left Petersburg on the previous 
day, and the Crown Prince, in the frenzy of his exultation, was 
drunk long before evening. He was kept all night in the house 
of Alexander Kikine, and was driven back, fairly recovered, to 
his palace at noon. On proceeding toward his rooms he met 
his wife, who asked permission to enter with him. He stroked 
her cheek gently and smiled, then answered more gravely that 
he would wait upon her in her own rooms by-and-by ; he must 
first go to his oratory. His manner had in it something of the 
power of the spring sun to melt the blood in that frozen young 
heart She kissed him with tears which she at once dashed 
away, and with a timid laugh and a light step she went to her 
apartments. He joined her in half an hour, and at her re- 
quest took a seat beside her. 

" I am glad you have been praying," she said. 

"Why?" 

" It seems to me as if you had been thanking God in antici- 
pation of a blessing He is about to bestow on us." 

"On whom?" 

" On my husband and myself," she said, clasping her hands 
on his shoulder and fixing her radiant eyes on his. 

He looked at her attentively : " I trust I am ever ready to 
thank and praise the God of all orthodox Christians for His 
manifold blessings. But to what special favor do you refer? " 

She answered hurriedly, with downcast eyes and a faint 
smile, and yet with a proud solemnity : " The Maker of us all 
has blessed our marriage, Alexis. I am — I am with child, my 
darling I" 
«5 
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He stared at her, drew away and stood up. She lifted her 
face which had grown on a sudden very white, and looked at 
him in a hopeless confusion. 

" Holy Virgin ! *' he said in a low voice ; " Queen of Saints 
and Angels ! I was looking for a time of peace now that my 
father and his wife have left this hateful lazar-house of a city. 
I was about to invite my friends from Moscow, and experience 
for a while the delight of freedom under my own roof, and now 
the house will be turned into a hospital with matrons, nurses 
and doctors. Pah ! it seems as if I am never to know true 
happiness." 

The immeasurable selfishness of his words and manner 
brought a light of wonder almost resembling a smile into her 
eyes. He left the room. She passed her hand over her fore- 
head in a quick, wild way. Then she sat watching the door 
through which he had passed, with such anguish in her face as 
can only be felt by a woman struck to the heart by the hand 
she loves best 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

ALEXIS ONCE MORE IN THE PART OF A LOVER. 

In the afternoon of the following day the Princess Von (Est 

rise, with a restrained and by no means pleasant agitation in 
her looks, came upon the Czarevna issuing from the Crown 
Prince's rooms. 

**0h," cried Helena, "you have seen his highness ! " 

" No." 

"When did you last see him? " 

"Yesterday, towards evening. Why do you ask? " 

Helena took her hand and said with a forced smile : " Be 
patient. Will my princess and cousin come to her own bou- 
doir?" 

Charlotte, with breath rising thick and fast, looked earnestly 
at her ; and they went without another word to the Czarevna's 
apartments. 

" Now, what's the matter? " 

" I was looking out on the courtyard a few minutes ago," 
replied delena, " and I saw the chamberlain Anselm standing 
beside a post-chariot" 

"WeU?" 

" A quantity of packages, containing what I merely suspect . 
to be the prince's effects, were being placed in the car- 
riage." 

"Then he is going on a journey? " 

Helena raised the Czarevna's hand to her lips and remained 
sflent 

Charbtte looked on the floor. 
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" I wonder," she murmured calmly, " when he first resolved 
upon this." 

The door in front of which she sat opened, and the Czare- 
witch faced her and said : " Good-bye ; I am going to Caris- 
bad.?' 

Before she could answer with a word, almost with a smile, he 
had shut the door again and was hurrying along the passage. 
In another few moments the noise of carriage wheels rolling 
away was heard in the court below. The Crown Prince had 
gone. 

An hour later Charlotte, in coming out of her husband's rooms 
after a vain search for some sign, some written word of explana- 
tion, was a little surprised to encounter Paul Feodoreff : " You 
have not gone with your master? " she said. 

** His Imperial Highness has taken his chamberlain, the priest 
and two valets, madame." 

" Then he did not command your services ? " 

" He was pleased to leave it to my choice whether I should 
stay behind or go with him. I chose to stay." 

As the valet stood in an attitude of deep reverence before 
her, Charlotte seemed on the point of asking further questions, 
but was evidently revolted at the idea of exposing how little 
she had been taken into confidence as to her husband's inten- 
tions. Paul firmly but sadly decided to come to her relief, 
pausing after each division of the following sentence : 

" Your Imperial Highness would see the diffictdty of us all 
being prepared for such a journey at such brief notice " 

" Quite so." 

" ^his highness having never breathed a hint of such a 

matter before yesterday afternoon " 

"True enough," muttered the Czarevna. 

" having only requested passports from the lieutenant- 
governor this morning " 

" Yes." 

" although, as you are aware, madamCi it is his purpose 

to remain abroad for six months." 

Charlotte moved away in silence. Paul looked after her for 
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few seconds without stirring ; then on a sudden darted stealth- 
y forward, and as quickly restrained himself. The Czarevna, 
fter taking the first few steps, had tottered against the wall, 
hit she had instantly recovered herself, and had turned com- 
osedly into her rooms. 

It did not reach the Czarevna's ears till many days afterwards 
fiat Paul, on being spoken to about his voyage, had had the 
nspeakable audacity to express, or at least to look, amazement 
t the thought of leaving Petersburg at such a time, the Czar 
nd Czarina being also away and the Czarevna's health being 
lelicate ; that the Czarewitch had irritably counselled him to 
emain behind in the filthy capital and conduct the affairs of 
he Empire, had immediately expressed sorrow for this outbreak 
his " kind, brave Paul," and had charged the bystanding 
ervants to be silent on the matter. 

" His father finds him intractable. I am powerless to bring 
im in the right way. Yet people in the rank of this poor valet 
ave a certain influence over him," said Charlotte musingly to 
er cousin. 

Alexis had been gone about six weeks. The sun had not 
>ng set on a calm evening in April, when Paul Feodoreff 
nocked at the door of a new brick house the owner of which 
ad but arrived with his family and servants in the course of 
he afternoon. In the height of the bustle occasioned by advent 
ato new quarters, the Crown Prince's valet found a welcome 
qually cordial and respectful from members of a household to 
rhich he was no stranger. His name was passed from one to 
nether, and he was hastily summoned by the master himself, 
liis was none other than his old proprietor, Nicephoros Viazem- 
ki. He was alone when Paul was conducted to his presence. 

The accumulating years of indolence and high living had 
iken nothing from the court preceptor's airs of fatuous pom- 
osity, and it was with a more than ever benign self-conscious- 
ess that he smiled, as his former serf knelt to him : '' My first 
uestion must naturally be as to my Imperial pupil. He is 
rcU?" 

** He was well when I last saw him, my brd," answered Paul. 
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"Your sister tells me that you did not reply to her last 
letter." 

"Have you brought her with you?" inquired the valet 
gloomily. 

"Yes." 

" I declined purposely to notice her letter, my lord." 
Why?" 

I answer that with the direct logic which your lordship 
used to teach me. I was glad to pass over in silence the 
effrontery of the person who could write such a letter." 

" You are still unamiably disposed towards this little sister of 
yours, my handsome giant ? " 

" I am resigned, my lord." 

"How resigned?" 

" I remember what she was in your service ; I recall what 
she has done since ; and I do what I can to conceal my shame 
at having such a sister." 

" Worse and worse. I see we cannot rely upon you to have 
her reinstated in the position which she has lost" 

" Had you not better say — ^lost through no fault of her own, 
my lord? " 

" There, again, that irrepressibly savage sneer. I see I must 
go to the Czarewitch himself." 

"When will you see him? " 

"This night, at his palace." 

" He is not in Petersburg ; he will be away from Russia for 
the next half-year ! " 

Viazemski stared at Paul, and stammered his repetition of 
the words : " The next half-year ! " 

" My lord," said the servant after a pause, " would you think 
me entitled, in my condition as brother of this girl, to ask you 
a few questions?" 

" Undoubtedly." 

" May I ask you to confirm my conviction — that she fint 
received a suggestion to make her present appeal from a mem- 
ber of the prince's household? " 

"Yes," answered Viazemski hesitatingly. 
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" And that the name of her encourager was the priest, Ivan 
Skmski?" 

** Yes/' was the still more reluctant reply. 

" Now, my lord, with greater deference than ever, may I 
ask if you, of your own will, recommend my sister to come 
back to the household from which she was driven in disgrace ? " 

" Let me ask in turn if you would leave the service of the 
Czarewitch in the event of her coming? " 

This question was put with such a suspicious promptitude, 
and betrayed so plainly its inspiration, that Paul could scarce 
keep his gravity at the simplicity of his old tutor. 

" That is a result which might suit my sister admirably, But 
QO," he continued^ with a strange smile, ** as long as I lived, 
whether she were near the Czarewitch or the Czarevna, I 
should always hope to be at hand to counteract what harm she 
might do." 

" What inordinate powers of mischief you credit her with ! " 

" I hope, my lord, you realize what you do in furthering her 
nrish. Remember under what circumstances she was expelled. 
She intercepted letters written by the Emperor of Russia to 
their Imperial Highnesses the Czarewitch and Czarevna. These 
letters were delivered up by her to a man who is looked upon 
as a mortal enemy alike to your illustrious pupil and to the 
party to which yourself and that pupil are understood to belong. 
In addition to these acts of treachery and theft, the miserable 
woman had made the servants' quarters a hell, with her un- 
ceasing lies and slanders. These infamies were with malignant 
purpose pointed against the blameless princess whom, perhaps, 
the Czar loves most dearly as a daughter, honors most truly as 
a woman, of any being on earth. All this reached the ears of 
his majesty long since ; and let me tell you, if you do not know 
it, that there was only one influence found ready to come be- 
tween the criminal and her impending doom. The kind Czar- 
evna it was who prevailed with the Emperor to spare from 
destruction the wretch who had wronged herself." 

''Then, if the Czarevna is thus forgiving, she may be pre- 
pared to take back " 
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Paul interrapted with a peremptory coldness of scorn which 
he was now at no pains to conceal. 

** Her highness's magnanimity does not go that far. She 
wishes never again to set eyes on her calumniator, and she is 
right. But I am sorry that my remonstrances are deemed of 
so little account. I have one final argument" 

"What is that?" 

"My lord, I cannot sufficiently dwell upon the fact that 
Petersburg is an unwholesome place." 

Viazemski laughed. 

" My poor Paul, I think I used to dwell upon that, among 
other things, in the days when I gave a little of my time to 
your education." 

" I can never be grateful enough for what you then did in 
your unheard-of condescension, my lord. And it is of those 
happy days I am thinking. I have the remembrance of what 
you have done stamped into my heart, when I repeat that the 
city you have now come to is an unhealthy spot." 

" I cannot understand you," said Viazemski, looking at Paul 
with more attention. 

" I do not speak of those who have died in building the 
capital, or of others in higher rank who have pined away in the 
vain attempt to accustom themselves to the surroundings. 
The bad air and the swamp have claimed their victims. They 
lie here in their graves in scores of thousands. It is of the 
survivors I am thinking, and of the manner of their treatment." 

"How?" 

" The Czar is their physician. He often makes his rounds 
here. He visits houses, and especially examines new residents. 
And if he is dissatisfied with their appearance, if he finds even 
a servant likely to breed infection, he sends the entire house- 
hold, master included, for change of air to Siberia — ^whence not 
one comes back, my lord." 

Two days later Nicephoros Viazemski, amid the amazement 
not unmixed with laughter of many boidrs of his acquaintance, 
had left Petersburg after less than a week's trial of the climate, 
and had returned with family and servants to Moscow. In the 
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month of May Charlotte received a letter from the grand 
chancellery, asking her to hold herself in readiness for a visit 
from three matrons of noble condition, whose names were 
given. They would call upon her within twenty-four hours of 
the delivery of the letter, and would personally explain their 
business. There were hints and reservations in this notice 
which caused Charlotte to await the coming of the women in 
some perplexity, but with a mysterious repugnance. 

The hour of the visit arrived. When the matrons were 
brought into the presence of the Czarevna, and found her in 
the company of the Princess von CEst Frise, they looked in 
silence at one another. Then the most serious of three op- 
pressively solemn ladies addressed Charlotte : 

" This lady," indicating Helena, " is, we believe, not 
married." 

Helena with twinkling eyes and working lips glanced at the 
Crown Princess. Her gravity was clearly bearing a hard strain, 
but the symptoms of mirth left her face, and she grew red, as 
her cousin said to her in a somewhat embarrassed way, but 
with an openly mistrustful look at the three visitors : 

*' Come to me again when I ring. And now that you have 
me alone among you," continued Charlotte, "you will no 
doubt see your way, one of you, to an explanation of these 
portentous preliminaries." 

" Your Imperial Highness has received no hint of our busi- 
ness here?" 

" I have a faint impression : no more." 

"You are new to the habits of our country, madame." 

"I am the more urgent to know your meaning at this 
moment," was the rejoinder. 

The matron who had alone spoken for the visitors resumed 
with a dismal reverence : 

*'I need not remind your Imperial Highness that under 
God's isLVOT you will, before long, be the means of blessing the 
house of the Czar with " 

Chark)tte sprang up with burning cheeks : " What am I to 
miderstand by this? " 
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" Oh," cried the matron, " sit down at once. This is im- 
pradent." 

" Wrong — ^very wrong," assented almost in a breath the two 
women who had not yet spoken. 

"To start and raise your voice excitably at such a time 
is dangerous. You must compose yourself," said the principal 
matron, raising her hand and speaking with an imperious air. 

The Czarevna looked with free deliberation from one to the 
other of the women. There was a union of self-importance 
and of coarse intrusiveness in their manner which appealed at 
once to her sense of ridicule and her loathing. 

" And who are these that raise their hands or voices in the 
way of authority under the roof where I am mistress?" 
demanded she in tones that trembled with an3rthing but alarm. 

" I was explaining " 

" When I interrupted you. Be sure that I shall not offend 
so a second time. You cannot too soon deliver yourselves of 
your mission, and me — I am impelled to add— of your pres- 



ence." 



" To deliver you of our presence will not be a thing soon 
done," said one of the women in sullen defiance; "we arc 
here under the warrant of one more exalted than your big- 



ness." 



Charlotte looked at her curiously, reached a hand over to a 
bell on the table whereon she was leaning ; then turned to the 
chief matron with a gesture of expectancy. 

" It is true," said this matron ; " the condition of your high- 
ness is a matter of State knowledge. We are in this palace, 
and here we must remain, by authority. We have the duty 
imposed on us of offering you our respectful cares for the next 
two months, that when the happy time comes which all loyal 
subjects look for, we may guard against private baptism in an 
alien religion, or the yet more treasonable danger of substitution 
of children ; and authenticate the birth of the true oi&pring of 
the Orthodox Imperial House." 

The Czarevna rang the bell and kept her eyes turned awaf 
from the matrons. Even they looked with oneaty attention ftt 
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the usually pale young face becoming momentarily dyed with a 
deeper crimson than ever. Helena was not long in answering 
the summons of the bell. She glanced at Charlotte, took her 
hand in haste, kissed it, then looked up at her once more in 
sflent appeal. 

"St down here," said the Czarevna, "and write to the 
Imperial Chancellor, Count Golovkin. Tell him in brief terms 
that I protest against the indignity of having imposed upon 
me the company of the three ladies of whom he wrote to me 
yesterday. Say that I decline to countenance the continued 
presence of these ladies under my roof, and that I trust to their 
removal as early as possible, pending my appeal in writing to 
the Czar." 

The Princess von CEst Frise, acting with excited fluency 
upon her instructions, finished the letter, left the room to see 
to its delivery, and returned on the instant as if terrified of 
leaving her mistress and cousin alone with the unwelcome visi- 
tors. In the course of an hour the chancellor was on the 
scene. With as much delicacy as possible he informed the 
Czarevna that the matrons were acting in accordance with an old 
time usage, and that the main mover in enforcing it in this 
instance was the Czarewitch himself — inspired, it was thought, 
by certain correspondents in Moscow. Golovkin undertook to 
forward without delay any letter she might wish to address to 
his august master. Meanwhile he gave orders for the with- 
drawal of the matrons.' 

"And it is against the wish of my husband," said Charlotte 
to Helena when they were alone again, "that I am rescued 
from the gloomy effrontery of those women. This cannot last ; 
it cannot last" 

There came into her face an expression which had been 
often there in recent times — ^a look as though the lustre of day, 
the charms of earth and heaven, the animation of life could no 
more bring joy to her. Yet she roused herself for further 
effort, not that the future held out hope to her, but that since 
the heaviness of existence was laid upon her, she must bear it 
with firmness and stagger as little as possible under the load. 
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That night she drew up an affectionate remonstrance to the 
Czar: setting forth her lonely position, the unexpected de- 
parture of her husband, the absence of her always kind and 
gracious father and sovereign himself; and imploring him to 
weigh well, and yet with simple justice, this proposal that her 
every action day and night, for months to come, should be 
subjected to the suspicious watchfulness of ladies of whom she 
knew nothing — to a supervision whose motive was an outrage 
upon her honor. 

From that night for many weeks onward the time, though 
filled with events of moment for Charlotte, seemed to sweep 
past her like a vision. Alexander Golovkin took the Czarevna's 
letter to its destination. He speedily brought back a reply 
from the Emperor, commanding that the "beldames" who 
had been employed to spy upon his daughter should no more 
inflict upon her the outrage of their presence. Young Golov- 
kin had no sooner handed this message to his father than he 
found it necessary to leave Petersburg once more in the utmost 
haste. He returned in the middle of June, escorting, to the 
unbounded joy and gratitude of the Czarevna, her own mother. 
This was the Emperor's full answer to Charlotte's appeal to 
him. 

A month later, the Czar and Czarina having come back to 
Petersburg, but Alexis being still away, Charlotte gave birth to 
a daughter, who received the name of Natalia. 

In the winter of the same year Alexis arrived. He had 
been ten months away from his princess, now a mother ; had 
answered none of her letters, given no sign of life. On seeing 
her, however, he delivered himself up once again to a fitful 
tendemess before which her resolutions of pride and reserve 
sank to the ground. Forgiving all wrongs, without offending 
by a word of forgiveness ; banishing the remembrance of past 
misery, she responded with a very ecstasy of thankful surprise, 
with the des)>erate joy of a climber who stands for a moment on a 
height deemed inaccessible, nor recks whether another moment 
may not bring with it a puff of wind to hurl him to destruction. 
Husband and wife were once more together in the fashion of boy 
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and girl lovers. Their faces for an hour were glowing with the 
sunlight, their feet were trampling on the gemmed and golden 
pavement of that paradise which their future subjects had long 
assigned to them as a changeless dwelling-place. And they 
fondled their baby and cried and laughed over her ; and in the 
numerous and brilliant empires with which it seemed no ex- 
travagance of fancy for them to throng the coming years, they 
could not fail to single out a fine realm for her. This time, 
however, the Czar was less eager than before in rejoicing over 
this brighter aspect of things. He waited for a month. Then 
he smiled, but less grievingly, less bitterly than heretofore. It 
was a smile of stem meaning, such as one may conceive in the 
eyes of a mariner who sees, far beyond the treacherous radiance 
and calm surrounding him, the signs of advancing storm, and 
stands on deck in preparation. 

Alexis had soon tired, as before, of the freshness and purity 
of home life. He had stepped off his boat on the clear stream, 
and his nostrils were inhaling once again the odors of the 
mire. 

A few weeks after his resumption of these baser courses, on 
a day following a night of uproarious carousal, he was quietly 
seated below in his apartments, he was in lazy conference with 
his valet, Paul Feodoreff, to whom he had put a nimiber of 
questions conceming the visit of Nicephoros Viazemski to 
the new capital, when an equerry came from the Czar com- 
manding the attendance of his Imperial Highness at the 
palace. 

"Do you mean to-day?" inquired Alexis, turning in con- 
sternation to the messenger. 

" I have received his majesty's orders to accompany you. 



sir." 



On entering the Imperial presence and stealing the first 
glance at his father, the prince found a truer cause for uneasi- 
ness, perhaps, than he had ever yet been justified in feeling. 

''I have to speak with some plainness to you," said the 

ear. 

^ I was in fear that your majesty was offended with me," 
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looking, as usual, everywhere but at a firm watchful visage of his 
father. 

' " I have not sent for you before now. I kept away with sorrow 
from your wife's company that I might see how long peace would 
remain in your house. Let me go over what has chanced since 
last I saw you. In my absence you steal away from heie, you 
shut yourself up in Carlsbad, you give not the least token to 
the Russian world, no sign of life to the great-hearted girl who 
bears up so strongly against the suffering she meets with at 
your hands — at the hands of the one who, according to her 
deluded imagination, should be her first protector." 

" I admit that I am not worthy of her, your majesty," said 
the Czarewitch, with a trace of impatience. 

" The confession is entirely superfluous," retorted the Emperor 
with a freezing smile. " The Redeemer, in His too great love, 
sent down one of His angels to walk with you^ to stand between 
you and the ab3rss to which you are hurrying onward. And 
your ill-concealed aim seemingly is to strike her from your side 
and away to her home in heaven again. Unworthy of her? 
And you say that fretfully, too, as if you but half believed it ? If 
a wretched mortal might dare to complain of the designs of the 
Great Controller of the universe, it would be on seeing this 
pure and lofty spirit dragged down and chained to one so im- 
measurably beneath her." 

" In all sincerity I say that you speak too truly, sire," stam- 
mered Alexis. 

" You leave her at the time of woman's utmost need. She 
sends out information to you, with the just pride of the wife 
and mother, that she has borne a child to you. Her letters re- 
main unanswered ; you abandon her for ten months, ten months 
unprofitable to yourself or to any one else on earth ; you come 
home to her ; she forgets all, refusing to dream that she has 
anything to forgive ; she shames you into the enjoyment for 
a month of the heaven that her goodness might make perpetual 
for you. Then you, the unalterable changeling, the restless 
do-nothing, the indefatigable sluggard, tear yourself away, and 
the world darkens round her again." 
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" What would you have me do, sire ? " 

'' Do not ask advice from me since your own heart cannot 
point out to you the right way. My words can only wear the 
garb of warning. I could have found many things to say to 
you. I have, however, limited myself to the subject of your 
home life. I have spoken to you with candor of the girl who 
has had so little to thank her husband for. Let me conclude 
with words that you will be wise to remember. I have tried 
many plans for your good. This marriage was my last resource. 
Having been enabled, through the mercy of God, to choose for 
you the most virtuous princess in Europe, I thought I had 
reason to look forward with hope to your married life. If this 
aim of mine should also prove of no avail, I give up the struggle 
to reform you, and you must be prepared to take the conse- 
quences." 

"The consequences, your majesty?" 

" Many a time I have spared you out of regard for your wife ; 
often have I refrained, at her sole entreaty, from speaking, when 
my blood boiled at your treatment of her. And it has more than 
once chanced that at the very time when you owed your safety 
to her, you were maligning her among your associates. I bid 
you once for all reflect on what you are doing. If you turn her 
away from you, there will be no one left to smooth over your 
faults, no one to stand between you and my resentment." 

"What ^what is hanging over me? You make my blood 

turn cold, sire," cried Alexis. 

" You may banish all hope of happiness from that girPs breast, 
but the man who has a father's feeling for her now declares 
that she shall to the last find a protector in him. You may 
put an end to her life, but the wrongs done to her shall claim 
a memorable retribution. It is I, your own father, who tell you 
that her avenger will arise in the sovereign of Russia." 

For some time after returning to his palace from this inter- 
view, the Czarewitch remained in his apartments, unable to 
stand, and from the couch where he lay prone, uttering hysteri- 
cal ejaculations in presence of his valet and his chamberlain. 
He ran no danger of any incautious outbreak throwing these 
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two listeners into perplexity, for his excitement made him in- 
comprehensible. When the bewilderment had subsided a little 
within his brain, and he was able to review with some sequence 
what had passed, his dismay was by no means lessened. He 
did not hide from himself the fact that until this very day his 
terror of the Czar had never been warranted. At the best it 
had been fed by an instinctive aversion for his father, and had 
often, in his morbid self-questioning, been partly simulated. 
There was not any need for affectation now. The note of 
menace in the voice that yet seemed to sound in his ears was too 
unmistakable for him to require the help of hypocrisy in 
strengthening his attitude of fear and hatred. He could not 
even now truthfully say to himself — and this was his one glimmer 
of comfort — that the loathing which he bore his father was re- 
turned. But he had at last no room for doubt that the bounds 
of the Czar's forbearance had been reached. 

He could not rid himself of his consternation until he had 
seen his wife and prattled to her over his grievances. He 
found her with her little daughter Natalia and the Princess von 
CEst Frise. The baby started and cried, as was its custom re- 
cently, at sight of its father. Alexis remained standing in 
significant dumbness until the child had been removed ; then 
he turned toward the Czarevna: "You have not seen my 
father of late?*' 

« No." 

" Has he written to you? " 

" No ; why do you ask? You look uneasy." 

" I had an interview with him two hours ago, and I have not 
recovered from my amazefnent after it. What could have in- 
spired him to rail at me as he did ; the injustice, the But 

I forgot," he said, turning with an apologetic air from Charlotte 
to Helena : " I am in the presence of two of the most ardent 
defenders of his majesty." 

" I cannot think that the Emperor would be unjust," said 
the Czarevna in firm tones, yet with a soothing smile. 

" And since I am referred to," said Helena, " I trust that 
every one who has chosen this country for a home, not to 
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speak of every loyal subject, is a defender of the sovereign of 
Russia." 

'' And no doubt, in these days of espial and carrying about 
cf stray words, his majesty will shortly hear that I am not one 
of his defenders, that I charge him with injustice ?'* 

Helena hastily averted her head. Charlotte raised a flushed 
blow and fixed two kindling eyes on the Czarewitch : " Your 
highness will please to allow my cousin and myself the privilege 
of not being supposed to have heard one syllable of that last 
sentence of yours." 

" Well, well," said the prince, " I am wrong, as I frequently 
am. To turn to something more pleasant. Let me at least 
congratulate you on the panegyric which I heard passed upon 
you within these few hours by my father." 

'' I am always proud of his majesty's good opinion," said 
Charlotte gravely. 

"Which you return, it is needless to say? " 

" Most fervently, with all my mind, with all my heart." 

**He has reason to congratulate himself." 

"And his Imperial Highness, as an affectionate and ad- 
miring son," said Helena, " must be proud that his father can 
gain an opinion so well worth having." 

"You are right, princess," answered Alexis, "and he would 
be prouder still if he could emulate the glowing language in 
which, as he has learned, his wife often speaks of her father- 
in-law. Come," he continued with a most amiable smile, 
" we must put ourselves more at ease. I'll set the example 
fay expressing my sorrow if I brought discomfort with me 
just now into this room. There ; our cousin Helena's fore- 
head becomes instantly serene. She brings gaiety with her 
wherever she goes, and can never be at home in any other 
atmosphere." 

" It is true," said Charlotte. 

" But once more, with reference to my father. Is it not 

strange, my own wife, that I have never heard your formally 

pronounced opinion of him? Well, now, I have made my 

excuses, and you have both been graciously ready to receive 

16 
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them. Let it be another link in the chain of reconciliation 
between us three this afternoon, and let it serve as a relaxa- 
tion worthy of such company, that you deliver your judgment 
on my father, and teach us, your listeners, how to praise 
hhn." 

" You are serious, Alexis ? " 

" With a good-tempered seriousness." 

" Let your brow grow flushed with the crimson of triumph, 
let your eyes blaze with the holiest Are of eloquence as you 
begin the grand panegyric," said Helena merrily. 

The husband and wife joined in her laughter. And yet in 
the next moment, when Charlotte faced Alexis, there was an 
earnestness in her look which half abashed even her light- 
hearted cousin. 

" My voice is a weak one to do what is now asked of it I 
am to sound the praises of one whom, like my husband, I take 
a pride in calling father. In profane history I know of none 
to compare with him. Among the Greeks, Alexander was pre- 
ceded by Miltiades and Themistocles in the overthrow of the 
power of Persia. Camillus and Scipio, Marius and Sulla were 
superb heralds of the crowning magnificence of Caesar's career. 
In France, Louis the Fourteenth, grand still in spite of these 
his latter days of calamity, had illustrious predecessors in 
Henry the Fourth, in Philip Augustus, in the long roll of 
heroes and kings going back to the times of Charlemagne. 
The great and terrU)le Cromwell of England followed in the 
footsteps of Elizabeth, of Henry the Fifth, of Edward the 
Third. But who made straight the paths for our own mighty 
Czar ? If it were not to speak irreverently, one should say 
that he is in the truest sense the image of his Maker ; that the 
spirit of the Creator animates all his actions on behalf of 
Russia. When he ascended the throne, there was nothmg m 
the history of his native land to give guidance to the boy 
Emperor. His countrymen and subjects were a mob wander- 
ing in a wilderness. He looked on all sides, he scoured the 
civilized world himself, to find what was good for thenu He 
led them from the stagnant pool to the ocean, from the daik* 
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ness of centuries to a sustained light. He gave them armies, 
fleetSy manufactures, academies. The greatest warrior prince 
of Europe lies crippled at his feet. Yet he can look with equal 
pride at the peaceful philosopher who counsels him to the im- 
provement of the nation, who is a welcome guest at his board, 
who is cheered by his bounty. He has built a capital out of a 
swamp. He has planted a fruitful park in the midst of a desert. 
He has raised a world from chaos. I rejoice that my husband, 
I rejoice that my chOd, should have in their veins the blood 
of the greatest of Muscovite sovereigns, the man who will be 
the chief glory of Russia for all time." 

She was indeed flushed and bright-eyed now. But Helena's 
gaze was fixed upon the petrified visage of the Czarewitch, and 
she found it hard to keep from laughing. 

"I never thought my father had been such a wonderful 
man," he said, and abruptly left the room. 

" There's a commentary," observed Helena after a pause. 
" But I was reading of one like it the other day." 

" What was it ? " asked Charlotte drearily. 

"When Nero saw his murdered mother stretched before him 
he exclaimed : ' I never knew she was such a beautiful wo- 



•Mam ' ** 



" I suppose I should remonstrate with you," said Charlotte, 
rising with effort from her seat ; " but my energy has all gone 
in the great eulogium." 

On leaving the Czarevna's apartments, Alexis returned to 
his own and had a long and secret conference with Anselm 
Athanasieff. The same evening he appeared at the house of 
Alexander Kikine, and thus accosted his host : 

" I am becoming hopeless of the struggle." 

" What now ? " 

** I go to my father, he threatens me ; I return to my wife, 
and I find that she is one of the fiercest of his apologists, a rev- 
olutionary of the most advanced order. There's nothing in 
common between her and me." 

" What were you to expect from the pupil of Tolstoi and the 
Golovkiiii?" 
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" It's clear to me that I shall never mount the throne. I 
shall be tonsured. My father will force me to be a monL 
ril be lodged in some cell worse than any dungeon, and there 
will be an end of me." , 

" There have been worse things before now than conceal- 
ing oneself in a monastery and biding one's time." 

" I tell you there is no future, no hope for me. I seem to 
be drawn by some deadly fascination to a catastrophe wholly 
beyond my power to avoid." 

" I must bid you have hope and courage in spite of yoursclL" 

" I have no one, no one but you to stand beside me in 
this accursed swamp. And even your comfort is wasted on 
me, my kind Alexander. There's a voice like a death-bell 
constantly ringing within my heart and telling me that I am 
lost beyond reach of help. No antelope held in the coils of 
a serpent could be more powerless than I am to disentangle 
myself from the doom winding round me." 

On the following day Helena von CEst Frise drove in a 
covered sledge to the Imperial palace and was received by the 
Czar : 

" Well, my merry princess ? But indeed you do not look 
merry. What's the matter ? " 

Just then Catherine entered the room and kissed Helena 
while the Czar repeated his question. 

<<His Imperial Highness has gone away again," faltered 
Helena with tears in her eyes. 

"To Moscow, I think ? " said the Empress. 

" Yes, your majesty." 

"Is there anything that could have led to this? Tell ns 
what you know," said Peter. 

" I have come here without giving notice to the princess. 
But I thought it right to let you hear what has passed," said 
Helena. 

She then gave an account of the manner in which Alexis had 
arrived home on the previous day after his interview with the 
Emperor ; of the conversation in the Czarevna's apartments ; 
of what could be guessed concerning his protracted ooofeience 
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with his chamberlain ; of his remaining out the whole of the 
same night ; and of his hurrying away without a word of fare- 
well. 

The Czar listened composedly, and when Helena was gone : 
** He'll not even allow the poor child to speak well of me," 
said he, turning to Catherine. "Though I am forced to 
admit," he continued with a smile, " that even more friendly 
listeners than he might have felt justified in objecting to her 
affectionate exaggeration. But you seemed to anticipate some- 
thing of what that girl had to tell us? " 

" I learned," said Catherine, " that Alexander Kikine was 
in conference with your son last night, and that they went away 
together to Moscow this morning." 

"Kikine?" exclaimed the Czar with a peculiar smile. 
"There's another who is wilfully thrusting his neck under the 
headsman's axe. Our son has now a congenial ear in which 
to pour his griefs. Well, he is filling with his own hand the 
cup of retribution. If he has to drink it to the dregs it will 
have been his own doing." 

During the same week the Emperor had to set out from 
Petersburg on a visit of inspection to certain mines lately 
opened in the Ural Mountains. He gave instructions to his 
wife to see after the comfort in all ways of the Czarevna, to 
whom he bade a loving good-bye as usual. 

Alexis had departed for Moscow towards the end of Feb- 
ruary, taking with him Ivan Slonski and Anselm Athanasieff, 
whilst Alexander Kikine was accompanied by one attendant only. 

Six weeks later, Paul Feodoreff had the honor of receiving a 
letter from his old master, Nicephoros Viazemski. After a 
nnmber of benevolent greetings, the letter continued: "You 
were wrong, I find, in fearing that the Czarewitch would visit 
his resentment on 3^ur sister, our amiable Euphrosyne, for what 
happened two years ago in regard to certain letters. His high- 
ness has not only forgiven the girl, or rather completely shut 
his eyes and ears to the calumnies which had been scattered 
abroad concerning her ; he has had the wonderful condescen- 
sioii to bestow upon her more than one mark of favor— on 
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account, in great measure, of the high opinion he entertains of 
yourself, as he informs me. He has been my guest almost 
since his arrival here. I have something more to say. It con- 
cerns rather your own than your sister's future, which, I may 
tell you, without entering into particulars, appears to me as- 
sured. I always considered that you did poor Euphrosyne in- 
justice : and what you are now to learn should prove to you, 
though against your will, that she has a noble heart. She does 
not simply invite you to let the past be buried. She recalls 
bygones : but it is with the purpose of showing you that she 
means to return good for evil. She will not further offend you 
by asking your influence to procure her reinstatement in the * 
household of the Czarevna ; but, on the other hand, she hints, 
with great delicacy, and asks pardon of you for hinting, that it 
may lie in her power to advance your own fortunes by an 
appeal to '* 

The valet read no further. 

''The wretched, brainless dotard ! And so he has arrived at 
the dignity of being amanuensis to that harlot ! " he said to 
himself. 

Then a gray hue overspread his face : " Ay ; and what often 
woke me with a shock from my darkest and wildest dreams 
appears to have come to pass. Terrifying prophecies have 
been uttered in regard to the future of this unhappy prince, 
but the most pitiless foreboders have never dared to mark oat 
such a fate as I now see in store for him." He tore the par- 
tially-read letter to pieces, which he almost instantly after- 
wards burned, lest one fragment should remain of it. For 
many days he was observed to wear an anxious look, while he 
made more than one respectful inquiry of the Princess von 
CEst Frise as to when the Czarewitch was likely to return. 
But neither Helena nor her cousin and mistress now received 
news from Moscow. 

In the month of July, Charlotte wrote to Wolfenbuttd ex- 
pressing a wish for the presence of her mother beside her. 
Word came back, through entirely unexpected handsi that the 
archduchess mother was now on a prolonged visit to her eldest 
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daughter Elizabeth, empress of the Romans. The bearer of 
the message was the Princess Dorothea von Furstenberg, who, 
as it turned out, had been furthermore armed with a letter of 
invitation to Petersburg, written in the name of the Czarina 
Catherine. She came, with her little suite, nominally on a 
visit to the Imperial palace, where, indeed, rooms were assigned 
to her, but on the understanding that her movements were 
unfettered, and that her time should be freely at the disposal 
of the Czarevna. 

She was welcomed by Charlotte and Helena with an emo- 
tion which she felt a relief in sharing while she looked into the 
face of the Crown Princess. And that night, and three days and 
nights more, she did not go out of the palace of the Czare- 
witch. On the third day she found herself alone with Helena 
vonCEst Frise, and at the end of a silence which had lasted for 
some minutes between them, she said : " You get no news 
from Moscow, as I understand? ** 

" We have no one but the prince to write to us from that 
quarter, and of course not a letter has come from him since 
he went away." 

Dorothea paused once more ; then resumed : ** What odd 
memories come over us at times, Helena ! I have been think- 
ing, now and again, through the last twenty-four hours, of the 
serf woman you told me of at Wolfenbtittel : the one who gave 
you so much trouble at Thorn." 

" Yes ; I remember." 

"The tall groom you showed me yesterday is her brother? 
At any rate I have guessed so." 

" You are right But he is a person of entirely different 
character from that creature." 

" I am pleased to know it." 

"You pleased to know it?" echoed Helena, staring and 
laughing at her. 

"I suppose you never hear of the woman herself now?" 
continued Dorothea, looking on the floor. 

" Whafs the matter with you? What should make such a 
wretch of any further interest to us? " 
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Dorothea started as out of a fit of absent-mindednesSy and 
now laughed in her turn. 

« You make me ashamed of my idle questioning," she said, 
and turned the conversation to other affairs. 

The days crept on till the beginning of August, when the 
Czar came back to Petersburg. He was not feeling well. In 
crossing a river towards the end of his homeward journey, he 
had himself plunged in to the rescue of a man who had fallen 
from a passing barge ; and, under all the dangers incurred in 
helping one who cannot swim, had saved him from drowning. 
The consequences of this feat were not to be confined to the 
temporary inconvenience of wet clothing. Peter was attacked 
by rheumatism, complicated by shivering fits and violent con- 
vulsions, which, on his return to the capital, forced him to keep 
his room, though not his bed. About the close of the same 
month Alexis, frantic with excitement and, let it be said, with 
hope, at a rumor that his father was past recovery, had hur- 
ried from Moscow to Petersburg to find that the Czar was 
moving freely about his ordinary business. 

The Czarewitch had entered the new city in something like 
triumph, but with a strange sort of retinue. His companions 
included Abraham Lapoushkin, Alexander Kikine, Stephen 
Glieboff, lakoff Ignatietf, and Nicephoros Viazemski. The last 
named brought his full household with him, and the whole paity 
alighted at the residence from which the same Viazemski had 
fled with such precipitation nearly twelve months ago. 

One morning, a week later, Menchikoff was called privately 
into the presence of the Czar. 

" You have questioned this Maranoff ? *' said Peter. 

"Yes, your majesty. He tells me that there is a special serv- 
ice of prayer held nightly in the house, under the conduct of 
lakoff Ignatieff, and the prayers are so far loyal that your maj- 
esty's name is the foremost subject in all their devotions." 

The Emperor laughed. 

" And the foremost petition of the supplicator is that the 
present Czar may soon join the company of his anoestors in 
heaven — eh?" 
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Menchikoff smiled, but made no remark. 

"Now as to the Czarewitch?" continued Peter. 

" He remains the guest of Viazemski himself." 

" And he has not yet visited the Czarevna? " 

** He has not, sire. He proposes to remove to his palace 
to-morrow." 

" You speak meaningly." 

'* He Xaikts the serf girl with him." 

"Has his wife heard anything? " 

"The bare fact of his presence in Petersburg is known to her. 
All other particulars have been kept from her by her two friends 
the princesses." 

"They have made discoveries, then?" 

" The Princess von Furstenberg had learned something before 
her departure from Vienna." 

" I do not see my way clear for the moment as to how Mar- 
anoff obtained his information. 

" Your majesty will remember the incident at Thorn which 
caused his dismissal from the army? " 

" And the proofs gathered that he was a former lover of this 
creature. You are right. Does my son know of these previous 
relations?" 

" If your majesty will let me explain : my first thought was 
that the prince had made it a matter of revengeful pride to win 
the mistress of the man he hates most mortally. I have since 
learned that the precise relations of the two are unknown to 
him, and that both are united by a common interest in keeping 
from him all reference to the matter. If they could know the 
truth, they are acting as much in forbearance to the prince as 
for their own sake." 

" Has the woman such a hold on him? " 

"Your majesty could hardly believe to what an extent. 
Though it is not in nature for people to die of broken hearts, 
the knowledge of the woman's treachery might easily prove a 
death-blow to him." 

"This Maranotf has no high sense of honor." 

Mencfaib^ shook his head gravely. " He has not the glim- 
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mering of a scruple in him, your majesty/' said the minister 
who had formerly made a present of his own mistress to the 
sovereign now addressed by him. 

Peter bit his lip in the endeavor to repress a smile, and nod- 
ded his wish to be alone. 

He then set himself to the consideration of a document 
drawn up in Latin, with a Sclavonic translation, by two of his 
own physicians whom he had sent that week to examine his 
daughter-in-law and pronounce upon the state of her health. 
The report in general was that her condition left room for anx- 
iety, which was not lessened in view of her approaching second 
confinement. That she must be kept from all agitation, else 
a crisis might supervene of which God alone could tell the con- 
sequences. The Czar sent for one of his private secretaries, 
who drew up two copies of the report, one of which was placed 
in the hands of the Czarewitch, the other was forwarded to the 
Princess von Furstenberg, the same afternoon. 

Four days passed by. The Czarewitch had taken up his 
quarters in the palace. He had not even yet made known his 
presence to his wife. It was early in the afternoon of a joyless 
day in September that the Czarevna lay on the couch of her 
inmost drawing-room. Close to her, but with their faces re- 
moved from the line of her vision, sat Helena von QEst Frise 
and Dorothea von Furstenberg. Conversation between the 
three ladies was forced and desultory, and absolute silence ap- 
peared to reign elsewhere in the palace. The Crown Princess, 
after much hesitation, dwelt in terms of gentle, entirely uncom- 
plaining wonder on the fact that her husband had not yet visited 
her, though she knew him to be in Petersburg, and could not 
think that his occupations were engrossing : 

"My constant thoughts of him may have strengthened to ex- 
cess my belief that he cannot be far off,'' said she with a smile ; 
"for I thought I heard his voice in the palace early this 
morning." 

Her hearers glanced at each other and declared with sooth- 
ing volubility tfiat she must be mistaken. Suddenly, in the 
midst of her own assurances, Dorothea stood up, makixig a xatber 
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noisy movement with her chaiii and simultaneously raising 
her voice. Her ears had caught the sounds of merry whisper- 
ing, and of shufHing, struggling feet not far off. She muttered 
an excuse, glided to the door, and went out. Along the chief 
corridor, about ten feet to the right of her, she beheld a gaudily 
dressed woman some three years older than herself : a stout 
little woman with florid complexion and red hair, on whose two 
shoulders a man held his hands. The man turned on hearing 
the opening and reshutting of the door. It was the Czarewitch. 
On seeing Dorothea he stood irresolute. Then, glancing at his 
companion, he caught the infection of merriment on her face, 
and fled down a passage leading to the southern wing of the 
mansion, the sounds of his own suppressed mirth echoing be- 
hind him. Dorothea remained for a few seconds motionless. 
The woman also kept her ground. Then Dorothea von Fur- 
stenbeig advanced, and Euphrosyne Feodoreff awaited her 
coming. 

As the beautiful princess and the ungainly serf stood face to 
lace, Dorothea looked with languid deliberation beyond the 
woman confronting her, then to right and left. 

"I see*" no servant at hand to give you a message," said 
Dorothea ; " I am forced to speak to you myself." 

"Well, madame?" said Euphrosyne. 

" I would ask you to keep as far as may be from the rooms 
ci her Imperial Highness the Czarevna." 

" Wby?" demanded the serf. She was looking curiously at 
the Princess von Furstenberg. She had evidently heard from 
the chivalrous Alexis of Dorothea's failure to captivate him, and 
stamping down her first disagreeable surprise at beholding a 
rival whose attractions exceeded her own so far beyond the 
shadow of comparison, she seemed to find a difficulty in re- 
straining an outburst of coarse derision. This was felt by Doro- 
thea. But she answered quietly : " You ask me why? Til tell 
tell you briefly, and in plain language. The lady of this house, 
the daughter-in-law of his majesty the Czar, once dismissed you 
from her service for lying and slander and theft She does not 
jet know that you are reinstated." 
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*' It will be well for you to remember that I am reinstated,** 
said Euphrosyne, flushing violently. 

'' I do remember it : and reinstated under what a title ! " 
was the answer. ''And it is with deep humiliation that I 
bring myself to ask of you a favor. Let me once more request 
you to keep beyond the chance of being seen by the Czarevna." 

'' I shall go wherever it may please the master of this house 
to take me," said the serf. 

"That is your answer? " 

" Yes." 

Dorothea^ with a gleam of frank warning in her eyes, looked 
at her, smiled, and turned away. 

Euphrosyne gazed after her in sullen discomfiture for a few 
moments, then went down the passage through which the Czare- 
witch had disappeared. 

The Princess von Furstenberg went to her apartments^ 
changed her dress, passed down the stairs with little noise, 
reached the street, and set out for the palace of the Czar. Less 
than half an hour later, Helena von CEst Frise, wondering what 
had detained Dorothea, muttered an excuse to her cousin and 
left the room. It seemed as if Charlotte had only been wait- 
ing for this absence of supervision. Yet she did not make in- 
stant use of her freedom. For a minute longer she remained 
with gaze fixed on the ceiling. She felt certain it was her hus- 
band's voice which she had heard that morning in the palace. 
Nay, more. Within the last quarter of an hour she too had 
caught sounds of voices outside her door. She was firmly per- 
suaded that one of the voices was her husband's. Now at least 
her rightful protector was at hand : he would be by her side in 
her pain and peril this time. She would go and find him. 
There must be no putting upon him the humiliation of self- 
excuse. Her duty was to stop all embarrassment on his part 
by offering him the treasure of her never-exhausted love, the 
alwa3rs open refuge of her wifely arms. With a smile she rose 
from the couch. To her relief she found herself able to stand 
well, walk well. She went to the door, turned down the main 
passage and, at an easier pace than she might have been capable 
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of an hour previously^ stepped with shining eyes towards her 
husband's rooms. For only a few seconds did she pause at 
the door. She entered — ^and stood aghast In the act of 
coming through an arras was a form recognized by her instantly : 
the face and figure of the woman whom she had cast out in 
disgrace from her service three years ago : Euphrosyne Feo- 
doreff. The serf came through the opening, her face turned 
sidewa3rSy backward, a smile parting her sensual lips. But 
when she looked to the door and saw the Czarevna, she was 
clearly disconcerted. With a hurried movement she shut the 
division of the arras, and stood before it. And the two women 
confronted each other in silence. The Czarevna was the first 
to speak. She did so with her pale face composed to an ex- 
pression of equal mildness and dignity : " I remember you. I 
had no thought of your being here. We last met under cir- 
cumstances which are dismissed from my mind. You came to 
see your brother, no doubt? " 

Magnanimity, gentleness were not qualities to appeal to a 
nature like Euphrosyne's. In a moment she regained her 
brutish ease of manner : 

" I am glad you touch upon a time when we last met," she 
observed with a strange look. '' But I have not come to see 
my brother." 

Charlotte looked at her steadily, then said in a tired voice : 
"I do not understand you. But no matter now. Leave 
me. 

The serfs answer was an elaborate one. An opportunity had 
come to her for such a triumph over the woman before her as 
had never mingled among her most fantastic hopes. With full 
deliberation she walked over to a chair and sat down. Then she 
faced the Crown Princess with a bold, unlovely smile, and as 
yet without speaking. The Czarevna stared in the extremity 
of amazement. 

"What's this? Am I in the presence of a madwoman? 
Leave the room," said poor Charlotte with her best assumption 
d majesty. 

The serf laughed, and answered now: "When I receive 
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orders from one with more authority than you I shall leave the 



room." 



The Crown Princess turned white and gasped : '* I shall look 
for such a one/' she said, and advanced a step. 

Euphrosyne stood up. " Til save your highness the trouble. 
Let the one you are looking for judge between you and me." 

She went back to the arras, fiung it wide apart, and dis- 
covered the Czarewitch lying on a couch, and looking towards 
them with an indolent smile. He arose, came forward, though 
with a certain shamefacedness in his manner, took Euphrosyne's 
hand, raised it to his lips, and made a bow of mocking apology 
to his wife. 

Charlotte's eyes dilated; her mouth slightly opened; a 
crimson flush suffused her face ; a sharp, wild, prolonged cry 
burst from her lips — b. cry such as might only be torn up from 
a heart crushed forever ; and she fell senseless to the floor. 

In the next moment there was a treading of rapid footsteps 
in the passage without ; the door was dashed open ; and Helena 
and Dorothea entered the room — immediately followed by the 
Czar. 

Every one knows the saying that dumb animals, in the pres- 
ence of an apparition from another world, cowered and 
trembled through all their frames, in such an ecstasy of dismay 
as beings more articulate were incapable of. The saying might 
have been altered to apply to the attitude of Alexis on the com- 
ing of the Czar. Peter looked at the lifeless form at his feet, 
then turned to the two ladies, and said in gentle sorrow : 

" Prepare her bed. Til join you in a moment with her. Do 
not degrade yourselves by remaining in this room." 

He now confronted the Czarewitch. The blood had rushed 
to his dark face and dyed it to such a menacing blackness as 
it only had been known to assume once or twice in the storm 
of bloodiest battle : 

" Send that abominable strumpet from here," he said. " And 
unless you'll have her endure such a death as the most cun- 
ning torturers in Russia can invent for her, let her no more be 
seen under this roof." 
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Euphrosyne crept to the door and fled. 

The Emperor took up in his arms the inanimate Czarevna, 
kissed the strained eyelids and the cold, ashen lips, and turned 
again to Alexis: 

" The last bond that chained me to you is burst asunder 
now. From this time onward think of me as your judge, not 
your father." 

He went away. 

And the Czarewitch, as if stricken suddenly blind, groped 
for the couch, sank upon it, and lay more truly prostrate than 
the burden which the Czar had borne with such tenderness 
from the chamber. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE CZAREWITCH A WIDOWER. 

Charlotte did not move out of her apartments any more 
alter that day of gloom in September. She did not again see 
her husband. He had stolen to the house of Viazemski on 
the same night, and had tried to drown all memories in drink. 
But the mark set on Cain, as he walked through the world, 
could not have more grimly betrayed the passing by of the 
primal murderer, than the horror in the eyes and on the brow 
of Alexis henceforth gave token of a woe beyond imagination, 
of something unutterably tragic and sombre in the fate that 
now hung over himself. 

Peter had gone back to his palace, had been seized the same 
night with a renewal of convulsions, and had been forced to 
keep his bed. The Empress Catherine was likewise unable to 
move out of doors. 

The Czarevna remained guarded against the approach of 
visitors other than the physicians despatched daily from Peter's 
own bed of suffering to report upon her condition. Her com- 
panions night and day were mainly her little daughter Natalia, 
the Princess von CEst Frise, and Dorothea von Furstenberg. 
There had come over her a serenity and even a cheerfulness 
that often made Helena fix looks of questioning alarm on 
Dorothea, who at such times turned her head away. 

" What is it? " said Helena, following Dorothea to the latter's 
rooms, after a scene in which the Crown Princess had shown 
more than usual gaiety. 

*' What do you mean? " returned Dorothea faltering^. 
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"This unnatural sprightiiness of hers. You have noticed it 
as well as I ? Let us hide nothing from each other." 

" I have noticed it" 

" Do you think- ? God preserve us ! Can her brain be 

giving way? " 

Dorothea shook her head. Something seemed struggling up 
to her throat which she found a difficulty in repressing. It 
was necessary for her to pause before saying : 

" You have proposed, my dear, that we should hide nothing 
from each other. Will you try to forgive me if I suggest the 
real cause?" 

" Forgive you? " 

There was a longer pause. And Dorothea resumed with 
more difficulty : 

" I think with you that we should be at once frank towards 
each other, and under no delusions as to what is going on 
around us. As to your cousin " 

"Well?" 

" Her eyes pierce further than yours or mine. Our darling, 
our playfellow of childhood, sees the coming on of death and 
is glad." 

Helena gazed about her wildly, then broke into a storm of 
grief in which she was joined with a more restrained though no 
less intense anguish by her companion. 

On the 8th of October, Charlotte took to her bed Three 
days later she was delivered of a child. When one of the doc- 
tors bent over her and told her that she had given birth to a 
son, her face was lit up by a great joy. Not half an hour had 
elapsed before she asked for writing materials, and permed with 
her own hand these words : 

" Sire and Father, — By the blessing of the most compas- 
sionate and botmtiful God your daughter has brought forth a 
son. If it please your gracious majesty, my dearest wish would 
be that he should take your name. May the boy tread in the 
footsteps of his ever illustrious grandfather. 

" Charlotte." 
»7 
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When Peter received this note he was on the verge of 
insensibility from continuous pain. Nevertheless he sprang 
out of bed, and it required the united prayers, remonstrances, 
and even physical efforts of his councillors and doctors to keep 
him from going forth at once to see the writer. He consoled 
himself by beating the physicians out of the room, and ordering 
them, with tears in his eyes, to go where they were more 
wanted than with hitn — to the bedside of his daughter. In the 
same breath he sent her his blessing, and from that time he 
continued to despatch messages of inquiry and advice to her 
palace almost every hour. 

Four days after her confinement Charlotte became seized 
with pangs which had scarcely power to draw a single groan 
from her, though they frequently deprived her of sense And 
motion. In an interval of freedom from suffering she called 
once more for pens and paper. Once more she wrote to the 
Emperor a letter of thanks for his never-changing kindness to 
her, a letter of prayer for his own prosperity, a reconunendation 
of her children, in these their tender years, to his protection. 

The Czar, with fast-falling tears, noticed the feeble, irregular 
strokes, the pathetic evidence of strain in the formation of the 
characters of this letter, and he felt that the fingers which 
penned it had been guided by the hand of Death. This time 
no power could hold him back. He was borne on a litter to 
the palace of the Czarewitch, and having reached the door of 
Charlotte's bedroom, he insisted on being put down. He 
entered and walked without assistance to her bedside. It was 
evening, and the light of the candles fell full upon his large 
eyes, brightened with an unnatural lustre, upon his livid fact 
and his wasted frame. She looked at him in anxiety. 

"Your majesty should not have come out. You do not 
think of the danger.** 

He leaned over and tremblingly kissed her. 

" Nor do you fail to think of any one else before yourself, 
my child." 

" Well,** she said, quietly, after a pause, *' the end has come 
for me." 
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He turned straight towards her : " You look so beautiful, my 
dear/' he said, with a pained stammering, " that I cannot 
believe it is as you say." 

Helena and Dorothea, who were in the room, weeping silently 
aparty had said so more than once of late. And truly it seemed 
as if the Graces had come with a remorseful tardiness to shower 
their gifts upon the princess in her dying moments. 

" You cannot mean to flatter me in an hour like this," re- 
joined Charlotte with a smile that increased for a few seconds 
the Czar's hopes. "The end has come," she repeated firmlv, 
with a sort of calm triumph, "and one who has always felt 
proud to be called your daughter is resigned." 

" Much as I know you to have made of me," he said, " I was 
never worthy of such a daughter." 

She stopped him with a look of smiling appeal : " You meant 
to please me just now.. Let me not be thought capable of 
adulation on my side. Again I feel thankful that I found a 
father in the most illustrious of all Muscovite sovereigns, the 
mistiest man ever produced by Russia, the man whom I 
have always found as good as he is great. That is an honor 
which might well reconcile one to live a shorter life than mine 
has been." 

"You are tiring yourself, dear." 

" And yet I have something else to say. I have sent a mes- 
sage to Alexis " 

" Ah ! " murmured the Emperor. 

"I sent him a message of love. I have added words of 
blessing with my dying voice. I have not intruded on him 
references to pardon. And my kind sisters, Dorothea and 
Helena, have brought me back a touching answer which will 
remain to me a comfort till the last." 

Peter knew already something of the so-called answer, and 
what reasons had been found for hiding the truth from the 
unhappy Czarevna. Alexis had been in a continued state of 
drunkenness from the day of his mie^s confinement. 

^'Your throat is becoming a little dry," said the Emperor 
hastily. ** Do not speak so much." 
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*' I'll be brief. I express now what I expressed in my last 
letter. Under your favor, I have asked my cousin Helena to be 
a mother to my children ; but I trust to your supreme protectioQ 
of them." 

'< I shall think of this trust, you may be sure." 

She remained in what seemed a happy silence for two 
minutes. Then one of the physicians, accompanied by Doro- 
thea and Helena, brought her a strengthening draught, and the 
Czar himself pressed her to take it She gazed with difficulty 
on each in turn ; her lips became suddenly drawn, her face 
once more haggard, her eyes darkened with an unfathomable 
sorrow. 

" Do not let me live," she murmured in heartrending tones. 

Helena and Dorothea turned away. Peter hurriedly waved 
off the physician and kissed Charlotte on the lips. 

" God bless you ! " she said. 

He laid his head on the pillow beside hers, and the bed 
shook with the writhing of his frame and with his convulsive 
sobs. After a while he heard a sigh within a few inches of his 
face. He drew back his head and was relieved for an instant 
to find that she was looking directly at him, and that her lips 
were parted in her old beautiful smile. He was about to speak, 
but on a sudden glanced at her eyes. They were raised to his 
indeed, but they were fixed, lifeless. Her agony was at an end 
forever. 

Charlotte was twenty-one years of age when she died. At 
the close of the examination ordered by the Czar to verify the 
cause of death, the body was embalmed and removed to the 
Imperial Palace. Some of those present noticed that the vast 
hall designed for the reception of the corpse was hung with 
crimson velvet, as the venerable chamber at Torgau had been 
four years previously, on the day of the ill-starred girVs 
marriage. 

During four days the body lay in state. Then, on a cold, 
dull, but not freezing day, it was borne down to the Neva. By 
the bank of the river was a vessel of war whose rigging and sails 
were covered with crape. The deck was caipeted with puxple 
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Tehret Here was placed the coffin, the Russian Imperial arms 
in silver being prominent on the pall that overspread it. Sur- 
rounding the coffin were the princes and lords and chiefs of the 
army and the State, headed by the Czar, their rich court robes 
draped in black. 

Amid these environments of mournful splendor the Czarevna 
was borne slowly up the Neva to the Isle of Yenissari, to that 
part of the citadel designed by Peter for the reception of the 
remains of the Imperial family. Charlotte of Brunswick was 
iht first to be transported there. But neither the basilica 
founded by the Emperor nor the mortuary vault was yet in 
readiness. 

And so for the present the dead princess lay in her coffin 
under the skies which she had found so cheerless and homeless, 
a guard of honor chosen by the sovereign watching the remains 
day and night 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE CZAR'S WARNINGS ; AND ANOTHER ESCAPE. 

There were sad faces at the funeral of the Czarevna. Many 
were the whispered opinions among the attendants that she had 
died of sorrow ; many were the mutterings of scorn and indig- 
nation against her husband. Yet of all the distinguished 
mourners there present, not one gave plainer evidence than 
the Czarewitch of an uncontrollable grief. Needless to observe 
that a big compound of selfishness entered into this grief. 
Remorse, dismay, harrowing terror colored all his words and 
actions from the night on which his wife's death was announced 
to him, till the hour when her lonely coffin was left on the side 
of her future grave. Now, more than ever, he felt how strong 
had been the influence of that frail, gentle figure in shielding 
him from unknown disaster ; more and more, in the delirium 
of consternation, did he realize the gravity of his Cither's warn- 
ing that now indeed with his own cruel hand he had struck her 
from his side, and deprived himself of her sustaining arm for 
all time. Often had Charlotte, now in caution, now in en- 
couragement, invited him to the contemplation of better things, 
implored him in one of her plain-hearted similitudes to look 
upward constantly, and let the frowns or smiles of Heaven be 
to him as unfailing weather signs, to guard him against evil, to 
cheer him on to good. Once or twice he had obeyed her, and 
on such occasions it seemed to him that the skies had opened 
and shed light upon his upturned brow ; and he had been the 
better for the mysterious consciousness. He looked up now, 
and the heavens were shut out from view, the world to him was 
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walled round and barred as a dungeon. There was a rent in 
the roof, indeed; but through the fissure flamed a sword of 
vengeance, held by the hand of a destroying archangel, and 
brandished over his own doomed head. 

After the funeral, acting on a hint from an unknown source, 
he went to his palace. The Princesses von (Est Frise and von 
Furstenberg had been directed by the Czar to remove there- 
from some days previously and to take up their residence at 
the Imperial palace. 

Alexis had scarcely entered his private rooms and glanced 
around him when, on a table set apart for his own correspond- 
ence, he saw a sealed letter, addressed to, himself in a handwrit- 
ing which he recognized almost without moving from the some- 
what distant door. The document was from the Czar. The 
young prince opened it and looked with a first sense of forebod- 
ing at die date. It was written on the 1 1 th of October. The 1 1 th 
of October — the day of the birth of his little son Peter. There 
coold be no question as to the meaning of this coincidence ; 
some hint of it had already reached him, indeed, from sources 
deemed by him more friendly. On the 1 1 th of October another 
successor to the throne, in the direct line, had come into the 
world, and the Czar had no longer need to fret himself with 
consideration of the claims of his eldest bom. 

The Czarewitch had just turned to the reading of the letter ; 
be had but read the words, " Warning to my son," when the 
door of the private room opened, and Anselm Athanasieff stood 
at the side cf the threshold ushering in three visitors. The 
three were Count Tolstoi, Prince Menchikoff and, worn nearly 
to a skeleton, but quick of eye and strong of face as usual, the 
Emperor himself. Alexis, with the hysterical gasping sound of 
mingled surprise and greeting habitual to him when encounter- 
ing his father, fell on his knees, clutching still the letter. The 
Czar quietly, coldly bade him rise and resume his place. The 
•on and father both took seats. Menchikoff and Tolstoi' re- 
mained standing. 

''That* 8 my letter in your hand, I see? " said the Czar. 

** Ye% your majesty." 
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" I have reason to know that you have not yet read it. Pat it 
aside for the present. Its contents embody in set terms what 
will form the subject of our conversation. Read it afterwards^ 
and compare it for remembrance with what I have to say to yoa 
now." 

" ril do, so your majesty." 

" Under kinder auspices, I should have had a mournful eager- 
ness in condoling with you on being a widower. It would be an 
outrage on the dead princess to whom we paid the last honors 
this day, if I offered such condolence now. In the hour when 
you made yourself the accomplice of a degraded harlot to deal 
that pure girl her death-blow, I said that I would meet yon 
henceforth as a judge. I mean to keep my word." 

" I have been greatly to blame, sire. I " 

" Moreover," interrupted Peter with frigid deliberation, as 
though the Czarewitch had not spoken, " I have brought wit- 
nesses to attest, if called upon, what really passes between us. 
It is incredible what a strange coloring is lent to any private 
intercourse which people are forced to have with you. Here 
is Alexander Menchikoff, who will give you a hint of what has 
been reported of himself." 

" It has been said," observed Menchikoff, " that I repeatedly 
kept back the pension due to her late Imperial Highness, and 
diverted it to my own use. I hold acknowledgments from my 
lord Czarewitch himself for every item of that pension from 
first to last." 

" Now, Peter Tolstoi," said the Czar. 

" It has been said that I deliberately encouraged the prince 
to drunkenness from the first to the last of his interviews before 
marriage. That it was I who set on Sergius Maranof^ to steal the 
letters meant for the household of my lord Czarewitch at Thorn. 
That it was I who suggested to his highness the establishment 
of Euphrosyne Feodoreff under the same roof as the Cza^ 
evna. In these and other statements of a similar kind there is 
not one word of truth.' 

'' And I," said the Czar, looking full at the princey ** most 
regret that I cannot lay my hand on the liaxB who declared at 



The Csar's Warnings ; and Another Escape. 265 

Moscow this very year that once, having been dissatisfied with 
an answer given me by my son on a point of geography, I 
attempted to take his life by firing a pistol at him." 

Alexis had glanced up for an instant, then lowered his eyes 
before each speaker in turn, without a pretence of inteiruption. 
He now remained staring at the floor in silence. And the 
Czar continued : 

"These, however, are preliminaries — ^mere trifles compared 
with what has really brought me here, face to face with you, 
this day. I could not return to the bed of sickness which 
I have been blamed for leaving, without dwelling on the present 
situation as it affects you and me. It is a momentous theme ; 
and as I am determined to be no longer the victim of your 
childish fooling, I ask you to tell me whether you are prepared 
to listen while I enter upon that theme frankly and gravely?" 

" I am prepared, sire." 

"Amidst the anxieties and sorrows which afHict each father 
of a family at some period of life, there is no man of sense or 
soul but turns with eyes of joy to what contributes to the wel- 
fare of his cotmtry. And we have reached a time in our history 
which must gladden the heart of every Muscovite patriot. 
Russia is now at peace, and comparatively free from the pros- 
pect of danger on all sides. After prolonged wars, we have 
learned how to vanquish our constant enemies the Swedes; 
before many years we may learn, by the favor of Heaven, to 
crush, to annihilate our still more ignoble and execrable adver- 
saries the Turks. In view of the trials we have undergone, 
however, to achieve what has been so far done— our dear native 
land has reason to rejoice, I repeat." 

" Great reason, sire," muttered Alexis dreamily ; " and no 
one rejoices more than I." 

Peter fixed a gaze of weary incredulity at the Czarewitch, 
while resuming as if nothing had been said : 

" And yet my own pride and joy are swallowed up in misery 
when I think of him who should succeed me on the throne — 
the son who has no taste for war ; who never joins in the coun- 
cib of the realm; seeks his companions, not among soldiers 
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and statesmen, but among besotted libertines and intriguing 
monks ; and who shrinks with horror from every duty which 
involves exertion of mind or body." 

My incapacity for war I admit, your majesty ; but " 

No, no ; do not seize upon that to the exclusion of my 
other complaints of you. At no time would I suggest that you 
should take the field without just cause. I would not have you 
imitate the hare-brained rampant parodists of Alexander, who 
rush and roar round an alarmed world ; who would hardly be 
content with subduing this whole earth, but would propose to 
advance their arms to the kingdoms in the other planets ; who 
would flash their defiant swords in the faces of the angels 
themselves; and one of whom, by the help of the God of 
Battles, came to grief at our own humble hands not many yeais 
ago." 

Menchikoff and Tolstoi* ventured to murmur an admiring 
assent. 

" I wish you," continued Peter, " to love the art of war, in- 
deed, and to study it earnestly, but solely for the protection of 
yourself, the safeguarding of your own dominions, the achieve- 
ment of some defined purpose in which the interests of your 
country and your subjects are exclusively bound up." 

" There could not be a nobler aim, your majesty," said the 
Crown Prince with an effort. 

Peter acknowledged the interruption with a slight nod, and 
continued : 

" The two essential duties of a sovereign are wise adminis- 
tration and aptitude for self-defence. Do not suppose — ^and I 
say this in the presence of one, if not two, of my most power- 
ful helpers — never imagine that your generals and diplomatists 
will gain the triumphs, whether of peace or war, without your 
incentive. All have their eyes fixed on the royal or imperial 
commander, and rule their behavior according to his prefer- 
ences. They like what he likes, reject with scorn what he re- 
jects ; and if they renounce the idle pleasures which he dis- 
dains, with how much more alarcity will they not shun tbe 
hardships of war if he recoils from them? " 
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Alexis yet struggled feebly, rather with the object of break- 
ing a silence at least as oppressive as his father's presence, than 
in the hope of setting forth a counter argument : 

" I have not your robust frame, sire. My health is bad." 

" The excuse is not a good one. There are many princes 
who, without endangering their own lives, whether by hostile 
arms or by the diseases prevalent in camps, have directed wars 
to complete success. I have in my remembrance at least one 
who seldom appeared among his troops, whose heart and mind 
were nevertheless devoted to the welfare of those troops, who 
won victories by constantly inspiring his men to deeds of 
heroism, and who has brought imperishable glory on his 
country." 

" Your majesty refers to the late King of France. Your 
difficulties from the outset were greater than his. Can I ever 
hope to emulate ? " 

" Do not refer to myself except to remember how easy the 
path has been made for you. What have I done ? Nothing but 
surround myself with men of far higher gifts than mine : Lefort, 
Leibnitz and this very Alexander Menchikoff who is listening 
to me, and who would be as ready to place his powers at your 
service as he has always done at mine." 

Menchikoff knitted his brows in embarrassment^ smiled in 
honest deprecation, and inclined his head : somewhat as though 
be would at once have repudiated the compliment paid to him- 
self, expressed his readiness at all times for loyal service, but 
trusted that the day might long be deferred when he should be 
called upon for the duty now hinted at. Tolstoi leaned back 
Bailing as he glanced at the hopelessly wearied face of the 
Czarewitch. 

" Yes. I tire you " continued the Emperor. 

** No, no, your majesty do not do not " 

*' But I have looked upon it as a supreme obligation to come 
here and say what has been on my mind for so long ; and 
it shall be said once for alL I must dwell more directiy 
itin on what troubles me. I myself suffer at times, I suffer 
now, from iD-health. I am as little safe against death as the 



368 The Son of the Czar. 

humblest carpenter who has helped in the building of this capi- 
tal. And to whom shall I hand over at my death the field 
which I have planted under the smile of the All-Bountiful 
Creator, the garden which I have sown with good seed, and 
which has been« made fruitful with the dews and sunshine of 
heaven ? To whom shall I leave the great and increasing har- 
vest ? Shall it be to the idle servant of the Gospel who buried 
his talent in the ground?" 

" I am so ill fitted for discussion on this day of all others, 
your majesty " 

" That might be a just reproach, if it came from any one but 
the man who is directly responsible for the disaster which 
ended in the solemn function of this day. As it is, I have 
no compunction in choosing my own time for the warning now 
addressed to you. There is hardly need to remind you of your 
perverse disposition, your incessant obstinacy. Vainly in your 
childhood have I scolded you, beaten you with my own hands. 
Nothing has availed. I may look forward with hope to tiie 
reformation of an empire ; I have little confidence in the suc- 
cess of my efforts to bring about the amendment of my own 
son. When you had emerged from your profitless boyhood, 
God blessed you with a wife who was an honor to her adopted 
country. No sooner were you married than you passed the 
days and nights in banqueting and riot : everything around you 
has gone from bad to worse ; and as to what you did with the 
wife who had honored you with her love, we have had terrible 
evidence this day." 

" I know I have deserved all this, your majesty " 

" My misery is greater than yours while I say it. It was 
merely in the consciousness that I could not persuade you to 
change your conduct, that I resolved to send you the document 
now in your hand, and that I came to enforce what's there by 
word of mouth. I shall wait a little longer to see whether you 
improve. Should you still set yourself against my wishes, take 
my word for it that I shall cut you off as the rotten branch of 
a tree." 

A timid knock at the door interrupted the Czar^ who toned 
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rather in expectancy than impatience as it seemed, and Atha- 
nasieff appeared ushering in Count Golovkin. 

"You have come from the palace?" cried the Czar. 

" From the bedside of the Empress, as you commanded me. 
Sire. 

"WeD, well?" 

" Her majesty has been delivered of a son," said the chan- 
cellor. 

Menchikoff and Tolstoi received this announcement by fall- 
ing on their knees at the feet of the Czar. And Peter's face 
was Ht up with a remarkable smile as he turned once more to 
the stunned Czarewitch and said : <' The succession is indeed 
assured. But I have little more to say to you. Here comes a 
timely hint for you to dwell no longer secure in the conscious- 
ness of being the only male heir to the throne of Russia. Do 
not think that I mean simply to terrify you. I shall do as I 
say. I never shrank from the ordeal of sacrificing my own 
h^thy my life itself, for the good of my country. And shall I 
be sorry for the pain which I bring on a worthless creature such 
as you ? If it were my choice, Fd rather have a deserving 
stranger as my successor to the crown, than a son without a 
single good quality, such as you." 

For two hours after this interview the Czarewitch sat help- 
less with consternation, though his eyes now and again glistened 
with an equal malice and defiance. At last he hurried to the 
bouse of Viazemski. The first to meet him was his mistress 
Euphzosyne, and to her he handed the Czar's missive in silence. 

"An 'abominable strumpet* is not quite the person to 
advise with in a case of this kind," was her remark when she 
had perused the document, which indeed contained a summary 
of what had really passed between Peter and Alexis, before the 
intervention of Golovkin. 

" My dearest," pleaded the prince, who had buried his wife 
that day, "if you do not feel yourself in a state to offer 
Advice, you might spare me the five hundredth repetition of 
that phrase at such a moment as this." 

"What was his own wife before he made her £mpre«» ot 
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Russia? ^ The stalest of bawds, the rejected plaything of half 
the men in the Swedish and Russian armies : a creature whom 
my poor old father, the serf, would have beaten me senseless for 
associating with/' 

" Will you hold your .tongue ? You seem never to realize 
the danger of these mad outbursts and exaggerations." 

"They have been taught me by you. You have said the 
same things of that woman, and worse of your father, scores d 
times yourself. 

" Then I am sorry for it," he said pensively, while looking 
away from her. " And indeed, my own girl, you and I must 
be more guarded in our language : for I fear that much of what 
we say is carried out of doors." 

The woman started and shot at him a sidelong glance of 
seeming alarm. Then she rejoined more gently : " I think you 
are right. I must restrain myself." 

He acknowledged her submissive manner with a look of 
pleasure not wholly free from surprise, and kissed her, and she 
continued : 

" The master of the house is in there, and he has with him 
your uncle and his holiness the Protopope, and the others." 

Alexis entered a banqueting- room some thirty feet long by 
twenty wide, and found, seated at the head of a well-loaded 
table, his old tutor ; and ranged on either side of him, Stepdo 
Glieboff, Abraham Lapoushkin, lakoff Ignatieff and Alexander 
Kikine. 

"Are we to congratulate you," said the last named, when 
the prince had seated himself, " on an increase in your family 
circle?" 

"You should not startle my nephew," said Lapoushkin. 
"Perhaps he has heard nothing of the advent of his little 
brother." 

" I know it too well," said Alexis peevishly ; " and I wish 
you would not goad me to frenzy by saying another word 
of it." 

Yet he went on to give a sketch of the momentous intenriet 
at which the news had come to him, and ended by prodocnig 
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the Czar's letter and handing it to the guest nearest to him^ 
who chanced to be Stepdn Glieboff. 

" In the true manner of Antichrist/' said Stepin, addressing 
Ignatieff. And he read the document with sonorous emphasis, 
and not without some semblance of relish, from the first word to 
the last. At the close of this first reading, he turned back to 
a certain portion of the letter, and repeated one of the phrases 
and commented on it with an admiring derision : '"It has 
always been an object of paramount importance with me to 
choose for my assistants, whether in war or in the council 
chamber, men of finer mental powers and abler parts generally 
than it has pleased God to bless me with.' Tut ! there's not a 
man that ever trod Russian soil worthy to unloose the latchet 
of the shoes of the same Antichrist." 

The Protopope indignantly crossed himself : 

" Apart from the suggestion of blasphemy in applying that 
last quotation to such a man, I should be pleased to know what 
we are to infer from this overflow of praise? " 

•*And well you may," said the prince, casting a look of 
haggard suspicion around him. 

Glieboff turned coolly to the Czarewitch : " Your Imperial 
Highness demands an explanation?" 

« Yes." 

** My meaning is, that it would be utterly useless for us to 
attempt open resistance to your father under present conditions. 
He has founded himself so firmly in the fear, if not in the love, of 
the people, that it would require a leader abler than himself — 
and where may suqh a leader be met with in the course of 
nature? — to stand against him." 

" And you compliment me in the familiar style by suggest- 
ing that I am no such leader? " 

Glieboff gave a slight shrug of the shoulders, and the Czare- 
witch, leaning sideways, whispered in his ear : '' I admit that I 
am not at the beck of one who would urge me to commit par- 
ricide." 

Glieboff smiled. But in the same instant the color left his 
cheeks and lips. 
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" His majesty has become very nearly, if not quite, a legen- 
dary hero," said Viazemski with an uneasy chuckle. 

" And you are and always will remain not very nearly, but 
quite, a prosaic fool," said the dutiful Crown Prince to his old 
preceptor. 

Lapoushkin laughed. 

" Come," said Kikine, " it is waste of time to indulge either 
in hints of reproach or in recriminations. The question is 
what counsel we are to offer our prince in the present crisis. 
And such decision as we arrive at, we must respectfully ask him 
to act upon promptly." 

" My pupil is ordered simply to tread in his father's foot- 
steps," observed Ignatieff. " That I could never countenance. 
It would be a betrayal of the true interests of religion and pat- 
riotism ; an outrage on God and man." 

" His temperament would certainly not allow him to become 
a sovereign after Peter's heart," said Glieboff demurely. 

" Negative comments are not what we require," said Kikine 
hastily. " Let us, if we speak, make practical suggestions." 

" AVhat am I to do ? " cried Alexis with a fretful, himted looL 

"Renounce the throne," said Lapoushkin promptly, after 
exchanging a glance with Kikine. 

" What ! " yelled the Czarewitch, with an amazement that 
did not seem to communicate itself to any one else. 

" Your uncle is right," said Kikine ; " send a written renun- 
ciation of the throne." 

" And trust to time and events to annul the deed," added 
Lapoushkin. 

"And to my absolution for the revocation of any such 
promise," announced the Protopope. 

" A most justifiable deception," chimed in Gliebofif musingly. 

" It is evident," pursued Kikine, as the prince's brow began 
to grow clear, " that there's no other resource than pretended 
submission, during your father's lifetime, to the worst that he 
can threaten you with. You are vaguely menaced in this letter 
with a deprivation of the throne. Anticipate your tormentor 
by directly taking him at his word." 
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** Let an answer be composed to that effect this very night," 
said Viazemski. 

" But let it not be delivered for two or three days," proposed 
Lapoushkin ; " and meanwhile set out for Moscow." 

"Where Til accompany you," said Glieboff. 

"If he should stop me?" suggested the prince. 

" He will not do so. I have had later news than you. He 
went home from your palace very ill. By the time your answer 
reaches him it is likely that he will be bedridden." 

"If it should please a just and avenging God " muttered 

Ignatieff convulsively ; " if it be righteous to pray for delivery 

from a imiversal scourge ^at least one enemy of our cause 

has seen the last of this day " 

He was interrupted by Kikine and Glieboff, who hurriedly 
called the attention of the Czarewitch to the subject in hand. 

That night the following reply was drawn up to the Czar's 
oral and epistolary warnings : 

" Graqous and Revered Sire and Father, — ^This day, the 
37th of October, 1715, on the instant of return from my wife's 
burial, I found the letter which you sent me. Its contents 
were immediately afterwards enlarged upon by yourself in the 
interview with which your majesty honored me. I have con- 
sidered your interview and your letter, which I read subsequently, 
and I have only one answer to make. Let my father's will be 
done. May it please you to deprive me of succession to the 
throne of the Czars, my ancestors, on account of my unfitness. 
I have no other prayer to make to your Imperial majesty. I 
feel unequal to the task expected of me. My faculties are im- 
perfect Among the inconveniences from which I suffer, and 
which would be unfortunate under greatly inferior responsibili- 
ties, my memory is defective. In consequence of many severe 
iUnesses, I am weak in body and mind, and incapable of govern- 
ing such a people as the mighty Russian nation. That nation 
needs a stronger man than I at its head. I therefore do not 
daim, now or hereafter, the inheritance to be left by your 
majesty ; since indeed heaven has provided you with another 
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successor, even should the deprivation extend to my own son. 
Upon my soul, I solemnly take God as my witness to the truth 
and efficacy of this renunciation, which is written by my own 
hand. I confide my children to your guardianship, and merely 
solicit the means of subsistence for what remains to me of life. 
And herewith I deliver myself up to your mercy and discre- 
tion. — ^Your very humble slave and son, 

"Alexb." 

This was not the kind of answer expected by the Czar. 
Despite his tone of denunciation, and the gloom of warning and 
vengeance which had clouded his aspect at the interview on 
the day of Charlotte's funeral, the Emperor really wished for 
an amicable understanding with his eldest bom. He had 
practical motives for being strengthened in this desire. For 
reasons of public interest, the manner in which his health had 
been shattered during the past year alarmed him in a way which 
he vainly tried to conceal, whether from friend or enemy. The 
thought of a successor to himself harassed him almost hourly. 
The dead Crown Princess and the still young and healthful 
Czarina had each given birth to a son within the same mcmth : 
and the ominous vaunt addressed by the Emperor to Alexis, as to 
the security of the succession, seemed indeed well warranted. 
But in reality these alternative successors were most delicate 
infants. At the best, himself gone and the Czarewitch ex- 
cluded from the inheritance, a regency would have to be ap- 
pointed. His own preference, even at this date often expressed 
among his intimates, would have given the regency, if not the 
full succession, to Catherine. At least this was one of the 
threats which he occasionally let fall for the purpose of stimula- 
ting the Crown Prince to a patriotic activity. Catherine, though 
the faithful and spirited seconder of his noblest ambitions, 
would have had an overwhelming rivalry to struggle against, in 
the reactionary elements that surrounded the person of the 
divorced Empress Eudoxia. The partisans of Alexis woald not 
aUow him to respect the sentence of deprivaticm pronounced 
against himself. Thus would arise an internecine contest for the 
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saccesaon among the upholders of at least three claimants. If he 
coold have had a fair hope of his work being carried on by Alexis, 
the matter of the succession would obviously have given him no 
further uneasiness. But now came this cringing letter of abne- 
gation, in which the treacherous pliancy of a feeble will, the 
meekness of an affected submission, the hypocrisy underlying 
solemn protestation, were transparent to the vision of the Czar. 
Peter's irritation and disappointment were the more keen in 
that the writer, gladly obeying the advice tendered to him, had 
fled to Moscow, and so escaped the chance of another personal 
encounter before the delivery of the renunciation. 

Other business intervened to suspend the sovereign's own 
resumption of the debate ; and though certain anticipations as 
to his condition were not at once fulfilled, the coming of the 
new year, three months afterwards, found him laid low with a 
heavier illness than before. Again the news of his prostration 
travelled to Moscow; again the enthusiasts of stagnation, 
frenzied with hope, hurried to the northern capital and awaited 
events. For a week the life of Peter was in danger, and lakoff 
Ignatieff, and many more of the clerical surrounders of the 
Czarewitch, attributed the happy result to their own prayers — 
among other causes. 

Towards the end of this critical week, Alexis, urged by his 
intimates, called at the imperial palace to gather news. He 
was accompanied by Father Ivan Slonski. The Czarewitch 
received the daily report drawn up in Latin of the Emperor's 
condition, and had turned away with his priestly attendant 
from the doctors' consulting-room, when he was confronted a 
few paces off by Dorothea von Furstenberg. 

"Will your imperial highness grant me a few moments of 
)rour time?" said the princess. 

Alexis bowed, declared that he was at the lady's disposal, 
and suggested that they should go into one of the rooms at 
hand. 

" I would rather," she said, " invite you to follow where I 
shall go ; it will not be into a room." 

She led the way to a secluded corridor devoted chiefly to 
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zooms for visitors, and now unoccupied. They had reached 
nearly the centre of the corridor, when she stopped and turned 
to her two followers, and they stopped also. She glanced beyond 
them towards the tall form of a man who stood for an instant 
in a ray of light from a near window, then passed into a con- 
cealing shadow at the side. And now she &iced the Czare- 
witch. 

Leave us. Father Ivan," said Alexis. 
Again, no," interposed Dorothea with a smile. " I should, 
on the contrary, insist, with aU respect, on your asking this 
holy man to listen to every word I have to say." 

Slonski darted a lowering look at her, and she went on : 

"1 think your highness has not had time to study this 
morning's report?" 

" No," said the prince with an obvious eflFort ; " but from 
the bright looks of the ph3rsicians who handed it to me, I have 
pleasure in guessing its purport." 

" Yes : you will rejoice to know that your imperial &ther is 
doing well." 

Alexis bowed, and Dorothea, looking full into the face of 
Ivan Slonski, continued : 

*' In spite of many untoward circumstances, his majesty is 
gaining strength." 

" Since we have learned thus much, lord Czarewitch," inter- 
posed Ivan hurriedly, " can there be anything further to detain 
us?" 

But the eye of the Russian prince, always quick at suspicion 
and intrigue, caught the meaning tone and look addressed to 
the monk, and said : 

" What are the special circumstances to which the Princess 
Dorothea alludes? " 

" ril detail them in the presence of this man," rejoined the 
princess, not removing her eyes for a moment from the priest. 

"Why in my presence?" demanded the monk with a smile 
of gloom, one might say of desperation. 

" What I have to tell is of strange and grave import," said 
Dorothea ; " and my hearers will be wise, for their own safety, 
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not to interrupt me, either by expressions of incredulity or by 
premature efforts to stop my mouth." 

''What can she mean?" said Alexis in an anxious half- 
whisper. 

** Three times within the past week has this man, this Father 
Ivan Slonski, attempted to gain admittance to this palace. 
Three times have I, acting on hints from elsewhere, stopped 
the way. Last night, while I was momentarily absent, he 
appeared : and being allowed to enter, he contrived to see one 
of the personal attendants of the Czar, a man who thought it 
right to pay him a certain deference on account of his connec- 
tion with your highness. To this attendant he presented a 
covered silver cup, coming, as he let it be inferred, from your 
imperial highness, and containing a cordial beyond price for 
such a distemper as his majesty has been suffering from. The 
goblet was brought to me. I have some knowledge of medi- 
cine, your highness. I tested the drink. It was wine, qualified 
with a mortal poison." 

" God of truth and justice ! " gasped the Czarewitch. " I 
know nothing of this." 

Dorothea smiled and inclined her head in satirical acquies- 
cence. 

" There is no need of that assurance. I have my thoughts 
of your highness and of your priest-in-waiting. No doubt, from 
years gone, you both have had your thoughts of me. You may 
reserve the expression of those thoughts. But I at least 
am here to speak plainly my mind to the one and the other of 
you. Your highness may attract devotion ; yet yours is not an 
admirable nature. You have not the qualities calculated to 
arouse the respect of a single high-minded man or woman 
on earth. For all that, 1*11 be fair enough to believe your 
present repudiation of complicity. I am willing to go further 
— to testify to your highnesses good sense, and to express my 
honest conviction that you would not, if unhappily moved to 
the worst of crimes, choose an instrument as pitiful as this : a 
creature with all the brainlessness and violence, and none of 
tbe ctumiogy of a lunatic." 
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"What am I to think of this? " cried the Czarewitch. 

" That you will do well to profit by what I am saying. I 
have watched this man. I learned in far-off days of what he 
is capable. I have exposed him to you as an intending assassin 
whose aim, if accomplished, would brand yourself as a parricide 
infamous for all time. He cannot deny it He dare not 
speak, though his eyes are fixed in vengeance on me as I 
denounce him to you, and warn you against him." 

" I am bewildered. I feel as if I should turn to stone with 
amazement. But, pardon me, is your serene highness quite 
sure? A priest of our Orthodox Church " 

Dorothea disdained to bid him appeal to the dumb, malign- 
faced monk himself. She resumed : 

** I know what I have said. In making this charge I had in 
mind all needful precautions and responsibilities. I have even 
taken steps for my own safety, or it may be for the avenging of 
me. I have warned your highness against this man. I know 
to what a length his bloody fanaticism might lead him. I now 
warn the man against himself. I know of what little value his 
own or another's life would be to him in certain contingencies. 
He is capable of striking me dead where I stand, and then, 
with the instinct of the wolf or the tiger, of pursuing his career 
of slaughter throughout the palace. I have purposely arranged 
all things in quietness, that your highness may not be implicated 
in the actions of your worthy spiritual adviser. But that he 
and you may know how hopeless is his aim against a mwe 
illustrious life than mine, I have to tell him a last thing. The 
eyes of one who has a sure hand are watching all three of us at 
this instant " 

" Mother of Mercy ! " exclaimed the Czarewitch^ looking 
around him. 

" Have no fear, your highness. No one could be more free 
from danger than you. And as for me, let this man raise a 
finger against me, his accuser. It will then be a signal that he 
has commenced his feast of blood. Our unseen watcher will be 
here on the moment. He will cut the unholy criminal to piecei 
in his turn, and the life of the Czar at least will be saved." 
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Ivan SoQski made a rapid movement with his hand to his 
breast. 

'' I am glad I have found you, lord Czarewitch/' said Paul 
Feodoreff, suddenly standing between the monk and the prin- 
cess, as though he had passed from out the near wall. 

The priest* s hand fell to his side : he walked with the prince 
in silence out of the palace ; both being followed by the tall 
valet. And Dorothea, with cheeks and lips grown colorless 
during the last few seconds, but with mouth firm set and eyes 
burning brightly still, moved into one of the side apartments. 

The strong frame of the Czar had indeed struck off the grasp 
of death from disease ; and while he was recovering he sent 
this rejoinder to the Crown Prince's letter of renunciation : 

" A Final Warning to my Son, — I observe that the one thing 
to which you confine yourself in your letter of the 27 th of Octo- 
ber last is the succession to the crown. You seem to think 
that all IS done, that I have no further cause of complaint, when 
you, sincerely or otherwise, draw up a letter resigning your 
claim* Not a word do you say of my chief subject of anxiety : 
whether y<m mean to continue or to abandon my design for 
the good of the country. You seem to forget how often I have 
spoken to you of your avowed indifference to public affairs. If 
you defy me now, can I suppose that you will obey the commands 
which I leave for your guidance when I am dead ? How am I 
to believe in your assertions, nay, in your oaths ? King David 
declares that every man is a liar. But even if I thought you 
were sincere now, I am equally convinced that the Longbeards 
would have no difficulty in turning you to their views after my 
death. It is well known that hitherto you have shown your 
hatred of my labors ; and the belief spreads more and more, 
that when I am gone, you are resolved to overturn the edifice 
I have built up, to undo what I have done for the good of my 
people. In thinking of this I cannot keep my mind at rest, 
especially now that my health has become broken. Send me 
no more renunciations, but speak to me of what concerns the 
wel&re of the land. You must change your disposition. For 
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the hundredth time I tell you to seek other advisers than those 
about you. You must prove yourself a worthy successor to my 
inheritance, or you shall become a monk : the rest of your life 
shall be passed in the conventicle. Answer me without delay 
by letter ; or, better still, come to me and let us explain our- 
selves face to face. If you do not obey me ; if you mean to 
trifle with my wishes ; I shall treat you henceforth as an ordi- 
nary criminal. 

" Peter." 

When this letter was considered by the Czarewitch and his 
advisers, there seemed to them a way out of the difficulty at last 
Countless were the traditions of rightful heirs in centuries gone 
who had passed their earlier days in the cloister, had moved 
forth at the appointed hour, had found partisans by the hundred 
thousand springing up around them, and had advanced in irre- 
sistible triumph to the throne. The Czar's threat, therefore, 
instead of causing dismay to such men as Kikine, Glieboff, and 
Ignatieff, filled them with relief. 

" Keep to the renunciation," said Glieboff, " and hold your- 
self in reserve." 

"You will be left in peace at last," said Kikine, "and we 
shall be working for you." 

" Better the monk's dress than a shroud," added Ignatieff. 
" Your life is not worth an hour's purchase in open antagonism 
to such a parent. While, to pretend acquiescence in his 
revolutionary schemes would be to throw yourself into the 
arms of Menchikoff and Tolstoi' : to be bound by the wrists 
and dragged behind your father's triumphal chariot at camp 
and court." 

" A thousand letters, a million menaces caimot change what 
God has ordained," said Glieboff. " Let him doubt your 
good faith. But while you refuse to be entangled in any 
promise to join the party of revolution, stand by your re- 
nunciation." 

"And take advantage of a shelter where he will have no 
right to intrude upon you," said Kikine. 



The Csar'a Warnings ; and Another Escape. aSt 

The Czarewitch accordingly sent the following curt reply to 
the Czar's last letter : 

" Sn(E AND Father, — I received your letter this morning. I 
cannot reply to it at length, as I am ill. I desire to enter into 
hdy orders, and I ask your majesty's gracious permission, and 
the necessary facilities, to help me in the accomplishment of 
my purpose. I implore God's blessing on your majesty. — 
Your most humble slave and son, 

" Alexis." 

When the Emperor received this answer he was alone with 
Catherine. She had much difficulty in calming his rage ; and 
even then she found it impossible to approach the subject once 
more for nearly a week afterwards. 

" If he had a spark of frankness about him," said the Czar 
in answer to his wife's appeal, " I should continue with the de- 
termination of a wrestler to grapple with that stubbornness of 
his. I should consider it the chief victory of my life if I could 
subdue that same weak, shifty, sluggish, restless nature — that 
compound of contrarieties." 

"Try him once more." 

"What am I to say? You see with what a mixture of im- 
pertinence, defiance and artful reticence, all my allusions to 
the continuation of the good work are ignored." 

" Give him a longer time for consideration. Let it not be 
said that your own impatience wrings these decisions from him." 

"That's your advice? " 

" Yes, The enemies of your policy must not anticipate you 
with the argument that his resolutions are not binding under 
the circumstances. ' Take the initiative yourself by still regard- 
ing them as not past recall." 

" He says he is ill," said Peter after a pause. 

" And so he may be." 

The Czar laughed, a harsh laugh, with jaws locked and lips 
closed : ** You see how naturally it comes to us to receive with 
fuspidon every statement niade by him." 
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''The doubt was unintentional/' said Catherine eagerly. 
"Come; I think that he is really unwell, and that his evfl 
counsellors have had the less difficulty in working upon him." 

'' ril make one more attempt/' said the Emperor ; " though 
it seems hopeless." 

She smiled and kissed his hand : ''You that have done the 
impracticable, achieved the impossible so many times, to talk 
of things beyond hope ! " 

Peter had soon regained his health under the sleepless nurs- 
ing of the Czarina, and the almost equally tender service of 
Dorothea von Furstenberg and Helena von CEst Frise. Being 
now able to move about the palace and even to go out of doors 
again, he sent for the two princesses. In the presence of his 
wife he first thanked Helena for attentions whose devotedness 
had certainly not been under-estimated in Catherine's descrip- 
tion ; then turned on a sudden to Dorothea, and his face had 
changed. The large keen eyes had filled with tears, and the 
firm lips were slightly simdered and trembling, and his tones 
were in the beginning a little hoarse and weak and high pitched 
with emotion : " So our pretty guest, not content with her 
share of kindly, childlike watchfulness over me night and day, 
would have offered up her own life to save me from the poison 
or the knife of a murderer? " 

Helena stared at her friend, and Dorothea, with flushed 
cheeks and a more shy yet hardly less blank wonder in her gaze, 
turned in silence from the Czar to the Empress. 

"What did I tell you of her?" said Catherine, appealing to 
the Emperor, after a look of what seemed affectionate pride at 
Dorothea. "She would have concealed her heroism from 
us. It is only by the most roimdabout way that we have dis- 
covered it." 

There was a pause. Then Dorothea remarked steadily: ''I 
owed my father's life to your majesty. I have never considered 
that a debtor should be imduly self-complacent over the dis- 
charge of an obligation." 

"There are cases," rejoined the Emperor, "where the 
creditor may have received ^r more than his due, and where 
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he feels it incumbent on him to return at least the more than 
exorbitant addition of interest paid by his debtor. But I see 
you are embarassed at the prospect of a sustained war of grati- 
tude between us. You have of set purpose rescued my son 
from the scandal of implication in this crime? " 

** And, as your majesty suggests, merely on account of the 
scandal." 

" Ay : there is no one in this room but must feel that, in his 
case, nothing but justice, wholly untempered with mercy, is 
appropriate: that he may have his full meed of retribution 
for his treatment of our heartbroken, dead Charlotte : that an 
ample vengeance may one day come down on all who con- 
spired to shorten that saintly life." 

As Dorothea looked straight at the Emperor with a cold 
frankness in her eyes and a hardening of her mouth, while she 
maintained an unrelenting silence, it was plain that to her 
at least the Czar's last speech was applicable. And Peter con- 
tinued : " For the present not one of them shall be interfered 
with : and in that decision I fear that I am acting cruelly ; for in 
my opinion their most remorseless enemy could not wish them 
a worse fortune than that they should be left to their own 
expedients." 

** But," said Catherine, " it may be well for both our prin- 
cesses to have your justification for holding that opinion." 

" Then do you tell them," said Peter, rising. " I, who hope 
still to avail myself of the services of so noble an auxiliary as 
the Princess Dorothea von Furstenberg, feel a certain com- 
punction in letting her know the quality of my baser allies." 

" Though I think," remarked the Empress, when the three 
ladies were alone, " that neither of you will require more 
than a hint as to how we were apprised of the Princess Doro- 
thea's recent behaviour. It must be confessed, as his majesty 
infers, that sovereigns at times gain intelligence through mean 
channels. It has been so in this instance." 

•** I can guess," observed Helena quietly. 

''Then save me the unpleasantness of going further." 

^Oiur amiable prince can keep nothing from his fair one. 
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That fair one had a kind of lover of her own at Tbom: if 
such creatures can know what love is " 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Dorothea. 

*' And as is known," said the Czarina, " that same lover is 
employed in the Imperial Chancellery." 

" His majesty is truly right in leaving these persons to their 
own resources," mused Dorothea. " And already I foresee a 
punishment hanging over the prince which makes even me 
shudder for him. 

" So now," said Catherine, summing up, " you will understand 
our treatment of the wretched woman who so gleefully hurried 
our child to the grave : why, when so many ways of instant 
ruin lie at our hand for disposing of her, she remains for a 
time untouched ; and why, moreover, the prince, unwittingly 
accomplishing our determination to protect the Princess Doro- 
thea from villains, has himself been allowed to send back Ivan 
Slonski to the monastery from which he was taken, instead dt 
to the care of the executioner." 

Peter was now so well that he had arranged to join the armj 
at Mecklenburg for a new campaign. But before leaving the 
capital he would see Alexis personally. He ascertained the 
nature of the illness mentioned by the Crown Prince in his 
latest letter, an illness from which it was portentously given 
out that he still suffered. It was a fever, much exaggerated in 
seriousness by the patient and his associates. The Czar, an 
experimenter in physic as in many other things, prepared a 
soothing draught with his own hands, and on the morning after 
his conference with the Czarina and the German princesses, 
went alone to the palace of the Czarewitch. Alexis was in bed. 

"I have brought you a composing draught," said Peter, 
looking at him attentively. 

The prince gave a start. His timorous nature rendered it 
needless for him to recall the words used by the imperial con- 
fessor Ignatieff , as to the little value to be set upon his life in 
any direct encounter with such a father. The Czar^ looking ^ 
him with an increase of attention, smiled : 

" I do not think you will find it nauseous," he coiitiiuied. 
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" My own palate has been coaxed with delicacies of late, and 
would reject anything of the kind. You shall see." 

He looked round for a glass, and pouring out some of the 
mixture he had brought with him, took a drink. The Czare- 
witch crimsoned and lowered his eyes with a semblance of 
momentary shame. He accepted the proffered remainder of 
the potion, and despite himself found it agreeable. 

" Now," said Peter, " we need not inflict on one another a 
kmg interview. For my part, I have not more than twenty 
words or so to trouble you with. I wish you to tell me — though 
I am in no instant hurry — to tell me as if you had until now 
sent no answer to my two last letters, what is your determina- 
tion." 

" To become a priest, sire." 

" No. I cannot take it that you are speaking seriously." 
My mind is made up, your majesty." 
I'll not accept this as a final answer. Give the matter your 
full thought. Although my time is brief with you now, I wish 
you to understand that I do not hurry you. Reflect carefully. 
You are young, and the world is at your feet if you come into 
the right way to which I am so anxious to guide you." 

" But, sire " 

"Say no more," concluded the Czar with firm good temper ; 
^ I shaJl wait six months longer for your real answer." 

He quitted the palace. 

Next day he departed from Petersburg, leaving Alexis re- 
joiced alike at his absence and the further proposed delay. 

''I understand," said Lapoushkin, a few hours after this 
departure — the Crown Prince and his advisers being assembled 
as usual in the house of Viazemski : " I understand that he has 
taken her imperial majesty Martha Skavronska with him? " 

"Yes," cried the enraptured Alexis; "we can open our 
hogs again. At least we are free to breathe such pure air as 
the swamps and mists of Petersburg can offer us." 

"No, no," said Kikine; "the best use you can make of 
your liberty is to fly from this pestilent spot without delay." 
And go to Moicow," said Viazemski. 
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"He*ll never be safe on Russian soil," said Glieboff, "as 
long as his father lives " 

"You express my own opinion, Stepdn Glieboff," said the 
Czarewitch. 

"Flight is your only resource," repeated Kikine. "You 
have already six months allowed you. Much might happen 
within that time. First, there are the casualties of war " 

" Ah ! " exclaimed Lapoushkin, " why are there no good 
marksmen among his enemies? Why is there no missile forged 
from eternity to rid the world of him, like the ball that tore 
away the heart of Turenne ? " 

" But if, instead of having six months, you had six years 
before you ! " resumed Kikine. "Think of the chances of dis- 
ease arising from the damp of Petersburg — ^we know how nar- 
rowly he has escaped already. Think of the probabilities of 
insurrection in Moscow " 

" And of his being hacked to death by the mob, under the 
guidance of the priests ! " cried Glieboff. 

" But let us come back," suggested Lapoushkin, " to the 
point as to where you should go in the event of flight from here. 
You are acquainted with no one, by correspondence or other- 
wise, at the French Court, I think?" 

" No one. Nor should I care to live there. A stranger in 
the place, besides knowing nothing of the language, what would 
become of me ? " 

" What do you say to Austria, then? " said Kikine. 

" Austria ! certainly," exclaimed Viazemski. "The Empress 
is your sister-in-law ; and your mother-in-law, the archduchess^ 
also lives there." 

" And her majesty and the archduchess-mother would have 
reason to recall the relationship with pleasure," observed La- 
poushkin drily to Viazemski, " especially in view of the ardor 
shown by your pupil in adding to their late relative's happi- 



ness." 



"To what pupil do you refer?" demanded Alexis with a 
sulky frown. 

Lapoushkin laughed : " Upon my soul, nephew, that* s an apt 
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inquiry^ in view of the extended list of our host's fonner dis- 
ciples. We'll take it that I mean one of the other sex." 
" I wish you'd let Euphros3me alone, uncle." , 
" I ask for only one thing better than to let her alone, my 
illustrious nephew, and that is to be let alone by her." 
" What am I to infer from that ? " 
" Do you want a plain answer to that question? " 
" A characteristic answer, of course. It would be against 
nature if I did not have plain language from you." 
" I have certainly never blamed myself for using it." 
" Well, well — ^your answer." 

" I say," rejoined Lapoushkin with the utmost gravity, " that 
if we are not careful, the lady to whom we refer, the student 
who has been hatched under the same educational wing as your- 
self, will one day be the ruin of at least every man in this 



room." 



" Enough of this ! " cried Kikine hastily. " Til away to 
Vienna and you shall hear further from me." 

A day later Paul Feodoreff, on a suggestion, welcome enough 
this time, from Lapoushkin, was allowed to take up his resid- 
ence in the home of Viazemski. This was for the purpose of 
more conveniently waiting on his master, the Czarewitch, who, 
being under a perpetual prohibition to receive Euphrosyne in 
his Petersburg palace, was far more frequently in the house of 
his old tutor than elsewhere. The Crown Prince's mistress 
modestly hinted an objection to the presence of her brother in 
the same dwelling with them ; but her protest was in this in- 
stance firmly ignored by Alexis. The lady did not insist on 
the point. And Sergius Maranoff, who had often during the 
last few weeks been seen near the house towards night, ap- 
peared in the neighborhood no more. This was a fact on 
which Lapoushkin and Glieboff soon found an occasion for 
commenting in innocent wonder, in the presence both of Paul 
and Euphrosyne. 

*' Is it true, my good Paul," inquired Lapoushkin, " that you 
and the Baron Maranoff have not come together since you and 
he were face to face at Thorn, some four years ago? " 
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" It is true, my lord," said Paul. 

" If you had been in the neighborhood of this house any 
night up till a week ago," said Gliebofl, "you might have easily 
come across each other." 

" 1 did not find that out till it was too late/' said Paul. 

" Tell me, Paul," said Lapoushkin, " are you still eccentiic 
enough to keep the knout of which we all have heard ? " 

" It is a foolish weakness, my lord. But I treasure it." 

"Not as an ornament?" laughed Glieboff. 

" No ; as a thing for which I may some day find a use." 

" I understand," said Glieboff, after contemplating Paul in 
silence for a few seconds, " that your former master forbade his 
death to be avenged?" 

"My kind master, the late Count Michaelowski, who was 
murdered by this coward and bully, Sergius Maranoff, forbade 
his friend the Baron Valodjeska to avenge him; and, fortu- 
nately for the assassin, the command was understood to apply to 
all who were attached to the count." 

" Is it not also fortunate for you, my good Paul," said La- 
poushkin, " that the only listeners to your words at this moment 
are the most affectionate of sisters and two men who are not on 
speaking terms with this Maranoff?" 

" But," resumed Glieboff, " I do not take it that the dying 
order you refer to would apply to the redressing of any wrong 
done to yourself?" 

" Certainly not, my lord." 

"And so," said Lapoushkin, "you still think the knout in 
serviceable condition should it ever be needed ? " 

" It would be quite strong enough years hence to serve the 
purpose for which I keep it." 

Euphrosyne had sat apart aU this time, not sa3ring a word. 
She now looked at her brother, then suddenly turned her eyes 
away. And it seemed to Lapoushkin that a shudder went 
through her. 

Towards the end of August there came a letter from the 
Czar. It found the Prince at his palace in the Kremlin, where 
be was now openly installed with Euphrosyne Feodoreff. 
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'' She is at least of the orthodox faith/' said the inmates of 
the monasteries of Moscow, resigning themselves to the ascend- 
ency which the serf already wielded, without a rival, over the 
spirit of the Czarewitch. 

'* Thank God she is not a German," said Viazemski, who took 
more and more credit to himself each day, as having been the 
means of bringing his former slave and his exalted pupil 
together. 

The Emperor's missive reminded Alexis that the six months' 
period, within which he was to have rendered a final answer, 
had elapsed. He was invited to come to Mecklenburg, and 
give the decision to his father personally. 

The Czarewitch was in the arms of Euphrosyne when the 
summons came. There was never a question concerning his 
interests on which he did not consult her, and this alike from 
affection and from a certain respect for her judgment; for, 
although she was not behindhand with her paramour in every 
vicious indulgence, yet she aroused herself and him from many 
a prolonged debauch, in which all shame was flung into the 
mire, to attitudes of stubbornness and to the performance of 
more than one firm and, as Alexis thought, even desperate 
resolution. 

When they had perused the letter sitting up side by side in 
bed, the prince arose and sprang staggering on to the floor, 
and paced the room stamping and cursing ; while Euphrosyne 
k)oked at him from over the bedclothes with a lazy smile. 

" It was bound to come," he cried. " Meet him in person, 
too ! As if I had not had enough of his interviews ! I had 
rather be chained hand and foot to the most hideous devil from 
hell, than stand face to face with that same father of mine any 
more." 

Euphrosyne raised her head a little. "Why should you 
meet your father in person? " 

"Oh, I could write," retorted Alexis impatiently; "but that 
would mean a signed and sealed and irrevocable answer. And 
tiiat I am resolved to avoid." 

'^ Come here," she said in tones of caressing tendemei&. 
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He approached : and she wreathed her warm soft arms 
round his neck and laid his cheek on her swelling breast and 
turned her languid eyes on his and murmured: ''Need you 
send an answer at all?" 

He raised his head and stared at her: ''Whafs in yoor 
mind now?" 

She sat up and pressed her lips long on his ; then lay back, 
though still with arms twined around him, and with eyes now 
calm and clear and never turning from his own. 

" For many weary months you have felt like a condemned 
prisoner in your own country. You have been fretting to get 
away from Russia, out of the reach of your father. Here your 
father himself places the opportunity within your grasp. He 
asks you to join him at Mecklenburg. Let it be given out that you 
mean to comply with his wish. And once you are beyond the 
Russian frontier, go to some sure hiding-place, and await events." 

Alexis now fairly started up and raised his eyebrows and let 
fall his jaw in gaping wonder ; then a look of rapture spread 
over his face : " What kindly spirit of heaven put this notion 
into your brain?" 

" Will you act upon it ? " 

" As readily as the soul in purgatory receives the announce- 
ment of its coming transportation to the throne reserved for it 
in paradise." 

"Then see about your passports at once," rejoined his 
matter-of-fact mistress, tumbling indelicately out of bed. " Call 
no one ; I'll help you myself to dress." 

Within two hours, indeed, the Czarewitch was at the resi- 
dence of Menchikoff, and had explained his business. 

" You are prompt," said the lieutenant-governor, " and his 
majesty will be pleased. You go alone? " 

" With two or three servants." 

" And what will become of Euphrosjme ?" 

" She will go with me to the frontier, and there I must leave 
her," said the prince with a sudden pang of dejection. 

"Why not take her with you the whole way?" said Menchi- 
koff with a shrug of the shoulders. 
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"To Mecklenburg? To my father?" said Alexis with 
seining hesitation, but with sparkling eyes. 

Menchikoff laughed : " You need not take her into his pres- 
Dce. But perhaps I had better suggest nothing which would 
ive you an excuse for saying that I tempt you to bad courses 
-as you declared once to the late Crown Princess that I was 
ie first to give you a taste for drink." 

" I never said so ; it was one of the German liars about her 
ho spread the tale." 

" Well, I make no pretence of putting on airs of austerity 
ith yoiL I merely thought that Euphrosyne's company might 
nliven the dreariness of the long journey." 

The passports were made out for the Czarewitch and his 
listress and four servants, including Feodoreff. 

"Anselm Athanasieff is in Petersburg still? You do not 
Eurc to wait for him?" said Menchikoff. 

" No," said the Czarewitch : " but I should like to take a 
riest with me." 

The lieutenant-governor looked at him with a searching, 
niling bewilderment. 

" I think," he said slowly, " that if you unearthed Ivan Slon- 

li and took him with you " 

We'll say no more about it," cried Alexis hurriedly. 
You are right," rejoined Menchikoff. "The journey is 
ot so long but that you may dispense with the presence of a 
dest. Have the sacred books and vessels with you, and when 
ou reach Mecklenburg you can avail yourself of the 
ervices of the Archimandrite Theodosios, who is with your 
^ther." 

The Crown Prince cordially acquiesced, took with him the 
lassports, together with an order on the contractor Israel 
saieff for the expenses of the journey, and went away. 

That night there was revelry under the roof of the prince ; 
hough Euphrosyne, while keeping pace with her lover in 
Irink, and yielding with the full lasciviousness of her nature to 
lis most unbridled desires, was extremely watchful lest a 
yDable should &11 from him as to his intentions. 
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Next morning early a visitor to the palace was announced in 
the person of the Crown Prince's old tutor, Nicephoros Via- 
zemski. He was admitted at once to the presence of Alexis, 
whom he found tossing restlessly on a couch after his night's 
wild debauch, and Euphrosyne, with bloodshot eyes, but with 
face otherwise composed, sitting beside him. Viazemski 
brought with him a long letter from the Protopope Ignatieff, 
referring to the announcement of the prince's approaching de- 
parture from Moscow, containing much fatherly counsel, and 
ending with an elaborate benediction. When this had been 
read, and other messages from friends (themselves unable to 
gain admittantce to the palace) had been delivered, the visitor 
looked meaningly first at the prince, then at his quasi-hostess. 
But Euphrosyne would not abate one jot of her rights as an 
assistant at the audience, and was grossly obtuse to every sug- 
gestion made by her old master for her withdrawal. 

" You go by way of Riga? " said Viazemski, after a pause, in 
which the one person present free from constraint was the 
visitor's former serf. 

" I go there simply to obtain money from Isaieif." 

" Yes — money ! " said the tutor hesitatingly. 

"Why do you repeat the word?" said Alexis with a sickly 
peevishness. 

" I am thinking of one who should be most dear to you. I 
I have been asked to express the general wonder as to why you 
never write to your mother, never send her money. Her own 
resources are exhausted. Such insatiable wolves as Menchikoff, 
Tolstoi, Golovkin and Schafiroff devour the pension meant 
for her; any one who complained would be accused to the 
Czar as one of her partisans ; therefore she has to live on the 
charity of those who were formerly her subjects." 

Alexis yawned, then sneezed, then made a grimace of intoler- 
able nausea. 

" And so my mother is alive still? " 

Viazemski looked aghast at him. 

" You are a devoted son." 

"Who advised you to make these representations to me?" 
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cried Alexis, rather in the tone of one who is impatient at being 
disturbed than of a seeker after the truth. 

Viazemski gknced in discomfort at Euphrosyne, who instantly 
said with a smile : 

" I owe my old master more than I can repay. It is little 
enough that I should save him from an accusation of breach of 
faith by suggesting that the adviser in question, the chivalrous 
advocate of the Empress Eudoxia*s claims, is Captain Stepdn 
GUeboff." 

Viazemski and Alexis looked in open terror at each other ; 
then the tutor, lapsing into a smile of dismayed foolishness, 
observed: 

" I am evidently wrong in seeking to hide anything from my 
fair pupil. Well, why does not our prince write? " 

'* There would be a danger in doing so, both to her and to 
me. Too many eyes are on us. And again, why should I 
write? What would it profit either of us, at the best? " 

" She is your mother. She is a wronged lady, a betrayed 
sovereign. But let us not dwell on these points. I have 
something more to say," he continued, bending forward in his 
chair and looking mysteriously, and with a sort of resigned 
confidence, alternately at Euphrosyne and the Czarewitch. 
" A revelation has come from on high. It has visited your 
mother and many others in their dreams. It is decreed by 
God, through the intercession of the Most Holy Virgin of Vir- 
gins, that the Czar shall repudiate the woman who at present 
shares his throne, and shall take back his rightful Empress." 

" In the name of the ever adorable Jesus, how will this be? " 
cried Alexis with all the interest of fanatical superstition. 

"The manner of it will be this," rejoined Nicephoros with 
equal eagerness. " Your father will be once more struck down 
with a serious illness ; a sedition will break out in Moscow, 
which he will be too weak to quell ; he will be borne to the 
Convent of Troitza, to the tomb of St Sergius ; your mother 
will there be awaiting him ; he will take her to his heart once 
more ; the usurping Czarina will be banished ; the insurrection 
will be pat down ; Petersburg will be abandoned ; the fleet will 
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be destroyed -, and your father, reconciled at last to the old 
order of things, will reign contentedly with your mother in 
Moscow." 

" What do you think of that? '* said the Czarewitch earnestly, 
when Viazemski, after taking time to recover his breath, had 
gone. 

Euphrosyne laughed. 

" It is a wonder the prophets allowed the Czar to recover, 
that he was to not to be cut to pieces, my sweet prince, as he 
sat by the side of his wife in the Convent of — ^was it Troitza or 
Souzdal?** 

** Euphrosyne ! *' exclaimed Alexis, equally alarmed and 
scandalized. 

" Glieboff is ambitious," continued Euphrosyne ; " but his 
plan will never come to good." And she hurried out of the 
room to escape a remonstrance from the prince, who was always 
much concerned at her lightness of tone when referring to 
messages from the unseen world and to supernatural things 
generally. 

Next day the Czarewitch, accompanied by his limited suite, 
left Moscow. He arrived quickly at Riga, where he dipped 
his hands deeply into the coffers of Israel Isaieff. He went on 
to Libau, where he met with Kikine, with whom he had a pri- 
vate conference. When this conference was over and Kikine 
had taken his leave, Paul Feodoreff contrived to see the prince 
apart: 

" I understand that your highness is going to see the Czar?" 
he asked with some anxiety. 

**Yo\i understand so, my honest Paul?" said the prince^ 
with a tone of banter in which there was a kind of regretful 
uneasiness. 

" I hope I am not mistaken," said Paul gravely. 

" I may as well hide nothing from you, Paul ; I have never 
found yourself otherwise than frank and true to me. I am not 
going to see my father." 

"You mean to avoid the interview with his majesty?" said 
Paul; gazing at him in profound ^oom. 
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" Quite so," answered the Czarewitch faintly, the old look of 
portentous woe coming over his face. 

^And to seek refuge at a foreign court, as I have heard 
whispered?" 

"Yes." 

"Then in God's name let us hope you may be in safety 
where you are going, and that nothing on earth may persuade 
you to return to Russia in the Emperor's lifetime." His 
alarmed looks were gone. He now set about his duties with 
serene firmness. The little party pushed on to Danzig. And, 
immediately on leaving that neighborhood, their movements 
became as completely lost to the view of those interested in 
them as though they had been swallowed up in a quicksand. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A GUEST OF THE HOUSE OF AUSTRU. 

The loth of November, 17 16, had been a busy day wiA 
Count Schonbom, Chancellor of the Holy Roman Empire. He 
had been confined to his residence in Vienna from morning. 
It was close upon midnight : he had finished dictating letten 
to two private secretaries and had gone into his bedroom. The 
state secretary KUhl, who had undertaken to deliver a message 
from Prince Eugene, and who had lingered for a moment's 
conversation with one of the officials of the chancellery, was now 
going down the stans. He had not reached the bottom when 
the figure of an unusually tall man, cot||ing away from a side 
landing, stood before him. 

"The Imperial Chancellor lives here, does he not?" in- 
quired a voice in bad German. 

The secretary of state examined the stranger curiooaly: 
" Yes," he replied ; " but it is impossible that you should sec 
him to-night. He has gone to bed." 

The tall man's only rejoinder was a steady resumption of his 
interrupted progress upstairs. Ktihl, after staring at him for a 
few seconds, continued his descent and started, on reaching 
the foot of the ill-lighted staircase, at sight of a face with full 
round eyes obscurely seen within the shadow of the doorway. 
The unknown face and figure drew back in turn with a still 
more pronounced attitude of recoil from the state secretaiyi 
who, after a second spell of hesitation, smiled in a reassured way* 
and passed into the street 

Meanwhile, the tall stranger had hurried into an aste^oooi 
to leftward of the apartment in which the chancellor had been 
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I with his private secretaries. In this anteroom stood 
whose eyes were fixed on the entrance door, and who 

ndn at sight of the huge form now passing the threshold, 
m sorry to push myself on you in this way," said the 
mer, still speaking with much difficulty, and with a strong 
accent in German ; " if you knew all, you would pardon 

lat do you want ? " asked the valet, looking about him 
for some weapon of defence. 

II will think it strange. But I must ask you to announce 
r to his excellency Count Schonbom." 

valet almost laughed : 
possible : he is in bed." 

m sorry to insist," said the stranger firmly : " my demand 
ual, I repeat. But the business which brings me here 
lly rare and of vital importance." 
German valet*s alarm was appeased by the big fellow's 
•, which, though intensely earnest, was respectful. He 
:ommencing his regrets in a soothing way when Schon- 
iroice was heard from his bedroom, from within the door 
ch the intruder's eyes were fixed, commanding that he 
not be disturbed. 

[ cannot see the chancellor on the instant," said the re- 
de visitor, still apparently addressing the valet but in a 
T voice, " those who have sent me must lay their busi- 
fore the Emperor himself this very night." 
door of the bedroom opened partially, and a head, sur- 
id by a nightcap, was thrust warily forward, 
e chancellor?" inquired the intruder of the valet. 

5; but " 

stranger darted towards the bedroom, which he entered 
J with the indignant and retreating chancellor, and 
, without further preface, uttered these words ; " The 
itch is below and wishes to see you." 
•nbom, with a comparative forgetfulness of the rude in- 
of his privacy, stared anxiously at the tall figure before 
at a madman : " The Czarewitch ! " he muttered. 
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" I implore you not to keep him waiting," said the man, 
speaking with forced calmness. 

" I'll see him to-morrow," said the chancell6r with a prompti- 
tude indicative of absolute incredulity. 

" I see you do not believe me," retorted the man with an 
impatient sigh. " But I must with deep respect inform you 
that my master cannot wait till to-morrow. Any such delay 
might mean great danger to him. There are spies upon every 
one of his movements, for all we know. It is a question of life 
or death." 

"Where do you say he is?" asked Schonbom, changing his 
tone. 

" Downstairs : in this very house." 

The old count looked aghast, but hastily replied : " Go 
to him : say I shall be ready to receive him in half an 
hour." 

The tall man, who was no other than Paul Feodoreff, with- 
drew, and Schonbom proceeded, without troubling his valet for 
the present, to dress. He had pulled off his nightcap and was 
taking up his wig, when the bedroom door was dashed open, 
and a figure in the uniform of a Polish colonel of cavalry, with 
dark eyes, long black mustachios and pale face, burst into the 
chamber. It was indeed the Crown Prince of Russia. 

The chancellor uttered a cry of dismay, rather from a con- 
sciousness of his own appearance at this moment, than from 
any graver motive. But this fresh intruder had no eyes for the 
portly figure clad in a flannel gown, and the red face and wig- 
less head crowned by a nightcap which had been hurriedly 
pulled on again ; other matters than details of etiquette troubled 
Alexis at this moment. 

"You are the chancellor," he affirmed without ceremony; 
" they told me so at the inn opposite, where I am now lodged." 

"And you ?" inquired the count, still tossed between 

suspicion and bewilderment. 

" I ? " cried the young man in fretful impatience. " My senr- 
ant has told you. I have fled from Russia," he continued in 
a whirlwind of volubility; "I cannot remain there while nif 
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ires. He is bent on disinheriting me, on putting me to 



fi 



no ; do not talk like that," said the count in an absent- 
way, while closely examining the visitor, of whose 
he still seemed doubtful. 

id of depriving my children of the succession — my poor 
from whom my father has driven me away by violence. 
I His Holy Mother, angels and saints protect me ! I 
'ays been unfortunate, always hated by my father. And 
ave a stepmother who has turned him more bitterly 
T against me." 

is time Schonbom, who had previously seen the Czare- 
icognized him. 
iseigneur," he began, but was again interrupted by 

ve always tried to do my duty : but my health is bad : 

his own instruments, Menchikoff and Tolstoi, whom 

m to make me worse and drive me to an early grave." 

r imperial highness " 

Lchikoff and the rest of them are always inviting me to 
ises, and forcing me to accompany them to brothels, 

ing me drunk, and ruining me among them " 

se are accusations of which I can say nothing." 

. at such times my father says I am good for nothing. 

: with all my faults, and a thousand others heaped on 

am at least fit to govern " 

doubt, your highness. But will you come to the point 
as brought me the honor of this visit — so strange, so 

Czar, my father, wishes to send me to a monastery ; 
m determined not to be forced into a religious life, 
the story of my presence here. I have been compelled 
I am in Vienna at this moment to seek the protection 
:other-in-law, the Emperor." 

; is indeed a strange business " 

kxl, God ! Do not hesitate. Do not betray me I Do 
Bt me on to the knives of assassins ! " 
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" Your highness is madly excited. Cahn yourself." 

*^ I tell you there are spies everywhere about me. I am cer 
tain I saw one of them, the bitterest of my enemies, in the 
streets of Vienna to-night. If I fall in the way of such men I 
am lost. Lord, Lord, let me be delivered from their hands ! 
Take me to the Emperor. I call upon my brother the Emperor 
to save my life." 

He sank paler than ever upon a chair and querulously asked 
the count for a drink of beer. Schonbom, who seemed p^^ 
pared for any solecisms in conduct from his visitor of to-night, 
resignedly summoned his valet, who was yet within call, and 
ordered a bottle of champagne to be opened. It was brou^^t, 
and four glasses were drunk in almost immediate successioQ bjr 
the prince. 

" Now," said Schonbom comfortingly, " let me hope that you 
are more composed, and that you regret the accusations yoa 
have been making against his majesty the Czar." 

'' I tell you that he has always been bent upon destroying me. 
And now he has a new wife who constantly urges him to rid die 
world of myself and my little ones, in order to make way for 
her own children." 

" I have heard different reports," observed the count 

"Then you have heard lies. I tell you there's a conspiracy 
among them all against me." 

''And your father wishes to destroy you?" said Schonbom 
banteringly. 

" You do not believe me ? " cried Alexis. " I affirm that be 
once attempted with his own hand to murder me. He fired a 
pistol at me ; my arms were raised ; the ball struck my right 
hand. Look there ! " 

The count glanced in courteous compliance at a little cia- 
trice on the young man's right palm, but remained shamefully 
unimpressed. The reports received by him on Russian afiain 
from Pleyer, the Austrian Minister at Petersburg, had been 
neither scanty nor inaccurate during the last few years. 

** Take me to the Emperor ! " shouted Alexis : ** you will giie 
me no satisfaction. I must see my brother to-nigfat" 
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** Gently, gently," said the old count, forgetting for the mo- 
ment his remarkable costume, and drawing himself up with all 
the dignity of which he was capable ; " the privacy of his maj- 
esty the Emperor of the Romans is not to be invaded at this 
hour of the night, and in such peremptory fashion *' 

"What will become of me? What will become of me? '* 

" Let me ask your imperial highness to control yourself. I 
wiU consider your case. You have given me such unexpected 
b)od for thought that I am little likely to forget this visit. To- 
morrow early I shall request an audience of his majesty, and 
the affsdr shall be laid before him. And now, let me entreat 
of you, monseigneur, to return to your lodging; and, of all 
things, let as few people as possible obtain a hint of your where- 
abouts." 

Alexis burst into tears. After a few minutes he stood up, 
took another glass of wine, and groaned : '^ Since I cannot see 

my brother to-night " he broke off with a sob ; and moving 

away under the influence, in voice, countenance and gait, of an 
overpowering fear, went out of the house and hurried to the 
inn opposite, attended by Paul Feodoreff. And Schonbom, 
shivering with cold, got into bed. 

Within the following twenty-four hours the chancellor had 
delivered a report of his astounding interview with the Czare- 
witch to the Emperor Charles, and a meeting of the Aulic 
Council had been held, presided over by his majesty. Some, 
through admiration of the Czar, others through prudence, 
thought it well to take no measures likely to offend him. 
Odiers again were animated with the joy of professional diploma- 
tists in having a novel sphere of activity opened up to them : a 
sphere where, with the charm of mystery as to their wisest 
course, but with the advantage at least of having an important 
hostage in their power, they were brought into the possibility of 
relations of a delicate and interesting kind with the sovereign 
of a rapidly rising emph-e. Charles, in his position as brother- 
m-law of the Czarewitch no less than under the prompting of 
his own amiable nature, felt bound to protect the fugitive. In 
resolution he was encouraged by Schonbom and Ktlhl, 
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though both recommended the necessity of caution. The Ger- 
man Emperor must not commit himself so far as to grant an 
interview to his relative, and this chiefly for the lattefs own 
sake. It was of vital necessity that the presence of the Rus- 
sian Crown Prince in Vienna should not be noised abroad. 

" You say nothing, prince," observed the Emperor to a coun- 
cillor at his immediate right hand. 

The person addressed stood up. He was a man somewhat 
over fifty years of age, with a handsome form, a noble cast of 
features, and an expression characterized at once by a grave 
geniality and an entire absence of ostentation. This was 
Prince Eugene of Savoy : the comrade-in-arms of Marlborough ; 
the reliever of Turin ; the man who had almost annihilated the 
Turkish army in battle within this very year. 

" I could never," he said, " oppose your majesty's impulses 
of generosity. I can only regret that you have not in this in- 
stance a more deserving, if less high placed, object of benevo- 
lence." 

" He is always, at the worst, our august sovereign's brother- 
in-law," said Schonbom. 

" And that would be an admirable recommendation," retorted 
Eugene, ** in the eyes of our gracious mistress, his majesty's 
illustrious consort, the sister of the wife of this runaway prince, 
the wife whose existence he turned into a martjrrdom of four 
long miserable years." 

" His character is doubtless no inviting subject to handle,'* 
remarked the Emperor, turning a propitiatory smile on the 
great commander. 

" His character? It is with sorrow, and with a most humble 
appeal for pardon, that I find myself roused to indignation in 
your majesty's presence. His character? Until within this 
hour I had thought that the young man who lost the throne 
of England two years ago by his heart-breaking folly was the 
most contemptible prince in Europe. I congratulate the Cheva- 
lier de St. George on being so utterly eclipsed in worthlessness 
by this redoubtable competitor from Russia. But I pass over 
the drunkeimess, the licentiousness, the sluggishness, the 
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cowardice of the prince who forces himself on your majesty's 
hospitality. I single out very briefly his power of falsehood. 
I set down his charges against his father and stepmother as 
lies ; and I am convinced that if he had not been restrained by 
a remembrance of the identity of those whose protection he 
now seeks, he would have outroared the arch-demon of slander 
himself, in charges quite as baseless and infamous against the 
kind young princess whom he sent untimely to her grave last 
year." 

"You speak strongly, prince," remarked the Emperor after 
a pause. " Would you have us order this young man away from 
our territory?" 

"No. I would have some further investigation of Count 
Schonbom's unbiased opinion that there are spies about. 
Let the prince have shelter. Let us put up with neither force 
nor fraud against the suppliant for our help. But let that help 
only be given until his father may be communicated with." 

" I think the prince would prefer that his father should not 
-be consulted on the matter," said Schonbom with a smile. 

"We shall do wrong," said Prince Eugene, resuming his 
chair, " in encouraging to deceit or rebellion such a caricature 
Absalom." 

The council was ultimately adjourned, on the understanding 
that the State Secretary Kiihl should ascertain the movements 
at the Russian Embassy in Vienna ; the truth as to the alleged 
presence of Muscovite spies in the capital ; and whatever indi- 
cations could be picked up as to the attitude of the Czar on 
this question of the Crown Prince's flight. 

Three days afterwards the council met once more, and the 
Secretary of State Ktihl was invited by the Emperor to give 
such news as he had gathered. 

" It appears, your majesty, that the Czar had been at Ltibeck 
from August till October waiting for his son, whom he had 
commanded to meet him at the place named. There came no 
news of the prince. The Empress Catherine dictated a letter 
to Menchikoff making inquiries. The Duke of Ingria answered 
in constemationy giving particulars of his last meeting with the 



304 The Son of the Czar. 

Czarewitch in Moscow, but expressing his inability to afford 
further information. The Czar divined the position at once. 
' It is my son's way of declaring war,' he said. ' His old horror 
of my presence has carried him beyond bounds. He will now 
be the plaintive martjrr ; now he'll be the wandering minstrel, 
and sing his wrongs in every court in Europe.' " 

" His majesty was a true prophet," said Prince Eugene. 

" Nor did he content himself with prophecy," continued KtihL 
" From Amsterdam, whither he proceeded after leaving Ltibeck, 
he sent messengers to all the capitals where he had representa- 
tives; but the eyes of those messengers have been chiefly 
turned on the roads that lead to Vienna." 

"With what success?" demanded the Emperor. 

"Through the activity of two persons, working independ- 
ently and specially summoned from Russia, they have ascer- 
tained that a Russian or Polish officer, with a woman and four 
servants, had, in September, passed through Frankfort-on-the- 
Oder, after a stay of four hours at the Golden Goose hosteliy, 
outside the city. The officer's name was Lieutenant-Colonel 
Kochanski, a young man of distinguished presence, but anxious 
and excitable in manner. His wife was a buxom red-haired 
little woman, with lively overbearing ways, and with a huge 
appetite." 

"His imperial highness is easily identified," laughed the 
Emperor. " The lady in question is his refined mistress." 

" One of the servants was a young man of great stature." 

" My visitor of four nights ago," said Schonbom. 

"And the brother of this mistress," rejoined Ktihl. "The 
travellers were traced to Breslau, thence to Neiss, and finally 
to Prague, where further signs of them seem to have been lost." 

"And the two pursuers you speak of?" said the Emperor. 

" Are now in Vienna." 

" Their instinct has been a sure one. Is an3rlhing known of 
them personally? " said Prince Eugene. 

" One of them is an ex-captain in the Russian army, and 
now an official of the Chancellery at Petersburg. His name ii 
MaranofiP." 
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"And the other?" 

** Is a lady and a German, with a name not unknown to your 
majesty." 

"A lady?" 

" The Princess Dorothea von Furstenberg." 

The Emperor drew a long breath. 

"Von Furstenberg?" he repeated, with an uneasy smile. 
" I know the story of the Czarewitch's connection with that 
house. My guest is imposing on me a harder task than I had 
k)oked for." 

Two days afterwards, the injunctions to caution being more 
stringent than ever, the German Emperor's decision was com- 
municated personally by Schonbom to Alexis. 

The Czarewitch, it was decreed, should be provided with a 
safe refuge ; the Czar should be approached in his favor ; and 
everything possible should be done to bring about a meeting of 
reconciliation between father and son. 

"Reconciliation?" cried Alexis, on hearing these arrange- 
ments. "A meeting between the victim and the murderer 
who is at his heels ? No ; the Emperor cannot be so inhuman." 

"In whatever direction your somewhat broadcast charges 
may extend," said Schonbom coldly, " let me entreat your high- 
ness not to connect the thought of inhumanity with the name 
of the sovereign whom I have the honor to serve. As to your 
fears of his majesty the Czar, we all think them, if you will 
pardon me, most unreasonable." 

"Whatever you think," moaned the prince, " reconcilement 
is beyond hope. In the name of Christ and His Blessed 
Mother, do not bring me face to face with my father." 

This brief interview was held, with all feasible surroundings 
of secrecy, in the Black Eagle, the inn where Alexis was lodged 
with his little suite. Schonbom reflected for a few moments : 

"How may servants has your highness brought with you?" 

" Four — and a page." 

" It will be well for you to remain no longer here. I can 
accommodate yourself and your suite for a night or so at my 
house — ^until you go to the place destined for you, in short" 
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At this moment there entered the room a small rounded 
figure with a full face, a large sensual mouth, keen blue eyes, 
and red hair. This person was dressed in a brown surtout with 
bronze buttons, and yellow trunks, beneath which there stood 
out a pair of short fat legs. The old count glanced at first 
carelessly at this new-comer, but turned again to look more at- 
tentively into the face ; and his look was returned with a 
serenity and firmness which surprised him. A sudden light 
came into his eyes as he addressed the Czarewitch : 
This is your highnesses page? " 
My page," was the steady answer. 

" I repeat, then, that I shall expect you and your suite 
with as little delay as possible. If you come before this 
approaching midnight, all the better. We cannot be too care- 
ful in the avoidance of show or bustle." 

The chancellor glanced once more at the plump little page 
and went away hurriedly. And the torch-bearers who met him 
at the door to escort him homeward lit up a face which was 
wreathed in smiles. 

Next morning the Czarewitch, being under tbe roof of his 
new host, was informed that he would be placed in a fortress 
under pretence of being a State prisoner. 

" Here in Vienna? " inquired the prince. 

'' No, in a safer place. In one of our mountain fastnesses, a 
few days' journey from here.'* 

"Willingly," cried Alexis. "There's one request I would 
make." 

" All that his majesty empowers me to " 

" I thank my brother in anticipation," burst in the Czare- 
witch. " I am a poor suffering sinner," he continued, crossing 
himself, " deprived of the due exercise of my religion. I would 
ask to be supplied with the administrations of a priest of the 
Orthodox Greek Church." 

The chancellor shook his head : " I have told your highness 
more than once already that spies are everywhere. Some of 
the most keen-eyed are in Vienna itself " 

** Who are they? " interrupted the prince in alarm. 
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'* I cannot enter into particulars. Let it suffice you to know 
that your father's hand is of long reach. We should be com- 
pelled to seek beyond Vienna for a priest of the Greek Church 
— unless we applied to the Russian ambassador, who is already 
moving every imaginable resort to find you " 

" O Lord, not to him, not to him ! " 

" Would you have us go further abroad, then — say to your 
father's army in Northern Germany — in the endeavor to com- 
ply with a demand which must awaken suspicion at once? " 

" No, no, no— for God's love. Well, I must be content. 
One of my servants must help me in the reading of the offices ; 
though they have grown to live like savages ; away from minis- 
ters of the true faiths and negligent of all that may conduce to 
their eternal welfare. May the Blessed Virgin intercede with 
her only Son to forgive them ! — I have a poor taste for coffee, 
your excellency. Might I trouble you for another glass of 
wine?" 

In the last week of November Alexis and his following left 
Vienna, taking the road to Salzburg and thence onward 
through the Northern Tyrol. Finally they reached the Castle 
of Ehrenberg. This was an ancient fortress with high towers, 
and walls thick and strong, though crumbling in parts. Rooted 
on a foundation of rough crags and approached laboriously by 
a steep winding path, it rose over the landscape with a look of 
menacing power. The authorities of the castle had received 
notice of the advent of a prisoner concerning whose movements 
the most absolute secrecy was to be preserved. And his true 
name being avowedly concealed from the commander himself, 
that official became all the more painfully impressed with the 
need of guarding his mysterious captive. So, towards the 
middle of December, the gates of the grim stronghold were 
opened warily and closed in haste on the Crown Prince and 
Us humble retinue. 



3oft The Son of the Czar. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE IMPERIAL CAPTIVE. 

During the first few hours of respite from the chase vast was 
the relief of the hunted Alexis. He had not slept more than a 
single night in the castle, however, before he began to besiege 
the governor's ears with complaints about the disadvantages of 
life in such a place ; the indifferent beds, the small rooms, the 
ill- dressed food, the poor wine ; complaints which owed their 
origin, seemingly, to the little fat page whom the prisoner 
found it necessary to have in attendance upon him night and 
day. Four days had passed when Alexis wrote a letter, be- 
ginning with expressions of thanks, to Schonbom. H:. stiU 
commented with sadness and terror on the hardship of being 
deprived of the services of a priest of his own religion. He 
found life naturally dull in the old castle ; asked for a copy of 
the " Imitation of Christ " ; and begged for any news of interest 
likely to cheer him in his loneliness. The page was gracious^ 
invited by his master to look over this letter ; and as a result 
of this indulgence a postscript was appended. A list of pro- 
visions was drawn up, chiefly in the way of dried fish, Dutdk. 
and Italian cheeses, game in season, appetizing sauces, Rhenisi^ 
wine and, above all, one or two bottles of tokay, which woul(S. 
be welcome additions to the captive's board. 

Schonbom's answer, addressed to the Count Sigismund 
Odovalski, was received at the Castle of Ehrenberg in jBnuaiy, 
and was in these words : 

" Mv POOR Count, — I feel for you in your londy state. / 
trust you find some compensating advantages in Ae fidelity of j 



The Imperial Captive. 309 

your servants, and chiefly of the little page whose presence and 
attentions have been so conducive to your bodily comfort. For 
what concerns the consolations of the spirit, I send you the 
work of the holy Thomas a Kempis, together with some vol- 
umes of * Lives of the SainCs/ In the necessaries of your 
table you must not be allowed to fall short It shall not be 
said that your captors are inhospitable. The bearer of this 
letter, Herr KUhl, is accompanied by two servants, who will 
take into the castle for your use the items you name, includ- 
ing twelve bottles of tokay from the cellar of a most exalted 
personage. 

*' You ask for news ? With sorrow I confess that I have 
none connected with affairs in this neighborhood. I should 
have to transport your imagination hundreds of miles away, if 
I enlarged upon what occupies my own thoughts. Are you, a 
native of Western Poland, acquainted with Russia? You are 
likely to blame me for asking you to choose this time of year 
for interesting yourself in so cheerless a region. But I chance 
to have received a letter from a friend who is in the way of get- 
ting news from the huge land referred to ; and as I am fond of 
gossiping about things which amuse myself, I tell you what I 
have been told ; and thus, perchance, one or two moments in your 
hours of heaviness may become lighter. If you know anything 
of Russia at all, you may have heard of the yotmg Crown 
Prince Alexis. A strange rumor goes abroad that he has per- 
ished in a riot which broke out in his favor at Petersburg. 
Some say he has escaped the rigors of his father, and is well 
and cheerful. Others, again, return to the conviction that he 
is no more ; that he has been put to death by order of the Czar, 
and that the inhabitants of Moscow, being most fond of the 
young prince, are in revolt, and threaten the sovereign with 
vengeance. There are others, finally, who declare that the 
prince, while travelling abroad, has been plundered and slain 
by banditti ; and, once more, murmuring in the old capital of 
Muscovy is loud against the Czar. In consequence, people 
are so perplexed wiUi alternately fatal, doubtful and confident 
rqK>rt8y that letters are being sent out in all directions from 
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Petersburg in the hope of reaching the Czarewitdu He has 
evidently numbers of friends in the new capital. And, in the 
letters referred to, he is implored, it seems, in case he should 
be alive, to keep quiet, in view of the now unconcealed rage 
of the Czar : to be prudent for his own sake — to say nothing of 
the interests of his partisans in Russia. These friends and 
partisans will not stand idle and see him wronged. Still, cau- 
tion, they maintain, is all essential at this juncture ; an active 
search has been in progress for weeks past all over Europe, 
and will become more energetic than ever on the Czar's re- 
turn from Amsterdam. 

'' Turning from these echoes of far-away tattle to the ^air 
in which you have shown such pressing interest, I hope that 
the friend, on whose behalf you require the services of a priest, 
is not in such dire extremity as you paint him. To obtain a 
priest for him would, under present circumstances, ^ im- 
possible." 

The Czarewitch sighed and crossed himself over the last 
paragraph of this letter. But a renewed and repeated perusal 
of the other parts filled him with joy. It was, of course, not 
hard for him to read between the lines that his disappearance 
had aroused wonder, suspicion and sympathy even in a spot so 
usually indifferent to his fortunes as Petersburg. How much 
more pronounced, then, must be the alarm and fury in his lov- 
ing and beloved Moscow ! His brain grew thronged with more 
tumultuous visions than ever of an unplacable revolt, a ptot 
to cut the Emperor's throat on the instant of his entrance into 
the sacred city, and a proclamation of himself, Alexis, as the 
new Czar. From his boyhood, indeed, this dutiful son had 
had incessant dreams of a rising of the fanatics of Moscow, of 
the dethronement and murder of his father, the Russian Anti- 
christ, and of his own triumphant seizure of the crown. It was 
truly incumbent on him, as the letter advised, that he should re- 
main as long as possible secluded from the danger of approach 
by the dreaded scouts of the Czar. 

The secret of the Crown Prince's whereabouts had been con- 
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fined to the keeping of the four chief members of the Aulic 
Council : the Emperor of the Romans himself, Prince Eugene 
of Savoy, the Imperial Chancellor Schonbom, and Kiihl, the 
Secretary of State. And from the day of the captive's entrance 
into the stronghold of the Tyrol, indeed from the time of his 
midnight invasion of Schonbom's privacy, the four persons 
named, while deeming it necessary to terrify their guest with 
constant warnings, flattered themselves with the conviction that 
every trace of him had been concealed from his pursuers. 
And, as the weeks and even months went on without incident, 
they had every reason for being confirmed in their confidence. 

There was perhaps no time of the year when the Castle of 
Ehrenberg seemed so inclined to cover up its more forbidding 
features as in the later spring. On a cloudless afternoon, 
especially, when the tired winds no longer blew among the 
hills, and the rare stripes of grass appeared greener amid the 
gloom of the surroundings, and flower and fern sprang up in 
strength and radiance through the chinks of the accumulated 
crags, and the sun drowned in gold the walls and towers of 
Ehrenberg, the castle seemed less the overwhelming tyrant than 
the comforting champion in a land of desolation. 

On such an afternoon, in the third week of April, the Czare- 
witch was lying dressed on a bed in the apartments assigned to 
him. Some hours had been spent by him in devotions to the 
Virgin ; the rest of the time had been given up to drinking in 
company with his page, and to lamentations on his own mis- 
fortunes. And now, faint with prayer and wine and tears, he 
had fallen asleep. The page sat watching him for several 
minutes in silence, then stood up ; and with cautious tread and 
eyes fixed unswervingly on the sleeper, glided into an apart- 
ment which was only cut off from the bedchamber by a thin 
partition. It was a sitting-room, and on a table in the centre 
thereof were paper, quills and ink ; and the page, dispensing 
with the convenience of a chair, leaned over the table and began 
to write quickly on a broad sheet of paper. He had been thus 
engaged, with pauses of reflection, for five minutes, when a 
hand was placed on his mouth, the paper was wrenched from 
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under his hands, and his wildly alarmed, half-turning eyes en- 
countered the downbent gaze of Paul Feodoreff. The fonner 
valet, now exalted to the rank of chamberlain, removed his 
hand from the mouth of the page, who at once, in silence, 
made a snatch at the letter. The chamberlain in silence also, 
shot up the paper far out of reach with one hand, while with 
the other he held the page powerless, but not in such fashion 
as to cause pain, by the arm near the shoulder ; then turned to 
the letter and read these words : " My Sergius, I have just left 
him. He is asleep, stupefied with drink after a day in which 
he has wearied me to death with his childish laments. I think 
he will sleep for many hours. He will awake, or I shall awake 
him, after dark. If you are then within reach, the prize for 
which you have been contending is yours. I am making sacri- 
fices beyond your conception. I feel that I am entering on a 
course which will draw him towards his death. Yet you see 
that I do not shrink from the task. Bum your letters? Can 
you doubt it? Yet I cannot help musing over what you write. 
What atrocious folly was that you spilled your ink upon, in say- 
ing that my sole motive in destroying the son is to ingratiate 
myself with the father? Are you determined, in spite of my 
own reason, to let me place no bounds to my ambition? 
I am the lover of the Crown Prince, I need scarce move a 
finger to secure a more honorable connection with him ; and 
do you wickedly flatter me with the notion that I mean to pass 
him by and set myself to the achievement of the mightiest of 
all conquests ? But you are a sweet wretch, and I must not 
be angry with you. Let me indeed praise you for a wizard in 
laying bare at times what is in my inmost heart. And yet 
there still comes over me that for which I find it hard to for- 
give you — this letting me know that it is the Princess Dorothea 
von Furstenbeg who discovered our retreat and set you on our 
track. I had rather have given him up to ten deaths, rather 
have earned by a million more titles the name of Judas, than 
have let that woman win such credit in the eyes of our 
Emperor. But let me turn from that hateful thought, and 
come to the immediate purpose of this letter. At ten o'clock 
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to-night be at the entrance through the broken wall of the 
southern tower. I will lead him towards you, and then " 

The reader let go the imprisoned arm, looked at the page 
for two long minutes in silence, and only in a whisper spoke at 
last: 

<'Yoa need not sign this, of course; nor need you finish it 
You have said enough to make yourself understood, in every 
sense of the word." 

"Do you mean to show it to the Czarewitch?" said the 
page, also in a whisper, and with a look of ghastly dismay. 

" Come this way," he answered, forcing the other to accom- 
pany him into a little frequented corridor. He halted at a 
spot some twenty yards distant from the rooms of his master, 
and confronted the page : 

" I have little time to say what I think of this letter," he 
resumed, raising his voice but very slightly even now. " It is 
what might have been expected. I have only one warning to 
give you, and it is not directed to you alone. You are taking 
a course well calculated, I admit, to destroy the Czarewitch. 
I may be powerless in the end to foil you. But I can at least 
make you rue your work with your last breath." 

" But, Paul " 

" Keep off, and listen to me. Should you succeed in the 
hellish plot against the prince to whom you owe nothing but a 
monstrously misplaced kindness, 1*11 have both your life and 
the life of the man to whom this miracle of infamy is ad- 
dressed." 

The page lowered his head in silence, and Paul continued 
in a quieter tone : " You would not like me to entertain his 
highness with a reading of this letter I " 

" I have no right to expect mercy at your hands. I have no 
defence. Else, if I might implore you " 

" Set your fears at rest," interrupted the chamberlain with a 
smile. " The letter shall be delivered to your fellow-scoundrel, 
to the man whom I will not call your seducer, but the welcome 
participant in your first act of prostitution, to your associate in 
an vilenesSy to the man, and no other, for whom it is intended." 
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Euphrosyne Feodoreff, in her disguise of a page, was less 
abashed at this denunciation than perplexed to know her 
brother's object in the course indicated. She listened atten- 
tively as he continued : " To my knowledge you have within 
the last few days written three letters to the same man, the 
man to whom you make excuses for not having been more 
prompt in your treachery ; almost as a leper might deplore the 
chance which renders him less loathsome than he seems to the 
onlooker. Those letters have reached your confederate's 
hands by the same messenger. That messenger will be here 
within an hour. You will seal this letter in my presence ; and 
in my presence it shall be delivered to your go-between. And 
as I am anxious to assist you in proving your good faith to your 
correspondent, it is I who now invite you to act up to the 
promise in this message, and to lead the Czarewitch to-night 
to the entrance through the broken wall of the southern tower." 

He retained the letter ; and the page went back in bewilder- 
ment and wretchedness to resume attendance on the sleeping 
Crown Prince. It was nearing dusk when Paul Feodoreff came 
out of the governor's room. 

" We understand each other, then ? " said Paul, turning as 
he passed the doorway. 

" On everything except the best way of showing my thanks 
to you. I need not be told that your promised help to me is 
in the interests of your own master, you brave, loyal man. 
But neither must I be prevented from declaring that you have 
been a saviour to me, and that I cannot rest till I have tried to 
do you good in return." 

" If I am not to fear that your excellency exaggerates my 
little service " 

" I do not." 

" — I should like to take advantage of your gratitude." 

" Call on me for anything in my power. I only ask you to 
name your own reward." 

" Then I will. , Should the leader of these men fall in my 
way, will you let me, and no one else, deal with him?" 

" Do you know this leader? " 
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« Yes." 

''But from what you have told me, the villains are all 
soldiers, hardened in battle. To let you oppose, imaided, the 
man who may be the most desperate of the gang would, per- 
haps, be less like granting a boon than a sinister way of stifling 
your claims upon my gratitude." 

" It is all I ask of your excellency." 

" But it is no recompense, I say." 

** Remember your promise." 

** Well ; have your way." 

About half-past nine that evening, four figures had climbed 
the topmost tier of crags encircling the Castle of Ehrenberg. 
In the course of their ascent they had been peering constantly 
at those parts of the structure where lights were visible. And 
the more caution was enforced on them from the fact that 
their movements were conducted in the silence of a windless 
atmosphere, under a clear sky through which the moon rolled 
amidst innumerable stars. Almost level with the pinnacles of 
the highest rocks was a plot of grass about twelve feet square, 
leading on to a gap in the southern wall. The gap had been 
caused by an explosion of gunpowder from within the fortress, 
and, pending repairs, which had only just been ordered, a sen- 
tinel was usually placed outside the wall. To-night the sentinel 
was absent And this was a circumstance which seemed to 
have been expected by the climbers, who, on mounting to the 
green level, stole without hesitation across to the breach. 
Here the man who took the lead among them resumed his 
attitude of wariness, and, with a slight backward movement of 
the hand, signalled to the others to pause. He looked in 
through the gap, then turned to his comrades, and said in a 
tone hardly above a whisper : " She has enticed the sentry into 
the castle itself, and, no doubt, has there stupefied him with 
drink. Stay here ; I'll join you presently." 

He stepped over the gap, which was nearly six feet in height, 
and two in breadth, and descended to within a foot and a half 
from the ground. This brought him into a roadway ten feet 
wide between the outer wall and the castle itself. He took the 
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castle side, and crept along in deep shadow till he came to a 
door which stood partly open. He stopped for a moment, as 
at something unexpected. As he at last pushed the docnr 
slowly back and looked in, he was relieved to find that his eyes 
encountered nothing but dense darkness. Once more he 
halted, however, and listened ; then stepped guardedly for- 
ward. He had groped along a damp wall for a score of yards, 
when he seemed to be conscious of a rapid though softened 
rush of feet close to him. He turned his eyes instantly, and 
kept them fixed on the door through which he had come. 
Nothing passed the plainly defined threshold ; and he went on 
his way, drawing his sword the while. He approached a pas- 
sage running to his right, and a little less dark. This he 
traversed quickly, and at length arrived at a well-lit corridor. 
Here he paused again. The stillness, which imtil now had been 
oppressive, was rent on a sudden by the sound of the castle 
clock striking ten. The man had walked on, still quietly 
pleased at the fortune which had led him tminterrupted thus far, 
when in a moment he almost reeled against the wall, confounded 
with joy. Advancing towards him were the Czarewitch and the 
page. They were silent; and the prince occasionally bent 
eyes of concern on his little companion, whose face was pale, 
and who was darting haggard looks in all directions. The 
echoes of the castle bell had shuddered away. There was no 
noise but the soft tread of the two oncomers. The intruder 
stopped for a third time. He was hurriedly weighing the 
chances of moving straight on to Alexis, of reducing him to 
speechless impotence by the display of a drawn sword, and of 
openly taking him a prisoner ; or of springing unseen upon 
him, gagging him, and bearing him off in a still more assured 
helplessness. The latter course appeared to him preferable ; 
and with eyes unremoved from the still approaching Czare- 
witch, the armed man stole back out of the lighted corridor. 
He had just touched the fringe of darkness, when the sword 
was whipped from his grasp, and he was borne forward with an 
irresistible impulse to within three feet of the Crown Prince. 
Alexis drew back with a half scream. 
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« Ptad 1 " he gasped. 

** I think your highness has not forgotten this man? " 

An expression of dismay spread over the visage of Alexis as 
he murmured : '' Sergius Maranoff ! " 

The chamberlain smiled, and resumed : '' His business here 
may be guessed. But there is no one better fitted than I to 
ten how it has thriven. Indeed, parts of my information will 
be as new to the man himself as to your highness.'* 

** How has he come here? " wailed the prince. 

" For the last three days," continued Paul, " the visitor so 
imexpectedly presented to you has been lurking in the neigh- 
borhood: He had brought with him three ofticers of the Mus- 
covite army. Their plan was to enter this castle by the broken 
wall without, and to seize upon your highness. And no doubt, 
if circumstances had favored them, you would now have been 
lome few steps at least on your way to Russia. Happily 
the intentions of your voluntary escort could not be kept 
secret." 

"But how has this been brought about? " cried the prince. 
" Four men to steal into a stronghold garrisoned even in time 
of peace by fifty ! " 

" With the exception of six men, the garrison has been with- 
drawn to a distance of fifty versts or more, and will be absent 
fat three dajrs. This was known to the assailants, and they 
shaped their plans by the knowledge. But, as I have said, those 
plans were not confined to their own keeping." 

The speaker paused to intercept a swift exchange of glances 
between the page and Maranoff. He smiled and went on : 
"The governor of the castle was apprised of them. He did 
me the honor to ask for my help in the foiling of the scheme. 
That help I agreed to give." 

"As might have been expected of you, my true-hearted 
fdlow." 

" I agreed— conditionally, and we lay in waiting. We saw 
your highness's four intending kidnappers climb the rocks be- 
low the southern tower. We saw their leader here come away 
from the othexs. Five minutes later the three men ^hom Vkjt 
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had left behind were disarmed, gagged and bound, almost with- 
out a struggle. They now lie helpless on the green beyond the 
shattered wall." 

Maranoff could not at this moment for his life have con- 
trolled the spasm of mortified anguish that crossed his face. 
The prince, observing the betrayal of emotion, burst into 
an ecstasy of hysterical laughter, immediately followed by a 
sobbing outcry to his chamberlain : 

" My noble lad, my friend, what would become of me with- 
out you? Euphrosyne, dear girl, here again we have to thank 
your brother for our very lives ! — ^Well, dog, thief, house- 
breaker, assassin, are you proud of the result of this night's 
attempt to destroy me? " 

Maranoff, struggling out of the depths of his discomfiture, 
contrived to say in a low voice : " To obey the commands of 
his imperial majesty the Czar, to take you back to your father 
and sovereign, cannot be to destroy your highness." 

" And you confess that your aim was to take me back to 
him?" cried the Crown Prince, trembling with fear and rage. 

" Yes." 

Alexis continued to look at him with deep loathing for some 
seconds, then turning abruptly to Paul : " I hope the governor 
has expressed his thanks to you for your help in this night's 
work?" 

'* He has proved his gratitude in a way that I am not likely 
to forget." 

"How?" 

** I gave help, as I have said, on certain conditions. My 
terms were, that if I took the leader of these prowling wolves, 
I should dispose of him as I thought fit I have caught that 
leader." 

The chamberlain was holding his prisoner by the left arm. 
Suddenly Maranoff darted his right hand into his breast and 
drew forth a knife. In the next moment he was flung to the 
ground, the knife rolled out of his grasp, and Paul, snatching 
up the weapon, sprang on to the prostrate man. There came 
forth Si cry in a wild shrill voice : 
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Are you going to stab him? " 

Both the prince and the chamberlain turned and looked at 
the page. 

** I thought you were stouter-hearted," said Alexis in laugh- 
ing surprise. 

The page instantly changed tone and joined in the laughter. 

"I believed I had some idea of the precise revenge my 
brother meant to wreak on this man. I was only thinking, as 
a mere onlooker, that the revenge ran a danger of being spoiled 
by the rashness of the conqueror." 

" Ah ! " said Paul, still looking up ; " you see, your highness 
is unjust to Euphrosyne. She has no sympathy with the beaten 
side." 

Meanwhile Alexis, looking down, saw that Maranoff had on 
a sudden grown frightfully pale, and that a heavy sweat was 
bursting from his forehead. 

" The man beneath me," continued Paul, " would say that 
steel weapons do not become the hand of a serf. Til not use 
them in the way that was feared." 

He put the knife in his vest and dragged Maranoff to a 
standing position. Then, searching in the pocket of his tunic, 
he took forth a strong cord. This he rapidly twisted round 
his captive's two wrists, and drawing the ends of the cord round 
one of the wooden posts in the apartment, held him bound. 
He took the knife once more fr6m his vest, and seizing one 
after the other the prisoner's cloak, tunic, vest and shirt, slit each 
from hem to collar and shoulder to wrist, and let the several 
remnants fall to the ground. So Maranoff stood powerless, 
bare from the waist upwards. For all this time his convulsive 
efforts at resistance had been utterly vain against the strength 
and resolution of the giant chamberlain. 

"Paul," cried the Czarewitch, an almost insane rapture 
lighting up his face, " do I guess rightly what you are about 
to do?" 

** Your highness has often wondered why I set store on a 
weapon which was given to me at my petition five years ago. 
It was a weapon with which seifs have cause to be familiar. I 
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felt then that if I had to wait till this man and I were bowed 
down with years, and if the chance of using the weapon could 
only come with the last day of my life, I should not think the 
delay too long. The opportunity is at hand sooner than I had 
expected. It has come to-night." 

The Czarewitch lifted up his voice in a strange sotmd, some- 
thing between a crow and a hpwl of exultation, as Paul, having 
vanished for a moment into the darkness, reappeared, grasping 
a long heavy whip, threw off his coat, bared his right arm to 
the shoulder ; and stood beside Maranoff . 

'' Stay, Paul," cried Alexis. "This villain must have had a 
confederate inside the castle? " 

'' No doubt," said the chamberlain after a pause. 

" Beat him till he confesses who it was." 

The page's face turned white. The prince felt a feverish 
grasp on his arm, and there came into his ears a savage, 
trembling whisper, overheard by Paul : 

" Let him be beaten to death." 

" Euphrosyne ! " 

" If Paul needed help, I could find it in my heart to give 
it." 

"Your heart is indeed a stout one," whispered the prince as 
he clasped the little figure to him. 

The whip hissed through the air and swept round the back 
and breast of the prisoner. * There was no pretence on the 
part of Maranoff to bear the pain unflinchingly. At this first 
blow he uttered a groan and shook in every limb. As the 
strokes followed very slowly, the groans rose into hideous yeDs, 
broken in upon now and then by the pitiless laughter of the 
Crown Prince and an occasional stified, inexplicable sound 
from the lips of the white-faced page. Five blows had been 
given with all the force that could be lent to them by a huge 
arm and a colossal frame, with all the heartiness of hatred of an 
implacable enemy whose hour of vengeance had arrived. The 
groans grew fainter : there came a confused muttering from 
the captive ; the chamberlain paused, and looked delibezatdy 
at the triumphant eyes of the Czarewitch and the watchfolt 
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anTkniii, yet uncompassionate face of the page. Two more 
blows were delivered : seven in all. Maranoff's head sank on 
his breast ; and Paul desisted. 

"What now? " said the Czarewitch. 

" He has had enough, I received no more," said Paul. 

"That was through no fault of his. Like the coward that he 
is, he took with him five years ago a dozen men to overpower 
yoo. To-night, armed with sword and dagger though he was^ 
and in spite of one attempt at murder on his part, you have 
trusted to yourself alone to lay him at your mercy." 

Paul dropped the knout from his hand, however, and going 
nearer to his victim unbound him. 

Maranoff swayed and staggered and would have fallen, but 
the chamberlain caught him and laid him gently down on the 
fragments of rent clothing that strewed the floor. The page 
approached and bent over the beaten man, the senseless man ; 
then gave a sigh of relief, and turned away with the Czare- 
witch. 

A week afterwards the state secretary Kfihl visited the castle, 
to which the garrison had now returned. The assailants of a 
week ago had been released after a night's detention, and had 
been allowed to bear off with them their wounded comrade. 
It was thought best, on the whole, that it should be left to their 
discretion to give an account of their adventures, and to for- 
mulate any complaint arising therefrom to the representative 
of their country at Vienna. And this was a liberty of which, as 
afterwards appeared, they did not avail themselves. Ktihl, 
having in a long interview held with the castle governor, heard 
and approved of what had been done, turned to the apartments 
of the Czarewitch. In his manner of accosting the illustrious 
prisoner he was grave, only relaxing in the very slightest degree 
at the prince's animated description of the farcical attempt at 
kklnapping. 

" I gather, then," he said with a smile, " that your own 
chamberlain practically defeated his four countrymen single- 
handed?" 

"We may fairly enough say so, when he takes a principal 
Jt 
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part in disanning and rendering powerless three of them without 
a blow, and beats their leader to within a shade of death with 
the knout." 

'< Remarkable doings in a fortress. However, I am relieved 
to hear of this. His majesty the Czar can find no cause of 
quarrel with us for the blood that has been spilt. He may say 
with pride that a Russian alone can vanquish Russians. And 
now, prince, I turn to something more serious. Indeed, this 
very adventure of which I am told lends an unexpected force 
to the purpose which has brought me to you this day. I arrive 
here direct from a State Council presided over by my imperial 
master, in which your case has been viewed from all points, 
and has formed the subject of most anxious consideration: 
debate chiefly turning on the fact that your hiding-place has 
been discovered, and that the news has been transmitted to 
the Czar by his ambassador in Vienna." 

" Even so," said Alexis with a disquieted look, " my brother 
has promised to protect me at all costs." 

" And in everything consistent with honor and reason, his 
majesty the Emperor will assuredly keep his promise." 

" Did the Prince Eugene bring up the question of my lettcis 
to him?" 

" At the council ? No." 

"Elsewhere, then?" 

"To the best of my belief, nowhere. And permit me to 
observe, monseigneur, that you have been somewhat too liberal 
in the bestowal of your confidences. Had you written to 
Prince Eugene alone, your discretion would have been beyond 
praise. Your letters to him have been burnt, after having 
come under no other eyes than his. For I must lay emphasis on 
the fact that it is no fault of our glorious general's if the purport 
of letters, believed to be counterparts of those addressed to 
him, has acquired a dangerous publicity." 

I merely congratulated Prince Eugene," faltered Alexis, 

on being more successful against the Turks last year than my 
father was four years ago." 

" Then," said the inflexible Ktihl, '< it is clear that you hive 
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di^la]^ your mind more boldly to others than to the Prince- 
GeneraL Others can tell — ^and let me openly say not always 
in a manner flattering to your highness — ^how you have a 
complete plan of campaign drawn up for the guidance of the 
companion of Marlborough, the reliever of Turin, the victor of 
Peterwaradin : and with what strategic resourcefulness you 
have disposed of the difficulties by which the conqueror of 
Belgrade might march to Moscow or Petersburg, depose your 
father, and set yourself on the throne of Russia." 

"Then I am to understand ?" said Alexis in impatient 

discomfiture ; and paused. 

" Your highness is to understand that, in the present junct- 
ure, your whereabouts being known, and the Czar clamoring 
for your extradition — there is much hesitation in the Aulic 
Council as to what shall be done with you." 
The Czarewitch started up in wild alarm : " Hesitation ? " 
" One thing is most certain, monseigneur. The Emperor of 
Germany's friendship may lead him far in your behalf ; but 
there's no rule of chivalry which can compel him to plunge 
into a great war for the sole purpose of keeping a father and 
his eldest bom asunder." 

Alexis appeared for a few moments as if bereft of the powers 
alike of utterance and of reasoning. Then he threw himself at 
the feet of the astounded Ktihl : his hands met in a quivering 
clasp : his eyes were flooded with the blinding agony of tears, 
and he sobbed : 

" In the name of the All-Merciful God, and the quires of 
Angels and Saints — do not— do not hand me over to my father 
You will not realize — you cannot understand — the dan- 
gers that encompass me on every side If I fall into the 

hands of the Czar now — I am doomed — I am dead beyond 
hope. Let me implore your Emperor — my brother — to save 

toy life Intercede for me Do not cast me away in 

ntiy helplessness and despair." 

Ktihl had much difficulty — not lessened by an involuntary 
sense of contempt — in striving against this outbreak. When he 
had at length brought back the prince to some a^^^^ix^yxic^ <A 
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calmness, he said that he was authorized to propose one wa^ 
out of the entanglement. 

His highness must leave Ehrenberg, go to another shelter, in 
a more distant part of the Roman Empire, and above all things 
travel with as little display as possible ; if he travelled alone, it 
were best. Alexis was immeasurably relieved. He would no( 
dream of disputing the conditions. He would consent to any- 
thing. After a brief pause, however, he ventured to suggest 
that perhaps his little page might not be a noticeable encum- 
brance. Klihl assented with a smile. 

"Then for such a journey as we propose, the presence of 
the servant who defended me so ably last week would be in- 
valuable." 

It was with some hesitation that this also was agreed to. 

"And no doubt his majesty the Emperor might procure for 
me a priest of my own Church." 

This demand was rejected with such ominous vigor that the 
prince hastily refrained from all hints at further concessions. 

" Your other servants must go back to Vienna and remain 
there till elsewise disposed of. I will myself accompany you 
to your next destination." 

Before the end of the week the gates of the castle of Ehren- 
berg opened to let forth the Czarewitch, his page and bis 
chamberlain. They were accompanied by Ktihl and two 
mounted officers of the Austrian army; and the little party 
took the way to Italy. 

There was hardly an inn along the road at which the prince 
and the page did not find it necessary to halt — sometimes for 
several hours. Greatly therefore were KtihPs resources taxed 
in keeping them from a perpetual state of drunkenness. By 
way of Mantua and Florence the party went : from Florence 
down to Rome ; and from Rome still southwards ; KfiU 
hearing with some uneasiness, at these more important halting- 
places, of the roads being infested with Russian spies armed 
with fraudulent passports. It was after a very brief stay, under 
the pall of a moonless night, and amidst every precautioD sug- 
gested by the tenoT ol ii^^ ba^xxv^ ^xksi thft forethought of iu> 
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>tectoi8y that the Czarewitch had gone out of Rome. And 
t month of May was not over when he foimd himself with 
prospect of being released once more from the rack of 
Qstant journeying, and the anguish of ever-menacing 
irsuit 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A FEW WORDS IN RUSSIAN. 

It was with a new stirring of a spirit always prone to alann 
that, as the travellers passed Benevento and pressed on to 
Naples, Alexis turned to Kiihl for an explanation of noises 
which had been growing louder and louder as they moved 
southward. The secretary was on horseback, by the side of 
the post-chariot which contained the prince and the page. 
They had come to a high angle of the road from which were 
plainly seen, toward the southwest, the city of Naples, and a 
little further down, eastward of the glittering bay, the summit 
of Vesuvius. Ktihl pointed to the mountain and said calmly: 
" I am told, your highness, it has been in disturbance from 
nearly the beginning of the month." 

The prince's eyes were fixed upon a column of smoke of 
vast circumference that sprang from the top of the burning 
mount to a height of ten thousand feet, and waved and rolled 
ponderously, with its ever-shifting and flashing colors of green 
and violet, red and blue and gold, like the garment of some 
mighty angel. 

" How far is that from Naples? " inquired Alexis. 

" The breadth of the bay is between your refuge and that 
spot, monseigneur. And, furthermore, as Neapolitans would 
tell you, Saint Januarius has alwa3rs known how to protect his 
beloved city from yonder murderous mountain. Your highness 
runs no danger." 

It was towards the evening, but the heat continued great 
Alexis drew back fti his caniage, looked fixedly at the slumber- 
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e beside him, and slowly sank to sleep himself. And 
>s had long set in when Ktihl entered the city of Naples, 
ed his credentials to Count Daun at the Viceregal 
and was at once conducted with his charge to the 
of St. Elmo. Paul Feodoreff, however, was relegated 
Iging in the city, though he was permitted, by Ktihl's 
ition, to have access to his master in the castle between 
hours of the day and night 

governor of the fortress was a Neapolitan, but well 
in the German language. He had a kind heart. The 
' of Alexis had been timely made known to him, and 
bent on sparing no pains to add to the comfort of a 
) exalted and so unhappy. As an earnest of this resolu- 
: had procured a fine pair of horns, fresh from Sicily, 
i caused them to be nailed over the door of the ante- 
i the prince's apartments. He had, moreover, on the 
r*s arrival, presented him with another and a smaller 
horns, made of coral, to be worn round the neck, 
as well as the larger horns, it was explained, were to 
f the influence of the jettatura. And such attentions 
wrell calculated to appeal to the disposition of Alexis, 
deigned on his first whole day in the castle to invite 
/emor into his rooms; and some hours were passed 
n in a discussion of the legends, holy and profane, 
ted with the history of the neighborhood. In the after- 
looking from his barred windows on to the bay and 
mdward on the eastern coast, a thought which had been 
ig him since the day before came back with tenfold 
pon the Crown Prince. The waves had lost their noted 
rency. The day was fair, and yet these usually dancing 
zzling waters were heavy and ash-colored, and seemed 
jer to reflect the rich blue of the Italian skies. From 
e base of the hill on whose crest the castle rose could 
rd the lamentable wailing of dogs ; a number of tame 
\ that belonged to the governor, and had strayed too 
tward, came screaming back to the fortress as to their 
fe refuge : a rumbling evidently proceeding itom >xcA<^\* 
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ground began to be heard ; and over all sounded the roar 
the volcano— the dark smoke^ transpierced almost through( 
its length with bands of flame like vast blood-red sezpeo 
rushing ever higher and higher toward the heavens. Ale 
turned hastily from the window: "The secretary Ktihl tc 
me yesterday that there is no danger to Naples from yonc 
mountain." 

" He told your imperial highness the truth." 

"But the way is open to it both by land and S( 
Travellers to my country have told me that when the la 
breaks forth nothing can stay its march. It fills valleys to ov< 
flowing, dries up rivers and travels over their beds, cuts aw 
palaces from their foundations, and climbs hills as tall as t 
mountain from which itself springs." 

" The city of Naples has one invincible defender, monsignorc 
answered the governor proudly. 

" And what defender is that? " 

" The might of the mountain is great What you see nc 
is as the smoke and crackle of burning faggots, compared 
what has been and what may yet be. But all is vain agaii 
the power of our patron. Saint Januarius." 

"Ah, your watchful saint once more?" exclaimed Ale: 
with eager attentiveness. 

" Years ago, indeed, Vesuvius menaced Naples. The la 
came down from a new and enormous fissure in the mountai 
It flowed over the land on one side, the bay on the other, 
had poured into the gardens of the suburbs : and rose-busb 
and laurels, olives and vines were shrivelled to dust in its wa 
It had reached the Ponte della Maddalena, where stands t 
marble statue of Saint Januarius ; its deadly waves were alrea* 
assembling round the first arch of the bridge, when the stat 
unclasped its fingers and stretched forth its right arm witli 
gesture of command ! Instantly the lava stopped in its couis 
the bay, which had been convulsed by a tidal wave, grew cah 
the earth ceased to quake : the rent in the mountain ckw 
Naples was saved." 

Alexis did not sleep the worse that night for his convexi rt i 
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e kindly governor. Next day he began to attend to 
respondence. His first letter was to lakoff Ignatieff. 
hout a whole page, blotted plentifully with tears, the 
itch deplored his deprivation of the services of a priest 
Orthodox Church. He went on to bewail the delay in 
ney from the Tyrol, which had prevented his arrival at 
until after the first Sunday in May : when he would 
iked much to be present at the liquefaction of the blood 
: Januarius : of whose career he gave many an instance 

fortitude, and to whose intercession, as one of the 

orious in the army of martyrs, he devoutly commended 

He concluded by craving the prayers of his religious 

or, and expressing faith in a concurrence of events 

•rould soon bring about his happy return to Moscow. 

diversion, he then wrote letters to the Emperor of 
ly and to Count Schonborn, thanking them for their con- 
Denevolence, and still letting fall hints as to the relative 
an invasion of Russia during one of the frequent ab- 
of the Czar. Next, he drew up a kind of manifesto 
ed to the chiefs of the party of reaction in the Senate 
rsburg, and filled with words of cheer to his friends in 
titude of defiance to the will of the Emperor. Three 
tters were penned by him at the same sitting. They 
esigned respectively for Alexander Kikine, Abraham 
ikin and Stepin Glieboff. Each of these three was 
d to keep the name of the Crown Prince well before 
lie, each was reminded that, the sovereign being now 
1 Russia, a prostrating encumbrance was lifted from the 
id brains of all who were striving for the good cause : 
rrection in Moscow might easily develop mto a civil 
oughout the empire ; and the writer took the hberty 
lore, despite the previous protests and warnings of 
)f drawing a picture of the ambition which possessed 
Eugene to measure himself in the battlefield against 
isian Czar. — ^The night had long set in while the Crare- 
as writing the last of the letters. When he had sealed 
apleted all, he walked over to one of the grated windows 
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and looked out. Whether with the hardly diminished heat of 
the air or the excitement left by the purport of the letters 
over which he had been pondering, he was bathed in sweat 
from front to heel. He lifted his eyes toward the mountaiOi 
the reverberation of whose fires upon his windows had saved 
him the need of candles from the time of sundown. The 
black smoke rising from the top was now changed in semblance. 
It had swelled to a pale shadow of stupendous bulk, from whose 
flanks and centre and head spouted torrents of ensanguined 
fiame. It seemed to him like a distorted image of the future, 
the spectre of crime arisen at his own conjuration ; but suddenly 
throwing off the gloom and mystery that had swathed it, and 
disclosing itself in the apparition of an avenging fate breathing 
fire and blood, and menacing with inevitable ruin the hand 
which had called it up. And one of his usual convulsions of 
fear came over him, and he almost reeled from the window: 
to find himself reassured by the sleepy, inviting eyes and wel- 
coming arms of the little page. 

Ktihl, who was returning to the Austrian capital after a few 
days* rest in the Government House of Naples, undertook to 
deliver the prince's letters to the Emperor Charles and Chan- 
cellor Schonbom. He declined, however, to be the bearer of 
any correspondence meant for Russia. 

Hurt and downcast for an hour or so at this refusal, the 
Czarewitch found comfort, as often before, from consultation 
with his ever-resourceful page ; and, at the page's instance, the 
governor was appealed to. 

" I am sure," said the little creature with a laugh, "that those 
wonderful pigeons of his would require Httle more training to 
take the letters to Russia. The good man tells me that thejr 
have delivered and received messages as high up as Milan, and 
he explains that that's not far from the Tyrol." 

" We'll take leave not to credit that, my sweet one," said 
the prince, " and to hope for a more responsible messenger." 

The governor on his appearance recommended a courier, 
who was to call for the documents on the day after KUhl'a d^ 
parture. 
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** Might we not see this courier beforehand? '' suggested the 
page, looking steadily at the governor. 

" Assuredly, madame ! " rejoined the old man, from whom it 
had apparently been deemed hopeless to hide the sex of the 
prince's companion. The courier was accordingly brought into 
the fortress in the evening, seen by the page privately, and 
pronounced to be worthy of all confidence — the governor alone 
having a suspicion that the interview had been conducted in 
the Russian language. 

Something cd this arrangement became known to Paul 
Feodoreff, who never lost sight of the castle entrance. The 
courier received the letters in a sealed bag, and set out from 
Naples after sunset on horseback. He was well mounted, and 
Paul^ who had hired an indifferent hack, found it hard to keep 
him in view. They had ridden for nearly an hour to the north 
of Naples, the chamberlain, as the result of untold exertions, 
maintaining a distance of not more than a hundred yards from 
the courier ; when Paul heard a cry and a crash which moved 
him to even greater efforts than hitherto. Within half a min- 
ate he had reined in his horse not far from the messenger. The 
horse had stumbled — with Httle hurt to himself or his rider, 
however ; and the man had a foot in the stirrup, preparing to 
xemount, when Paul laid a hand on his arm and addressed him 
in Russian : " If I were you I would give up the journey you 
are going." 

" Who are you ? Why do you interrupt me ? " was the retort 
in German. 

Paul shook his head and smiled : " Do not put me to the 
shame of showing what a bad linguist I am. I only learned 
your name yesterday, George Abramoff; but I already take 
enough interest in you to advise you on a matter that concerns 
you closely." 

" What is your advice ? " asked the courier, after a pause, in 
Rus s i an . 

'*That you should look upon what has happened to you just 
QOiw as a bad omen, and that you should go no further. 

The couiier was a comparatively tali maHi oi ^tioii%, V3^^as% 
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build, and one who did not think it necessary to shrink eveo 
from before the giant now facing him. 

"Come/' he said, ''what is your real purpose in stopping 
me?" 

'' You have some letters about you which I do not think 
should be in your possession." 

'' I am listening to you patiently, and again I question you 
why?" 

"Because you are no courier. You are a spy. Your in- 
tention is not to give the letters to the persons to whom they 
are addressed, but to deliver them to a superior spy, for whom 
you are acting. Because I do not mean to stir from this place 
till I have those letters." 

" I am sorry you have said so much," rejoined the courier in 
a sprightly tone. 

"You are sorry?" said the watchful Paul, moving forward 
as the other slightly retreated. 

" Because out of your own mouth you stand convicted d 
knowing too much. And my only resource is " 

"Is what?" 

"To silence you once for all — ah ! " 

" Take your hand off what's inside your vest," cried PmI 
who had sprung upon him and seized him by the forearm. 

The courier made a violent effort to disengage himself, and 
instantly there came the sound of an explosion. 

"Are you hurt?" inquired the chamberlain. "I am un- 
armed. Still, you were not wise to commence the struggle." 

The pistol which the messenger held concealed had gone 
off, but merely with the effect of sending the ball harmlessly 
through his own clothing, and within a foot of the head of his 
horse, who was immediately scared into flight. 

Paul himself drew out the discharged pistol and flung it to 
the ground. " Now," he continued, " do you mean to give up 
those letters?" 

The reply of the messenger, who seemed absolutely frantic, 
was to leap on to him and fasten both hands in a tigerish dutch 
round his throat The attack was a swift one^ ^ asiaih&t 
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was lithe and strong, and Paul, though on his guard, needed 
his full activity to shake off what might have meant a grapple 
of death to many a powerful man. The messenger was hurled 
several yards away, and came within reach of the pistol. He 
snatched it up and, collecting himself, aimed it at his adver- 
sary. The weapon struck the chamberlain on the left shoulder, 
and the courier blindly followed on the blow with a second 
Tush. 

"You will haveit, then?" said Paul. 

He drew back; his great right hand was clenched; the 
messenger was advancing. Suddenly Paul shot forth his fist as 
if he had till that moment reserved himself for one decisive 
effort. The blow caught the spy between the forehead and 
the temple. He was lifted, as though by the mechanism of 
some strange engine, clear from his feet and dashed to the 
earth. Paul went on one knee and looked into the man's face. 
He was in time to see a rolling of eyes which fixed themselves 
in a dull stare ; to see a jaw fall slowly, nothing more. He 
turned over a dead body and, after some delay, found a sealed 
bag containing the letters in a sash round the waist. Of this 
bag he took possession. He went over to his horse, which had 
stood tranquilly by the whole time. He mounted it, and rode 
back to Naples. 

Next day Paul, acting on the privilege granted to him, left 
his lodging early, appeared at the citadel^ and was admitted 
to the presence of the Czarewitch. The page was asleep, and 
the interview between master and servant was unwitnessed. 
At the close of a brief account of the adventure of the night 
before, the chamberlain took from his breast the sealed bag 
and handed it to the petrified prince. 

" I am to gather from this,'* cried Alexis, " that my present 
refuge must be known, even sooner than the previous one." 

" I would not say so, your highness, at least not now, when 
the possessor of the secret lies dead out yonder. What might 
happen in the event of your correspondence being intercepted 
18 another matter. Pardon me, I am supposing the letters in 
that bog to be addressed to Russia ?" 
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" Yes." 

"Your highness, no doubt, could tell why the Austrian 
secretary would not make himself responsible for the safe 
transport of those letters?" 

" 1 can guess it." 

" He acted as your friend. He knew that the whole ground 
from here to his own destination, and beyond Vienna to the 
Russian frontier, swarms with agents of the Czar. Perhaps he 
took the darkest view of the case, and wondered what your 
highness might have thought if this correspondence, after leav- 
ing his own custody, had fallen into the hands of a man of the 
character, say, of Sergius Maranoff." 

" Paul, Paul, do not waken such a thought in me. Why do 
you bring up that scoundrePs name? " 

" You do not know, I suppose, that he has recovered from 
the honorable wounds he received at the storming of the 
Castle of Ehrenberg? That he is now hanging about the 
North of Italy endeavoring to pick up your lost traces? 
That the fellow cut off last night was well known to him, and 
had partly confessed, before bringing on his own death, that 
the letters entrusted to him would certainly go through other, 
and far from ' scrupulous, hands before reaching their right 
addresses? " 

The chamberlain gazed for some seconds into the eyes 
whose almost unchanging expression of anxiety had kindled 
into a glare of horror ; then he fell on his knees. 

" My kind prince," he said in a voice that was not so firm 
as usual, "it does not become a slave like me to express 
curiosity as to the persons in Russia with whom you are cor- 
responding. I will not dare to guess the tendency of what 
is written. But if ever you had a thought that I deserved 

your thanks for anything in the past " 

You know right well what reason I have for gratitude." 
Then not for my sake, for yours alone ; with all the earnest- 
ness of a man who would suffer any death to save you from 
one hour's grief, I implore you to destroy those letters." 

The Czarewitch had sunk on a chair while tkt valet vii 



it 
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thus addressing him. He now placed his hand gently on Paul's 
bead: 

" Are you sure that your -love for me does not exaggerate 
the danger ? " 

" Your highness knows of the anger which your long absence 
from Russia has aroused in a certain quarter. Your letters 
are addressed to Russia j the Czar hovers between Germany 
and Belgium. Is the anger I speak of likely to be soothed if 
it is known that you keep your hiding-place from the ears of 
your father, and reserve your confidences for those who urged 
you to fly from him ? " 

The Czarewitch reflected for a few moments, then raised his 
head in a listening attitude : 

" Euphrosyne is coming. You are right. I shall destroy 
the letters." 

Paul rose from his knees, hesitated, heaved a sigh, and went 
itowly out of the room. 

It was not many minutes before the little page had drawn 
from the prince an account of all that had passed in the late 
interview 

"And how will you destroy the letters? " inquired Euphro- 
syne, after a pause which gave her time to recover from an 
agitation which she could not conceal, and which the complacent 
Czarewitch thought natural under the circumstances. " Bum- 
mg is the safest; but where is there a fire? I wonder," she 
continued with a forced laugh, " that Paul, who is for ever 
imagining something oppressively devoted and heroic, did not 
undertake to scale the moimtain yonder and drop the letters 
into the crater." 

"You sneer at his devotion," said Alexis in mild reproof. 
" I wish I could point to a single friend as unselfishly faithful 
as Paul is to me." 

" If your friends* fidelity were like my brother's, you would 
never, as I once told you, wear the Russian crown. Un- 
selfish? I grant it. So unselfish that he would prefer to see 
you, not housed in a palace and sitting on a jewelled throne, 
like your ancestors^ but wearing out life in a mud cabin« 01 «. 
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monastery, or a dxmgeon ; while he stretched himself at yoai 
feet, with no less and no more helpfulness than a faithful 
hound." 

'* I sometimes feel sorry/' said Alexis, " that you, of all 
people, should force me to take up the cudgels on behalf of 
your brother against yourseK."- 

Euphrosyne approached the chair on which he sat, smiled 
in his face, and sank into arms which were not quite so readily 
opened to her as usuaL 

'' ril say everything you please on behalf of my brave, kind 
brother. Why should I not be proud, indeed, to have him 
praised by such lips? But this time he has given you un- 
fortunate advice. Will you listen to my views? " 

" Let me hear them." 

She took a chair and sat side by side with him, holding hii 
hand: 

"I do not require many words in which to state them. 
You cannot, I suppose, remain abroad, make yourself into a 
beggar for the bread of foreign princes, all your life. Your 
duty is to think out the befit way for your return to Russia. I 
heard the state secretary Ktlhl let fall a whisper that your 
father is in bad health, that he has gone to Spa to take the 
waters. Who knows what may happen to him? All is in 
uncertainty with regard to his condition. Now is the time for 
more activity than ever on the part of yourself and your friends. 
In the letters, you have explained the position in a manner 
that could not be improved upon. Those letters are directed 
to the men most able to help you. Those letters must not be 
destroyed." 

" I had no wish to destroy them. But " 

Her arms passed round his neck. She kissed him and laid 
her cheek on his : " Will you trust me with them? " 

"Ah, my dear," said Alexis, looking straight before him and 
away from her, " there I am inclined to be vexed with you. I 
trusted you with the packet once, and we see wiUi what 
result." 

She drew away from him. Her face had tamed pale in a 
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xnoment. Her lips were pressed together as in a spasm. She 
shot a sidelong glance, an evil glance at him, and rising slowly 
^ed him: 

" Since you hint a suspicion of treachery against one who 
would let her heart be torn out by the roots for your sake, it 
would ill become her to offer any more of her advice." 

Her voice broke at the last words and she hurried out of the 
room, and he went instantly after her. 

Late that evening he handed the packet to her, as they sat 
together once more. She waited till candles had been brought 
m. Then she took out the letters and burned them one by 
one in his presence. He did not seem ill pleased at this act. 
He drew her towards him and kissed her with a more loving 
confidence than ever. 

Three days afterwards the whole of the letters, rewritten 
and resealed, were placed by Alexis without a word in the 
hands of Euphrosyne. This time the papers were not de- 
stroyed. Before night they were committed to the hands of a 
fresh courier. And the bag was directed in the page's hand- 
writing to Sergius Maranoff, then in Belgium. 

Next day the Czarewitch informed his mistress that a dupli- 
cate of the seal which he always used for his letters was miss- 
ing. Euphrosyne was much distressed. She questioned her 
lover closely, and made a most anxious and minute investiga- 
tion. She was obliged, however, to abandon the search as 
hopeless; at the same time suggesting that nothing should be 
said to her brother of the loss. Further, she enjoined silence 
as to the letters which the Czarewitch had insisted on writing 
afresh and committing once more to her care. 

That evening the Crown Prince's chamberlain called at the 

castie with more than ordinary precautions to place himself as 

usual at his master's disposal. And Euphrosyne, in pursuance 

of her own custom, left the prince's presence on the appearance 

of her brother. It was no sacrifice for her. She could always 

rely upon receiving a faithful narrative of what had passed, at 

any interview with her lover, after the departure of each visitor. 

PiMil on this occasion had little to say and nothing to do« 
22 
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*' I think your highness passes much of your time at night in 
looking out from your rooms toward the burning mountain?'* 

" Yes." 

" The light beats full upon these windows." 

" What then ? " 

'' There is a thought which has troubled me for some days^ 
and your highness will certainly look upon your poor servant 
as fantastic in his fears." 

" Explain." 

'* I find that many people from different parts of the world 
have been drawn to Naples by the strange spectacle yonder. 
The bay is thronged with pleasure-boats, barges and vessels of 
all kinds at night. The old castle of St Elmo is in itself an 
attraction to sightseers." 

" You think I might be discovered ? " 

'' Well, I have myself found reason for being careful about 
my coming and going between here and the city." 

"Why?" 

"The rumor spreads through Naples that a prisoner bearing 
an illustrious name is confined here." 

" Something I had heard of this, and care has been taken 
to divert suspicion. As to the rest, my good Paul, how could 
I be seen from the bay, xmder the most favorable circunp 
stances ? " 

" Telescopes are in much use among the visitors. But in- 
deed I shall do well to say no more. You'll think none the 
better of the judgment which has betrayed me into saying so 
much." 

When Euphrosyne heard of Paul's officious hints and fears^ 
her laughter was loud and long. 

"Noah in his ark," she said, "was never more divinely 
guarded against the rain of forty days and forty nights, than 
you are in this castle against the deluge of liquid fire from that 
mountain, and against all other dangers." 

" You are my best of comforters," he said brightly. 

Within an hour she was dressed in a new and coquettish 
page's costume. At her suggestion, the governor was invited 
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to spend the evening in the prince's rooms and to bring with 
him some of his best-trained pigeons. 

'*Poor things," was her remark, "they cannot sleep with this 
wild war about them. They may as well amuce us." 

More than once, indeed, the governor had entertained 
Alexis and Euphrosyne by making use of his birds to exchange 
messages of compliment with officers in the barracks, with 
friends on the islands of Capri and Ischia, and with captains 
of vessels in the bay. 

The old man and his wards had a pleasant supper, and when 
it was over they stood all three on a table, their faces peering 
through the bars of the open window, and shining with the 
flames from the mountain — a pigeon on either shoulder of the 
governor, and a third on the head of the Czarewitch. The 
eyes of the spectators were turned first to the volcano. 

It was between eleven and twelve o'clock at night, and the 
night was the loth of June, 17 17. Large volumes of smoke, 
mingled with unimaginable and constantly changing forms of 
fire, had been rushing up day after day and hour after hour to 
the acconipaniment of a ceaseless roaring. On a sudden the 
roaring increased in loudness, the smoke and flame grew thick 
and heavy with masses of boiling mineral, heaps of red-hot 
rock and showers of ashes, which flowed in a hell broth over 
this enormous caldron. The noise had each of the several prop- 
erties in sound, and more than the consociated violence, of 
the crash of artillery, the clatter and burst and roll of thunder, 
the shrieking of the hurricane and the raging of the sea in the 
highest horror of storm. The intolerable clamor broke such 
windows of the stronghold as chanced to be shut, and shook 
the same, and other great buildings of the city, to their foxm- 
dations. A pillar of fire which had filled the whole round and 
diameter of the crater, and which must have been nearly a 
mile in circumference, now climbed and blazed with a pure 
vermilion splendor full twelve hundred feet above the summit 
of the mountain. 

The river of lava was divided into more than one branch; 
tiixoogh the inegularities of the hillside. The largest of the 
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suddenly created streams was half a mile in width and six miles 
in length. It rolled downward and onward with a ponderous 
majesty, in a march slow but fatal at almost every step, over- 
whelming fields and gardens, carrying away orange groves and 
vineyards, houses and whole villages ; amoving, boiling morass; 
the very steam from which was death to every animate thing 
for hundreds of yards above and around it ; from whose glim- 
mering surface rose a shadow, a crimson, lurid shadow, that 
hung weirdly in the air and kept pace with the flood itself 
through all its deadly course. 

The spectacle, at once dreadful and magnificent, had drawn 
together more onlookers than usual to-night Windows and 
roofs of the towers and palaces of Naples were filled with men 
and women in gala robes, the sombre radiance from the moun- 
tain lending a new lustre to the arms and jewels of the wearers. 
The bay shone like a tremulous pavement of gold, along which 
skimmed canoes and skiffs, gondolas and barges, fishing-boats 
and schooners, yawls, galleys, brigs and barques tmcoimtable. 
Prominent among the craft skirting the northern shore, moved 
a vessel which was at once, and somewhat boisterously, recog- 
nized by the governor of St. Elmo. Making himself with dif- 
ficulty heard, though screaming at the top of his voice to his 
two companions, the old man explained that the ship was a 
coaster just arrived from Civita Vecchia. The captain, though 
a German, was one of his dearest friends, and never forgot to 
greet him publicly on entering the port. 

" In what way ? '* shouted Alexis. 

" By a salute of one gun," roared the governor. 

" Not likely to be heard to-night,*' screeched Euphrosyne, 
laughing and nodding towards the volcano. 

" He will fire it nevertheless." 

"There seem to be others besides an ordinary crew on deck 
there," yelled the prince, beginning to cough after the effort, 
though not removing his large keen eyes from the vessel 

"Your highness is right. My friend often waits at Civita 
Vecchia for passengers coming on from Rome." 

The ship had reached a part of the bay which brought her 
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on a line with St Elmo. Not many seconds elapsed before 
the governor drew attention to a puff of white smoke which 
had issued in seeming silence from the stern of the barque. 
It was the salute. The report had of course been swallowed 
up in the monstrous noise of the volcano. When the recipients 
of the mistimed courtesy had laughed their fill : 

" Come," cried the governor, " we'll see if salutations by 
means of other messengers cannot produce more effect" 

He took from his pocket a few slips of paper. On one of these 
he wrote in German an expression of congratulation on his 
friend's good voyage ; twisted the paper with a string round 
the leg of the pigeon on his right shoulder ; and the bird flew 
out to the bay. 

In a few minutes it returned with an answer from the cap- 
tain, who sent every kind wish to the governor and to all the 
inmates of the fortress. 

"The inmates must surely acknowledge that civility," said 
the Czarewitch. 

" Yes," exclaimed Euphrosyne ; " send them something your- 
self and in Russian. You will puzzle them." 

The Czarewitch smiled, but shook his head. 

" I do believe," continued Euphrosyne with a laugh, " that 
Paul's ravings have had their effect upon you. Look closely at 
the ship. Some one will have borrowed the captain's telescope, 
and is very likely peering at you this minute." 

" For all that you may say, dear," rejoined the prince gently, 
" we must use a little caution." 

"What, then ?" 

" I will send them something, but not in Russian." 

The governor murmured his approbation. Alexis took one 
of the slips of paper and wrote on it in German : " An inmate 
of St Elmo sends his prayers and blessings to the passengers 
of the Maria Theresa,^^ 

This was the name of the barque, so called in honor of the 
baby daughter of the Emperor and Empress of the Romans. 
All three took a merry interest in the fate of this message. 
Euphrosyne and Alexis had both strong eyes, TViej c^csvM. 
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plainly see the bird flash towards the ship, then alight, as they 
guessed, on the hand of one whom they took to be the captain. 
They saw this man hold up a paper, read it, and, after a pause, 
take it, cap in hand, to a lady who seemed to be a centre of at- 
traction on board. There was a thronging round this lady, 
and all things else were momentarily shut out from the view of 
those in the castle. 

Some minutes later, the pigeon rushed in through the window 
and sought its customary perch on the shoulder of the gover- 
nor. The Czarewitch and his mistress playfully struggled to 
untie the paper. They opened it ; and on the first instant 
Alexis turned with a foreboding dismay to the woman. He 
forced his eyes back to the paper, and it seem to him that the 
horrors of the mountain away to his right had been intensified 
a hundredfold, as with accumulated storms raised by spirits of 
another world, while he read these words in Russian : " In the 
name of the passengers on board the ship Maria Theresa^ I 
thank your imperial highness for your pious wishes. — Dorothia 

VON FURSTENBERG." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

ONCE MORE IN THE TOILS. 

Although the discovery of the Crown Prince's fresh hiding- 
ace was communicated to the Russian Emperor, and defiantly 
unted at the Court of Vienna, before the end of June, Alexis 
IS allowed to remain in fancied security for upwards of three 
onths longer. The Czar, in private conference with his in- 
nates, had seriously discussed the notion of crossing the 
oly Roman frontier in arms, and of taking his son by force, 
ore peaceful counsel prevailed. During several weeks there 
Uowed negotiations : the main result of which was the recog- 
tion by the Emperor Charles of the hopelessness of finding a 
fe refuge for his troublesome guest. 

August had set in, when Peter Tolstoi, armed with the goodwill 
the archduchess-mother and the Empress of Austria, received 
rmission to visit Alexis at Naples. Yet even now the visit 
LS delayed, both that the prince might be prepared, and that 
:ther instructions in writing might be obtained from the Rus- 
.n Emperor. These instructions were brought, at TolstoFs 
tition, by Sergius Maranoff. 

The last named, it appeared, had been shamefully maligned, 
a general way, for years ; but especially of late, in connection 
th the assault on Ehrenberg. He had in reality fought with 
roic valor against half a garrison, and had only yielded in the 
d when left for dead with numberless wounds. Doubts having 
en thrown on the origin of the said wounds, the baron vindi- 
ted his truth and honor in the most triumphant way. He 
light two duels, in which both his adversaries were slain. 
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Following hard upon this, his friends appealed to the Czar. Thef 
declared that the men who were the most active in vilifying 
Maranoff were the bitterest enemies of the sovereign himself; 
that the worst fault of poor Sergius had been a too strict carry- 
ing out, from the commencement, of instructions which seemed 
to bear harshly against the Czarewitch, the prince who was now a 
refugee at foreign courts and on unfriendly soil, in open defiance 
of his lord and father. This argument proved so successful 
with the advisers of the Czar, through scarcely with the Czar 
himself, that Maranoff, after some hesitation, was once more 
employed in the proceedings which it was hoped would close in 
the recapture of Alexis. 

All being at last ready then, Tolstoi and Maranoi! departed 
in due course from Vienna, and arrived at Naples towards the 
last week of September. 

Many days had gone by since the approaching visit of 
Tolstoi had been announced to Alexis; but he had not^^ 
covered even yet from his delirious consternation. "The 
greatest liar and thief and hypocrite in Russia," he constantly 
exclaimed with tears of rage and terror ; " and the cut-thioat 
coward Maranoff, too ! And that deadly siren, the Fursten- 
berg, the betrayer of my asylum at Ehrenberg, the betrayer of 
my whereabouts here ; with her disappointed fury on her own 
account, and her devilish resolve to avenge the wife of whom 
she proclaims me the murderer ! " 

" You owe this to my brother Paul," said Euphrosyne. " He 
did you an evil service when he prevented Ivan Slonski from 
striking that woman dead at your feet." 

" What better proof could I have of my father's hatred of 
me," continued the Czarewitch, *' than his persistent employ- 
ment of wretches like these to thwart me in all things?" 

The little page, on advices from Vienna, was now restored 
to woman's dress, and appeared in the undisguised person of 
the Crown Prince's lady. She was pleasurably excited, on 
the whole, by the approaching visits, and could well spare some 
of her own high spirits to humor and console her panunoor. 
Her efforts were far from successful ; and it needed the fomul 
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command of the Emperor Charles himself to bring Alexis to 
the point of receiving the Czar's emissaries. By direction of 
Count Daim, the Neapolitan Viceroy, he was taken at night to 
the Government House in the city. Accompanying him was 
Paul Feodoreff, whose presence, though it could not wholly 
banish his fears, was at least of service in saving him from utter 
prostration. On entering the official residence and passing on 
to the room where he was to take part in the dreaded confer- 
encCy he noticed Maranoff and Tolstoi together. He plucked 
his moustache convulsively and hurried into the room, followed 
by his chamberlain. A moment afterwards Paul came out : 

" My lord," he said, addressing Tolstoi, " I am commanded 
by the prince my master to tell you that he is now at liberty 
to receive you — and you alone." 

" He objects to the presence of my companion ? " 

"Yes." 

" Does he give any reason ? " 

" He does ; but a repetition of that reason might not be 
welcome to your companion's ears." 

" m answer for my companion." 

"Then, his imperial highness has a benevolent anxiety lest 
the coming interview should be too much for the strength of 
this gentleman. He fears that the Baron Maranoff may not 
yet have recovered from the honorable scars received by him 
during a certain night attack on the Castle of Ehrenberg." 

Maranoff whipped out his sword. His action was instantly 
imitated by the chamberlain, who had also gone armed of late 
by direction of his master. Tolstoi sprang between them, after 
repressing his first impulse to laugh. 

" Stop ! " he cried, looking anxiously about the passage. 

" Count Tolstoi," exclaimed Paul, "will you let me speak? 
Of course, you owe nothing to me ; I have no claim on you. 
But I am truthful ; I am faithful. Put me to any task. I 
promise to be your slave, your dog, if you will let me have two 
minutes — ^no more — sword in hand, face to face with that 

'TU not command you," said Tolstoi; " I'll not set you to 
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any heroic task. I shall merely ask you not to be a fooL** 
Then turning to Maranoff, and speaking in a rapid whisper : 
** You atrocious madman ! Are you lost to all sense of absur- 
dity? At such a time, in such a place ! Put up your sword 
at once, or by God TU choose a more effectual way of ending 
this by facing you myself. I'll answer for it that you shall 
have no child's play. Your reputation as a bully will not pass 
with me, as you well know." 

Maranoff nodded in a warning manner to the chamberlain: 

^'You are becoming influential and rising in the world. 
You may have your wish one of these days." 

" Sergius Maranoff," answered Paul, " I know that such a 
day is to come. I find myself dreaming night upon night of 
the moment when you shall die by this hand of mine ; and my 
dreams, far oftener than not, have come true." 

The baron's lip curled in derision, and he went away. 

He had no sooner disappeared than Tolstoi burst into a 
hearty laugh. 

" My good fellow," he said to Paul, " the only fault I have 
ever heard you charged with is that you never will take any- 
thing as a laughing matter. What has made you so blood- 
thirsty ? Not content with draining the baron of his blood 
with the knout, you would butcher him with your sword. Bat 
come ; I'll imitate you and be serious. With regard to this 
visit, I resign myself to your master's conditions. Take me to 
him." 

No sooner was the count in the presence of the Czarewitcb 
than he broke forth into a loyal and loving outcry, and feU 
upon his knees. 

'' My prince, my prince," he exclaimed, with streaming eyes, 
« do I see you at last ? My master's own son, whom so many 
of us for the past year have thought of as in his grave, done to 
death by foreign villains, truly stands living and erect before noe ! 
Blessed be the God of all mercies for so joyful a sight I " 

In answer to this burst of enthusiasm, Alexis became more 
composed, and drew back in cold disdain. Tolstoi, with a 
glance round at Paul, went on in a qdmer voice : 
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** It might be better if I saw your highness alone." 

The Czarewitch spoke out with sudden firmness : 

" If you object to the advantage I may derive from the pres- 
ence and protection of my servants, you are free to consider 
this interview as ended, here and now." 

'' Protection, your highness ? Could the son of my master 
have doubts of being protected where there is a loyal Russian 
at hand?" 

''Such loyal Russians as yourself and the lashed wolf whom 
you have brought with you would be quite capable, if un- 
watched, of laying murderous hands on the son of your master." 

" I am sorry your highness takes this tone." 

'' It befits the occasion. It is the tone of an enemy to an 
enemy." 

"Well, well; 1*11 say no more, for the present, as coming 
from myself." 

And Tolstoi rose and produced a letter, which he handed to 
the prince. It was from the Czar, and ran somewhat in this 
way: 

" If I have nothing further to complain of in your conduct, 
if I may take what is known thus far as constituting the worst 
yet done by you, I swear by the justice of God and the sorrows 
of the Mother of Jesus that no harm shall overtake you. But 
I now look for complete submission on your part. I expect 
you to quit the refuge outrageously offered to you in defiance 
of me, and to return to Russia without delay. If you refuse 
obedience to me in this, if I find cause of offence in you hereafter, 
first my curse, the curse of an insulted and dishonored father, 
shall light upon you ; next the vengeance of your defied sover- 
eign shall enrol your name with the names of the worst of 
traitors to the Russian crown, and shall pursue you without 
pity to the last moment of your life." 

Tolstoi had been previously made aware of the contents of 
this letter. He had come in readiness to emphasize its vio- 
lence with prayers and tears and threats of his own. But the 
Czarewitch, after reading the missive, had sunk on to a chair. 
Tbc firmness assumed by him for the moment was gone. 
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Tolstoi confined himself to a single request, with no undue pres- 
sure in tone or language, for some kind of verbal answer to 
the Czar's demands. 

" Leave me," murmured Alexis faintly. 

And Tolstoi went away with a smile, but in silence. On 
being accorded a second interview two days later, however, 
and on finding the Crown Prince's dismayed aspect lingering 
still, and yet partly replaced by an air of sullenness, the Czar's 
agent became much more peremptory, and even brutal, in his 
manner. This time Paul Feodoreff was not present. 

" In the name of my imperial lord and sovereign," cried 
Tolstoi, almost without preface, *' I denounce you as a rebel. 
But mark me : be under no further delusion as to the means 
at hand for coping with your stubbornness. You pride your- 
self on being out of reach in yonder castle. You and your 
abettors make us laugh. What if his majesty your father him- 
self crossed the Italian frontier at the head of an armed force, 
and seized upon you? " 
My father?" 

Ay : you stare. But far more unlikely things have been 
done. Your sti^-necked wajrs may bring it on sooner than was 
intended ; and let your Holy Roman confederates arrest our 
master's hand if they dare." 

" Do you seriously tell me that my father would venture over 
the Roman frontier in arms ? " 

** 1 repeat it ; and if it should come to pass, look for no 
mercy yourself. The main cause of so many trials and sacri- 
fices must needs pay heavily for them at last." 

The Czarewitch appeared to recover some of his animation : 
"So you would risk a war with the German Empire?" he 
said in a quiet tone, but with brightening eyes. 

The conqueror of Charles XII. would not shrink from it" 
And if the conqueror of the same Turks who defeated you 
and your fellow-heroes on the Pruth some years ago were 
equally ready to fight, what then?" 

Totetoi looked at him curiously. 
. **ls it possible*" he said in a low voice, ''that joa itaSI^ 
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caD with exultation a reverse to the arms of Holy Russia? 
ave you lost all sense of dignity, all the noble shame that 
ould become one of your rank? Or am I mistaken in sup- 
ising that I am face to face with the heir to the Russian 
rone? " 

Alexis waved his hand in unabashed impatience : " You 
>me here in a spirit of boasting and menace. You threaten 
e with violence on the soil of my kinsman and protector. I 
Lve but one answer. Do your worst. I submit myself to 
e generosity of the German Emperor, and still claim the 
fence of his arm against those who are seeking my life.'' 
The Czar's envoy put on his fiercest manner. Alexis im- 
ediately summoned the attendants in the Government House, 
id requested to be led back to Fort St. Elmo. 
That night Tolstoi wrote to the Czar in a tone of despond- 
cy which he could not disguise ; avowing with bitter frank- 
ss that his foresight was at fault ; that he had not dreamed 
being confronted with such a spirit of " devilish obstinacy " 
the Czarewitch had thus far shown. 

Yet thb letter was regretted almost in the hour of its de- 
atch. Next day the writer had recovered his full measure of 
iguine energy. He set in motion some new engines of 
:ack ; though, for the immediate present, he refrained from 
:ruding personally on the prince. 

A week passed slowly, when the Austrian Viceroy waited 
on the Czarewitch at St. Elmo. The visitor had distressing 
relations to make. The Emperor Charles, acting mainly on 
» advice of Prince Eugene, had determined to move no 
•ther on behalf of Alexis, who might soon expect to be de- 
ered up to his father. Nay, more : in obedience to sugges- 
ts from Russia, the Austrian Court contemplated putting an 
d to all future intercourse between the prince and Eu- 
iiosyne Feodoreff. 

The Czarewitch thereupon broke out into a hurricane of ac- 
sations, reproaches and tears; denounced Prince Eugene 
a coward, the Emperor of the Romans as a false friei^, an 
inatuxal Inother-in-law ; and declared wildly, and with dome { 
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incoherence, that Euphros3aie should be Empress of Russi 
and that he would sacrifice a hundred thrones rather th 
torn from her arms. 

The Austrian looked at him in contemptuous embarrassi 
then gave a shrug of the shoulders : " Your highness wi 
take it amiss if I declare that I have not listened to one 
of what you have just said. Would you permit me, ham 
to make a suggestion?" 

" I shall be honored, count." 

" It is that your pleadings on beha^ of the lady last m 
should be a little more reserved. Your enthusiasm in 
cause is not shared at the Court of Vienna." 

"\Vhat'8 the poor girl's new cause of offence? " 

" Let me be still more plain with your highness. M] 
perial mistress, the Empress of Austria, has a good mem 
she has not yet forgotten her dead sister; and there c 
not be a more unsavory subject of discussion, wherevei 
majesty is present than the personality of Euphn 
Feodoreff." 

On the following night, the Czarewitch, having been all< 
to leave his prison in answer to an ivaitation from the F 
resident in Naples, the lonely Euphros3nie comf 9rted hersc 
receiving, under every precaution, a visit at the fort. Se 
Maranoff was the visitor, and his admission had been previ* 
arranged between Count Tolstoi' and the governor of St E 
It was in the main drawing-room of the comfortable apartn 
assigned to Alexis that the woman received her earliest 1 
She was half-reclining on a couch as he appeared. And ^ 
the footsteps of the attendant who had introduced him 
away, she dlowed him to sit beside her and to kiss her. . 
a silence of a moment, she looked at him with lips compn 
in a manner that showed plainly the difficulty she had in 
cealing a smile. 

" Can you look without horror on me," she said, " afte 
result of my correspondence with you elsewhere? " 

He interrupted her with another and a hastier kiss : " 
have made amends. The letters you induced him to rev 
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and reforwardy and amid such difficulties, are priceless. And 
equaUy inestimable is the seal." 

"The letters have gone to Russia ?" 

" No. I retain them for the present" 

The woman slowly rose from the couch and assumed a 
sitting position. 

"What do you mean by that?" she said. 

" If the letters need to be sent later on, the delay in con- 
veyance may be readily accounted for. Meanwhile, there is a 
possibility that matters may be arranged differently than by 
the premature destruction of your princely lover." 

She looked at him with closer attention than before. 

"I wonder," she said suddenly, "which plan you favor the 
more." 

"Which plan? " he repeated. 

" Yes. You mean to mount by me," she said with a laugh. 
* Well, which do you prefer? The ruin of the prince, and my 
supplanting of Martha Skavronska in the affections of the Czar, 
)r tiie death of Peter, and my ascension to the throne as the 
rife of Alexis? " 

" Only a year ago, even long after the death of the Czarevna, 
[ should- have thought this the wildest of raving. Now, I can 
mly leave it to yourself to follow the plan you think the more 
easible." 

"We may talk further of it, then." 

" Very good. And to digress, where is your brother? " 

** He went to Rome three days ago with a letter to the 
?bpe." 

" From the Czarewitch? " 

" Yes." 

"My dear, I think you should let me know these things 
^ier. I was anticipated in the revelation of your present re- 
Teat to the Czar." 

" By this Furstenberg woman? That's an old story. How- 
ever, in what remains for me to do, I shall be more prompt." 

"Then your first duty should be to forestall your brother." 

^Tellme how I can do that I should welcome hints from 
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any source. You iiave long known that I hate him more cor- 
dially than you do, and with the strongest reason. There is 
no yearning of nature that has ever drawn me to him ; and for 
his part, he has the feelings of a murderer towards me. I go 
in constant fear of him. He has in the plainest terms threat- 
ened me with death." 

Maranoff laughed : " According to him, I am to have the 
.honor of dying by the same hand." 

" You talk of forestalling ! " said Euphrosyne slowly, 

while she fixed on her visitor a look of the blackest malignity. 

He laughed again, and taking her by the fingers fondled and 
kissed them : " Let's come back to the immediate point The 
way to foil him in his present mission is easy. The CzaI^ 
wich half anticipates the withdrawal of the German Emperor's 
patronage; he therefore consults this redoubtable brother of 
ours, whom we have not the pleasure to love, and despatches 
him to Rome, to pray for sanctuary in the Pope's dominions?" 
Quite true." 

This project must be defeated by you. Make use of eveiy 
argument, of all wiles and endearments, to laugh away your 
prince's terror of his father ; though, indeed, your task in that 
should be no hard one. His obstinacy comes now and then 
so aptly to the relief of his cowardice, that he has forced even 
such a man as TolstoK to abandon the process of intimidation. 
Still, on the other hand, he must be taught to dream no more 
of an alliance with Austria and an invasion of our country." 

*' I have already told him that that would turn every loyal 
heart in Russia against him." 

" You are an admirable logician. And yet there is another 
and a deadlier fashion of satiating his enmity to the Czar." 

"He would thank even you, ay, with heart and tongue 
together, if you could tell him of such a way." 

" It is told in very few words ; but the suggestion, remember 
this for your life, must come as if from yourself alone." 

" I'll not forget." 

" Let him yield without further wavering to the Czar's d^ 
mand for his return to Russia. It will be all for his good, fo 
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his own incalculable good. Let him go straight to Moscow. 
The people there, as we all know, are frantically devoted to 
him. There is nothing from which they would shrink for love 
of him. I indulge in no wild imaginings when I say that he 
would need but to breathe a whispered word to the bishops ; 
an insurrection would break out ; the Czar would be deposed, 
perhaps murdered; Catherine would disappear; your lover 
vould succeed to the throne, and — ^you have told me more 
than once that he is resolved on marrying you? " 

" It is Heaven's truth. I have ceased to wonder at it" 

" Indeed, I have heard of it from more sources than one. 
Why, then, all is clear. That which we both looked upon as 
the most distorted and astounding of dreams would be realized. 
You would be Empress of Russia ; and perhaps you might be 
able to effect a reconciliation between myself and the new 
Czar," concluded Sergius with a gaiety not unmingled with 
seriousness. 

The prospect had never until now been painted in such 
vivid colors for Euphrosyne. She remained silent — her visage 
now burning feverishly, now overspread with a livid pallor — 
for a space to be counted by minutes. Maranoff looked at 
her sideways, in perfect patience. 

" Then he must go back to Russia with as little delay as 
possible? " she said at last in a quiet voice. 

"All things point to that as his only and his best resource." 

*' How long do you give me to succeed? " 

"Three days." 

" More than enough," she answered, with a confident smile. 
" You shall hear from me within the next twenty-four hours." 

Maranoff told as much of this interview as he deemed 
requisite to Tolstoi. The count called next day at St. Elmo, 
and was received with composure and even graciousness by 
Alexis, who presented him with significant formality to Euphro- 
syne. Tolstoi* instantly knelt and kissed the lady's hand, mur- 
muring his joy at meeting her " imperial highness " under the 
of Italy. 

" Such classic^ such paj-adisal ground as this, is a fitting f rame- 
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work for the graceful loves of those I see before me/' continued 
the gallant Tolstoi. 

The premature style and title bestowed by him upon Euphro- 
sjme was welcomed with such approving gravity by the prince, 
and such tokens of grateful triumph by the lady, that the count 
took occasion to use it frequently throughout the conversation 
that followed. It was a prolonged interview, but from begin- 
ning to end an agreeable one. Tolstoi refrained from even a 
shadow of menace, was the soul of good temper and reverential 
courtesy, accepted with raptiure the prince's invitation to stay 
to supper, and congratulated himself repeatedly on being a 
partaker of the good cheer of his ''illustrious host and hostess.'* 

He remained till the Czarewitch had been borne in glorious 
helplessness to bed. He then had the unlooked-for experience 
of being compelled, like another Joseph, to tear himself from 
the too pronounced endearments of Euphrosyne: who was 
nearly as drunk as Alexis. The tangible result of his visit, 
however, was that he had secured a letter in which the Crown 
Prince, addressing the Austrian Government, declared his 
willingness to return to Russia on two conditions: that he 
might be permitted to marry Euphrosyne : and that he might 
live privately on one of his estates during his father's pleasure. 
The letter was despatched by courier to Vienna that night. A 
second messenger bore a copy to the Czar, accompanied by an 
explanation from Tolstoi. 

The autumn of 1 7 1 7 was now well advanced. On the morn- 
ing of the 30th of October, Paul Feodoreff returned in high 
spirits from Rome. He sought and was granted an audience 
of the Czarewitch, who sat alone in the anteroom. Paul had 
succeeded in his mission. The Pope's compassion had been 
aroused; he would readily place a suitable dwelling in his terri- 
tories at the disposal of the persecuted prince. Alexis listened 
in silence, gazing blindly, with eyes that had suddenly filled with 
tears, into the glad, honest face of the man before him. 

'' It is too late, too late," he said in a stifled voice ; and 
leaned forward in his chair and covered his bee with hii 
hands. 
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He then told hurriedly of what had been done, of the letters 
he had written, the promises he had made, and at whose insti- 
gation. And the strong servant, for the first time in his life, 
turned sickly and reeled in making towards the door of the 
room. 

Late on the afternoon of the same day the party set out 
from St. Elmo. The escort consisted of six Russians, chosen 
and headed by Tolstoi, while Sergius Maranoff hovered in the 
rear, though well within view of those in front. The baron 
had about him, in a sort of half-attendance on himself, or rather 
in an occasional stealthy conference, a stout, rough-looking 
man of forty years old, whom Paul Feodoreff had a chance, 
before night, of recognizing as Ivan Mathaieff, the man at 
whose hands he had suffered the punishment of the knout five 
years before in Thorn. 

In commencing the journey Tolstoi* contrived, with some 
difficulty, to conceal his joy. Euphrosyne was far more exu- 
berant The amiable count had assured her that her marriage 
conld not be long delayed. Her intercourse with Alexis had 
been fruitful. Not many months could now pass before she 
was delivered of a child, which she trusted would be bom 
while she was holding the position of wife to the Crown Prince 
of Russia. 

Paul Feodoreff' s mind was clouded with the darkest fore- 
bodings as to the future of his master. Of Euphrosyne's 
treachery towards Alexis, of her abject though skilfully disguised 
devotion to the enemies now encircling him, he had proofs in 
plenty. Before leaving Naples he had ventured on a vague 
hint of the truth to the Czarewitch ; but the bare suggestion 
had stricken the unhappy prince into such a faintness of horror 
and despair, that Paul had hastily corrected himself, and could 
not find the heart to recur to the subject. Then, when the 
chamberlain turned from present surroundings to what was 
impending in the near future, he found less cause for comfort 
than ever. In the Czar's justice he had faith ; but he knew 
of men about the monarch who hated and despised Alexis as 
an enemy of Russia all the more dangerous in that, according 
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to their judgment, he was a fool. Such men had no relish for 
seeing upon the throne another Feodor the First, or perhaps 
a Charles the Ninth of France ; and they would recoil from 
no extremity in precipitating the ruin of the prince. 

The Czarewitch himself was quiet and reserved on leaving 
Naples. When he had reached the outskirts, he raised his 
eyes toward the mountain which had been to him a source of 
alternate wonder and alarm, fascination and horror during the 
bygone summer. It had, of course, for several months resumed 
its normal appearance. His gaze was riveted on the spectacle 
of the black smoke curling from the summit and staining the 
sky, till the night had fallen, and the seemingly bodiless vapor 
had become transformed into a globe of sanguine fire. The 
reflection seemed to spread over the entire heaven ; and almost 
unconsciously the gazer withdrew his eyes in a startled way, 
and cast around him a look of mingled terror and desolation. 
The palaces and villas, the golden groves, the myriads of gar- 
dens, the dazzling bay, all the features of glory and loveliness of 
which Naples was the immortal soul and centre, had vanished 
from his view. He seemed inclined to cower and to bend his 
head as under a weight : and indeed the firmament trembling — 
or so he pictured it — trembling through its immeasurable expanse 
with the reflection of flame and blood, hung over him charged 
with the storm of inevitable doom. The world's width offered 
him no more hope of safety than if he were still imprisoned, 
still in some strange dungeon, walled round and hemmed in by 
an encircling and descending enclosure of red-hot iron. 

In the first outflow of affability, and having special regard to 
the condition of Euphrosyne, Count Tolstoi consented to let 
the stages of the journey be arranged in leisurely fashion. 
December had begun, indeed ; and still the travellers were by 
no means far advanced. There was hardly a shrine, from 
Naples to Venetia, which had not its interest for the devout 
Alexis. On the festival-day of the patron saint of Russia 
he made a special pilgrimage to the tomb of St. Nicholas of 
Bari, calling upon the whole of the members of his escort to 
accompany him ; andTolatov himself, whose patience had begmi 
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to tire, was forced to join in the pious procession. Day after 
day night after night did the Crown Prince recite and intone 
the various offices of the Greek Church for Euphrosyne, who 
pleased him by showing, at all such opportunities, her ecstatic 
edification. 

At Venice, however, to his profound sorrow, and with a re- 
vival of the sinister forebodings of his gloomiest days, he was 
compelled to take leave of his mistress. Tolstoi, bent on short- 
ening the remainder of the journey, had pointed out that in 
** her imperial highnesses '' condition it would be barbarous to 
subject her to further fatigue. And so with a consent, which 
reasons of simple humanity would have prevented Alexis from 
withholding, Euphrosyne was left behind. Three members of 
the suite of the Czarewitch were left with her, and one of these 
had the prince's impressive injunctions to chant to her each 
day (pending the arrival of a priest promised by Tolstoi the 
offices which Alexis himself had taken such a holy joy in per- 
forming hitherto. 

With much more speed they rolled away to Vienna. Thence 
they swept along post haste to Breslau. Here they stayed only 
during the minutes necessary to change horses and find a cou- 
rier to take back letters from the Czarewitch for Venice. 

From Breslau they tore along with greater rapidity than 
ever ; and arrived finally at Riga. Here, with measureless re- 
lief, Tolstoi' placed the prince in the hands of fitting subordi- 
nates. The precious captive was now on Russian territory ; he 
could be left without fear to travel at leisure. And the count 
went on in advance to make his report to the Czar at Mos- 
cow. 

The Crown Prince was diligent in his correspondence with 
Euphrosyne. At no halting-place between the shore of the 
Adriatic and the Russian frontier had he omitted to unburthen 
his heart to her ; and he was content when a stray courier 
brought him back one letter in reply to ten from himself. His 
own missives teemed with expressions of rapturous love, min- 
gled with recommendations as to the physicians to be employed 
in the coming crisis, and the places where the best medicines 
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might be obtained. Of course the spiritual needs of the loved 
one were not forgotten. Alexis reminded her that, through the 
good offices of Vesselovski the Russian ambassador at Vienna, 
he had been able to send her a priest of the true Church. He 
had regard to her present state of health and to the necessity 
of not fatiguing her ; yet he trusted that the holy father was 
reasonably assiduous in his ministrations to her, and that he did 
not omit to sing matins, vespers and complin to her each Sun- 
day and festival-day at least. 

Euphrosyne answered with lively descriptions of the Catholic 
churches in Venice visited by her. She was filled with en- 
thusiasm over the picturesque services, the solemn processions, 
the superb music, the vestments of the celebrants — equalling in 
gorgeousness those of the Greek Church dignitaries themselves. 
Next she referred slightingly to Italian wines and cookery, com- 
plaining that Vesselovski had not sent her the promised tokay, 
and requesting her lover to forward her a proper supply of good 
cheese, oatmeal, salted sturgeon and caviare. She pointed 
out, with some querulousness, that at the present time those 
kinds of food for which she had a special longing were absolute- 
ly indispensable to her. She concluded by drawing attention 
to certain bills for jewels and dresses ordered by her from 
Venice, Rome and Naples. 

When these accounts were submitted to Israel Isaieff : " He 
is quicker at glutting the voracity of this coarse harlot," said 
the old Jew to a co-religionist, " than in finding bread for the 
wife whom he hurried to the grave.*' 

When he had complied with all the demands of his mistress, 
the prince despatched to her the following note : 

" My own Sweet One, — By the guidance of the Redeemer 
and His Blessed Mother, I am here, in the power of my father's 
agents ; yet I find no cause for anxiety. I have kept my eais 
and eyes open, and I feel assured that all will be for the best for 
us both henceforward. What may arise in the far future, the 
All-Wise Controller of the Universe alone cantelL Meanwhile, 
/ have resolved, for your sake, to avoid any steps likefy tobriqg 
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either of us into danger. I think of your happiness above all 
things. We shall be always together, you and I, joined by the 
sacred bonds of maniage, passing the quiet hours in whatever 
dwelling my father assigns us, loving one another, living for 
each other, free from every care ; till it may please our Merci- 
ful Creator in due time to bestow upon us the great trust which 
we are destined to received at his hands." 

From certain stray hints gathered by Paul Feodoreff during 
the journey from Venice, he had been induced to set a watch 
upon the outgoing of the Crown Prince's correspondence. He 
had a conviction that more than one letter sent to Euphrosyne 
had been tampered with before reaching the hands of the 
ooorier. Yet, at the forwarding of the missive last quoted, 
when he considered that he had more reason for suspicion than 
ever, he had found an opportunity of turning back and ex- 
amining the document after the messenger was actually on his 
way with it. It was handed to him unhesitatingly. The seal 
was unbroken. It seemed precisely in the condition in which it 
had left the hands of the prince. For all that, PauVs doubts 
were not allayed. 

On the day before the Czarewitch and his escort were to 
leave Tver, where the final letter to Euphrosyne had been 
written, the chamberlain was on the point of coming out of a 
room in his master's lodging, when he heard the voice of Mar- 
anoff uttering these words : " From the prince." 

Paul drew inward without being noticed, and was able to 
see Maranoff hand a letter to a courier who was timed to set 
out that evening for Moscow. 

The servant instantly went back to the room where he had 
just left the Crown Prince : " Has your highness any letters 
for Moscow ? " 

" Moscow ? " repeated Alexis, looking up in surprise. " When 
I shall be on my way there in a few hours ? " 

** Quite enough, your highness. I merely asked, because a 
mcKenger is going there to-night" 

^I have nothing for him." 
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Paul went out again. Within an hour's time, after much 
searching through the town, he came upon the courier in a 
little-frequented hostelry. The man had his bag with him; 
and he and Paul, who were old acquaintances, were soon drink- 
ing and talking together. 

" You have a letter from the Czarewitch for Moscow?" said 
Paul, after the first lapse in the conversation. 

" Yes," was the prompt answer, " For a moment or so I 
was astonished at the hands from which I got it" 

"Who gave it to you?" 

"The Baron Maranoff. He explained that it had been 
handed to him by a member of the suite of his highness. And 
as I know that you are all of one household for the present, I 
took his word for it." 

" Will you let me see it? " 

The man drew it forth and allowed Paul to handle it free^. 
It was addressed to Father Ivan Sbnski, at the Monastery 
of the Miracle. The chamberlain turned it over and 
started. 

" The seal is broken," he said, turning to his companion. 

The courier looked at the missive ; and looked at Paul in 
t>pen distress. 

'' I knew nothing of this," he gasped. 

" I can believe it," said Paul. " There's no cause for un- 
easiness. You'll allow me to see that this is put right?" 

" I'll thank you, I'U bless you for doing so." 

Paul stood up. His intention really was to take the docu- 
ment to Alexis and ask him to seal it, calmly ignoring the prince's 
previous declaration as to having no letters for Moscow. Some 
unaccoimtable longing, of which he felt rather ashamed, pxompt- 
ed him to revoke this first impulse. He went out, and had 
scarcely turned his back on the hostelry, when Seigius MazasoS 
entered it. 

Paul Feodoreff, on arriving at the lodgings of the C2aI^ 
witch and his escort, went to his own room, took out the im- 
perfectly fastened letter, and, after a little farther compoDO' 
tjon, read these words : *' Can a sinner hope for kind lemeB- 
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brance where he has given little cause for gratitude? Has he 
a right to expect a return of good for bad, even from the most 
true-hearted and orthodox of Christians? These are questions 
which trouble the mind of one who has now need of a strong- 
souled helper. There are thousands who have promised to 
make any sacrifice, to risk every extremity on behalf of one 
who now approaches Russia in the guise of a suppliant for his 
very life. What an assurance of salvation to that threatened 
one, what a relief to Russia, what an untold blessing to Christ's 
Church, if the ruthless tyrant, the foe of God and man, were 
struck from the world, in fulfilment of well-remembered promises 
of years ago ! " 

After a first reading of this letter, Paul scrutinized the hand- 
Writing closely. It was the prince's. He had little need to 
reinspect the impression of the seal. Yet with a saddening 
heart he did so. Once more it was the prince's. At the first 
Bight of the letter in the inn, he felt that the Czarewitch had 
told a falsehood in declaring that he had written nothing for 
Moscow. Paul's full heart went out in love to Alexis ; but his 
judgment remained unimpressed and cold. No master was 
ever less of a hero to his valet than was the Crown Prince to 
his big chamberlain. Among his many faults, Alexis could not 
conceal his mendacity horn those about him. And Paul, who 
would have been ready to maim any one who impeached his 
master's truthfuhiess, or spoke otherwise irreverently of him, 
had himself no respect for him, and sighingly acknowledged 
him to be a liar. Of course, the letter must not go to its ad- 
dress. Equally impossible was the replacing of it in the prince's 
hands. Hiere was a small log fire in the room where he stood. 
He had almost ended his deliberation by letting fall the paper 
mto the flames ; when his hand refastened on it, and he re- 
lumed his pensive manner. 

"No,** he said to himself, "it would be a false compassion 
to hide from him for ever the danger which he has run. The 
day must come when 1*11 have to teach him a lesson. It is as 
well that he should know into whose hands his letters are likely 
to faSL But not now. I'll choose a fitting time. And yet — 
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Maranotf would have allowed that letter to go ! What can be 
his aim?" 

His thoughts became confused for some moments. Then 
he smiled : ** Of course : a creature of his, all in readiness at 
the other end to receive it, and to hand it to the Czar." 

He put the paper carefully in his bosom ; and, leaving the 
room, went about his ordinary duties, within hail of his master. 

On entering the inn just after Paul Feodoreff had left it, the 
Baron Maranoff saw the courier, with whom he had a conference 
of many minutes. The interview seemed to begin awkwardly 
at first ; but it speedily grew more pleasant, especially on the 
side of the Russian nobleman. WTien it was over, Maranoff 
rose, and calling the host and putting money in his hands, d^ 
clared that the messenger must be attended to assiduously, must 
have his every want supplied ; for that he had a long journey 
to go that night. 

When darkness came on, the courier left the inn to see about 
his horses and sledge. Two hours later he was found some 
twenty yards from the door with his throat cut, and his bag of 
letters untouched beside him. — ^And the letters were at once 
taken possession of and handed to another courier, who set 
out in safety the same night. 

Next afternoon, having heard with surprise and a vagae 
dread that Dorothea von Furstenberg had that morning passed 
through the town, and having involimtarily cast a forlorn look 
towards the landscape westward, the Czarewitch, on the morn- 
ing of the 22 nd of January 17 18, turned his back on Tver. He 
was accompanied by a powerful escort. They had bo plough 
their way through a wilderness of snow, and all travelled in 
sledges. Beside the Czarewitch sat Paul Feodoreff, aimed 
with pistols and a sword, by the special direction of his master. 

And plunging further and further into the desert of sdovTi 
the party set out eastward. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE PRINCE'S LAST WELCOME TO MOSCOW. 

IHE 31st of January 17 18, though assuredly a winter's day, 
med shorn of many of its grimmer features through the pure- 
iS of the sky. The morning opened in fierce cold splen- 
• above Moscow. Over all the visible miles of ground in 

neighborhood, the land formed an expanse of white des- 
tion, graceful truly in its variety of hill and dale, yet terrible 
its monotony of blinding radiance under the sun. The 
.ven was a canopy of almost one unchanged color, the 
ir gold sun, and a single wrack of clouds transmuted into 
er by the auroral light, alone breaking the uniformity of 
e. Two days of strong wind had blown the snow ofif the 
f of nearly every house and church in the Holy City. The 
sen bosom of the Moskwa was likewise unencumbered with 
iw. But the streets were more than ankle deep. 
rhe same streets, however, were thronged from quite an 
ly hour with foot passengers ; a festiveness of fashion, such 
the season did not strictly allow of, marking the attire of 
ny j a vivid and mysterious expectancy shining in the eyes 
all. 
\mong the groups that sauntered in seeming idleness about 

remoter monasteries, as well as among those who ventured 
hin the precincts of the Kremlin cathedrals, priests glided in 
i out ; and those near whom they passed raised their heads 
ckly, then turned to each other and exchanged brief whis- 
s, as if in the communication of a received watchword. 
e greatest concourse was by the southern entcaace to \h& 
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capital, and here the priests were most openly actnre in their 
movements, and least restrained in their speech. Periiaps 
this want of reserve rose in a measure from the fact that not 
one soldier was noticeable about the streets. The talk among 
the groups generally was that '' he " could not at present be 
many hours' journey from the city. There was whispering that 
advance parties had gone out on the previous night, and bad 
returned soon after dawn with the assurance that he had been 
met with. He might be looked for in the course of the morn- 
ing ; he would certainly be among them during the aftemooiL 
In course of the babble as to the immediate cause which had 
brought the crowds together, reference was made to the fact 
that the Czar and Czarina had driven through the streets on 
the day before, and that their covered sledge had been filled 
with petitions calling in terms of actual menace for generous 
treatment of " him," the expected one, the returning exile, the 
desired of all eyes. The monarch was now in the Kremlin, 
whence it was understood that he would not come out during 
the day : a decision for which some of the bystanders de- 
nounced him as unfatherlike, heartless ; while others ironically 
congratulated him on his prudence. 

The hours crept on sluggishly to the multitudes with half- 
benumbed limbs trampling and crunching through the snow. 
Noon was long past. Towards three o'clock a keen observer, 
with eyes constantly fixed southward, gave a cry and pointed to 
the Hill of Sparrows. There, clearly outlined against the 
horizon, a number of sledges, forerunning and succeeding a 
carriage of bulkier proportions, crested the height for a few 
moments, then rushed Uirough the glittering sea of snow down 
to the Holy City. There was a simultaneous murmuring of 
joy, gradually swollen into a shout from those assembled. 
They looked upon each other with flashing eyes ; their gestures 
grew more animated; many embraced; the mutual felicita- 
tions were wild in their eagerness ; it was a babel of inarticu- 
late ecstasy ; when the throng became startled intp stillness. 

From the large bell of the Tower of Ivan Veliki there came 
one bass note. The vrasiud «eemed to have been awaited as a 
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ignal. It was answered by a stroke from the chief bell of St. 
tasil's. The solemn single note was rapidly but distinctly re- 
eated by all the deep-voiced bells, one after another, in the 
ity. A silence followed. Then the duty of recommencing 
tie theme seemed to come back to the master bell of the 
!*ower of Ivan the Terrible, as to the leading instrumentalist in 
n orchestra of titans. That bell sent forth a second profound 
ote ; and this in its turn appeared to be accepted as a signal 
Dr the attuning of all the treble and tenor bells in the tower, 
lie tentative peal was once more responded to from the 
uaint domes of St. Basil ; and thence, from tower to dome 
nd dome to tower and spire, the beacon sound for the accord- 
ig of the lighter bells was passed around and along. There 
ras another pause. Then suddenly from the bells in the hun- 
ireds of churches in Moscow, as from a band of mighty harps 
nd trumpets and cymbals, joined to a choir of innumerable 
oices, there burst forth a storm of music that shook the 
TOimd under the feet of the trampling multitudes, and seemed 

make the air of winter itself tremble and melt above the 
rhole circumference of the town. In the divine carilloning of 
he smaller bells — a chiming that seemed to mount from throats 
i gold and silver — in the firmer tones of the tenor bells, in the 
reful clash and clangor, in the gloom and thunder of the 
«iss, there was joy, there was wrath, there was fearless triumph, 
here was deadly menace. But as if to make the concert over- 
rhelming in its combination of results, there came a moment 
rhen the throng sent up a roar which the clamor of the bells 

1 the metropolis alone could drown; and the enormous 
larmony was in full swell when the centre point of this welcome, 
he inspirer of this exultation, the Crown Prince, Alexis Pet- 
ovitch, dashed up to the entrance of the town. The few 
Ledges preceding him had wheeled round some hundreds of 
ards away ; and the open chariot containing himself, and some 
if those who had gone out in it to meet him and to grace his 
progress, appeared first. But the pace at which he had come 
hus far was checked as he crossed the threshold of Holy 
doscow. Had the members of the crowd run the certain 
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danger of being crushed under the wheels of the carriage, the)r 
could not have foregone the gratification of going down on 
their knees in the middle of the snow-covered streets and 
pouring forth prayers and tears of joy for the safe return of 
their beloved prince. 

Alexis was too much moved to convey his thanks, even had 
the tumult allowed him to make himself heard. He stood up j 
in the chariot, pale, but with a smile of such sweetness and I 
tenderness that his well-formed face had never seemed so win- 
some to those now gazing on him. He took off his furred 
bonnet, made the sign of the cross, lifted eyes bright with 
tears heavenward, and his lips moved in prayer. At the end 
of a minute he looked once more on the multitude, now grown 
almost hushed, while the bells rang on ; he made a quick but 
graceful gesture, half acknowledgment, half blessing, the bonnet 
sHpped from his grasp to the floor of the carriage, he sat down 
hurriedly, and covered his face with his hands. Whereupon 
the cheers, taken up once more with something of a sobbing 
sound, ultimately swelled into a hurricane of shouting in which 
a note of violent affection predominated. And so, amid the 
frenzied gladness of men's and women's voices, and the mirth- 
ful chime and the crash and roll of the bells, and beneath a 
sun that overlaid the snow-garmented streets, and the many- 
colored roofs of monasteries and houses, and the domes of the 
churches and the white walls of the Kremlin with countless 
aureoles of gold, the Czarewitch passed on. His progress 
through the narrow streets continued to be barred by the reck- 
lessness of his more obtrusive admirers, and the short-lived 
day was drawing to a close when he entered his palace. Here 
he found awaiting him, Kikine and Glieboff , lakoff Ignatieff, and 
Abraliam Lapoushkin. They received him in his most private 
of withdrawing-rooms, and when he had allowed himself to be 
well-nigh strangled in the embraces of these most privileged 
enthusiasts, he turned with sparkhng eyes from one to the 
other : 

"How would you describe my entry here? As that oit 
prisoner dragged to a dungeon in chainB, or that of a gob- 
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qneror coming to dictate terms to a prematurely triumphant 
enemy?" 

''Let none of us indulge in the mistake of premature 
triumph/' said Lapoushkin. 

"No," added Glieboff ; "let us be satisfied with knowing 
that you have escaped dangers without number, and that we 
see you in quarters where, if anywhere in the world, you are 
safe." 

" It has been an early prophecy of mine," said Ignatieff, 
** that whatever perils hung over you elsewhere, you are not 
to die in this the city of your birth ; the hand of violence will 
never be raised against you in Holy Moscow." 

''What's this?" cried Lapoushkin. "It does not sound 
gay to bring up such dark suggestions even negatively." 

** And yet," observed Kikine, " I am obliged to keep the 
discourse on the same lines. Now that we five are to ourselves, 
perhaps the prince will enlighten us as to the truth of a rumor 
Ihat we have heard already." 

** What do you mean by ' heard already ' ? What rumor ? " 

**It refers to the final stage of your journey. You, Stepdn 
Glieboff, were the one who heard it" 

" It is that an attempt was made to kill you while you were 
cm the way from Tver." 

" Not to kill me : one of my servants." 

" I heard that, too. But it was pointed out that the said 
servant rode side by side with you." 

" Quite so. But with regard to the proposed victim, it is, 
I believe, as I say. " 

"And the servant was Paul Feodoreff ? " said Lapoushkin. 

"WeU, yes." 

"Where is he ? Have you not brought him all the way?" 

"I noticed him alighting from one of the sledges as we 
passed the Monastery of the Miracle. I have not seen him 



since." 



"Well, thank God," exclaimed Glieboff, "ay, and the 
Blessed Saint Nicholas, on whose two last anniversaries you 
have been away from us, that you also escaped the peril men- 
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tioned. And now, you must be famished. Dimier was ordered 
for you " 

" And you must help me to eat it" 

As they were on the way to the banqueting-ioom, the Pioto- 
pope contrived to whisper to Alexis: "Do not look at me: 
make no sign of having heard me : never refer openly again to 
what I now say. Your letter to one long separated from you 
has arrived safely. Moscow may be startled by a wonder before 
night." 

In spite of Ignatieffs prefatory dissuasions, Alexis was 
unable, during the meal that followed, to hide his bewilder- 
ment, or to help darting one or two glances of anxious curiosity 
at his confessor. But the Protopope kept his eyes averted. 

The moment of sunset was near. The streets were yet filled, 
though there was less bustle among the crowds. The damor 
of the bells had ceased, and the neighborhood of the Crown 
Prince's palace had become deserted. It was at this time that 
a man in a plain brown costume of Western European fashion 
— 3L well-built person of commanding stature, with clean-shaven 
cheeks and chin, complexion of oriental swartness, and keen 
black eyes and noble features — passed from the gate of the 
city, under the gate of the Redeemer, and into the enclosure 
of the ICremlin. As he walked beneath the sacred portal he 
uncovered his head with an absent-minded reverence. His 
eyes were bent on the ground. He did not stoop, however, 
but strode on with a firm military step for some minutes to 
the right Then a long shadow, flung across his path by the 
sinking sun, caused him to raise his head and glance to the 
left. Passing him by, in a contrary direction, having somehow 
the appearance of being conscious of his neighborhood yet not 
directly observant of him, was a man of great height He was 
clearly of the class of superior servants, officers of a great 
household, and the opening of his ample furred cloak displayed 
a sword. The gentleman looked at him for an instant with a 
flash of recognition, seemed incHned to stop, then went on 
with a resumption of his thoughtful demeanor. 

He had not proceeded twenty steps further wben his Mttat 
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tiOQ was again aroused : this time by the sounds of feet scud- 
ding and crushing through the snow immediately behind him, 
and of a strong voice, yet further back, raised in alarm : 

" For your Ufe, majesty, take care ! " 

He looked up quickly toward the building to the right, then 
sprang around and into the centre of the road. He had done 
this just in time to save himself from contact with a man whose 
uplifted hand clenched something bright, and who was carried 
akmg by the violence of his own speed for about ten paces. 
In the same instant a giant form with drawn sabre rushed past 
with a step that made the snow-clad ground shake. The fly- 
ing figure in front turned and came forward, one hand grasping 
a dagger ; with the other hand he had succeeded in drawing a 
pistol, when the sabre swept through the air and struck him on 
the left of the body. The knife and pistol dropped from his 
dutch, and with a half-smothered utterance of a holy name he 
rolled backward, the snow drinking deep of his blood from an 
enormous wound through the flank. The dark-faced man 
moved forward calmly : looked down ; then turned to the doer 
of this deed, who had immediately sheathed the sword with its 
already freezing slabber of blood, and had fallen on his knees 
and removed his bonnet. The gentleman touched him on the 
head, and said in a tone of peremptory kindness : 

" Rise at once and cover yourself. You are a servant of 
his highness the Czarewitch? His chamberlain, I think? " 

" Yes, your majesty." 

" And the man lying there is, or was, another of his house- 
hold?" 

" It is the priest, Ivan Slonski, dismissed by my master two 
years ago," was the hurried answer. 

" Have you cut him in two? " 

When the dead monk was afterwards examined, indeed, it 
was found that the sabre, on entering the waist from leftward, 
had shorn quite through the backbone, and even a little beyond, 
and that the body was only held ^m falling asunder by the 
unsevered clothing and a few inches of flesh to the right The 
man who had killed hun had either no care or no time to 
^4 
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answer the wondering inquiry addressed to him, for at this 
moment some half-dozen servants hastened to the spot from a 
near gateway. The gentleman gave a few directions about the 
removal of the mangled corpse — Erections uttered and listened 
to on one side and the other with a serenity which evinced a 
strange familiarity with scenes of blood. Then he signalled to 
his rescuer, and monarch and chamberlain entered the palace 
of the Czar. 

They passed into a room whose walls were decorated 
maps, whose one round table was covered with documen 
opened and sealed, and which was, in all respects besides- 
furnished with plainness. The Emperor took a seat and 
for a few seconds with frank admiration at the figure befo; 
him. 

" It seems, then, that one at least among the followers c^^f 
my son makes an account of my life. Yet it was you thsK^t 
did your best to defeat my plans ; you that knouted almost fco 
death one of my most trusted agents? " 

" For that, your majesty, however I offend, I can never a£fe<rt 
the slightest sorrow," said the chamberlain hardily. 

" It was you,*' continued the sovereign, with a half smiley 
" who would at all costs have prevented the prince's return to 
Russia?'' 

" It was I." 

" You that would have persuaded him to seek the protec- 
tion of Pope Clement." 

" Yes." 

" Your object was to save him from my vengeance? ** 

"Yes." 

" As I look at you, I need not ask you if you ever feared my 
resentment for your own part in the affair. And so you are 
deeply devoted to my son? If this last act of yours does not 
destroy all your previous record, you have more than one means 
of reminding him of your services when he ascends the throne. 
What do you say?" 

"Whether I am wishing him ill or well, sire, I trust that hit 
highness may never come to the Russian throne.*' 
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The Czar gazed at him still with pleased attention : 

"And your sister, who hopes to marry him — ^what might she 
say to such a wish?" 

" Again, however I may seem to work against my master's 
desires, I hope from my heart that such a marriage will never 
take place." 

The Emperor scrutinized him more earnestly than before, 
then rejoined : 

" I am forgetting what I owe to your vigilance and courage. 
The saving of the life of the Czar at a supreme crisis in the 
history of Russia is not an achievement to be passed over 
lightly, to be requited with a mean reward. Are you not am- 
bitious? You are self-possessed. You speak well. You have 
the bearing of a soldier. Under my regard you might mount 
high. Let me not be looked upon as commanding, but as in- 
viting you to say, for your own good, whether you should not 
leave your present service." 

"You say that is not a command, your majesty? " 

" It is not." 

" K I might dare to name my reward " 

" Do so." 

" It would be that I should never leave my master, the Czare- 
witch, whatever be his fortunes, while he lives." 

"And that is your one ambition? " 

" My one longing in life." 

The sovereign looked keenly, pityingly, but in nowise con- 
temptuously at the chamberlain, and murmured with a sigh : 

" My son is indeed fortunate to gain such love. But let me 
not be ungrateful enough to complain of your decision. So far 
as I am concerned, you shall be left undisturbed in that wish, 
at least." 

The chamberlain went on his knees : " Thank you, father," 
he said simply. 

The appellation of affectionate reverence, familiar enough to 
the Russian sovereign from subjects of high and low degree, 
seemed to sound pleasantly in his ears at this moment. He 
looked with much kindnessi with the smile that so well became 
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him, on the servanti and stretched forth hia hand to be 
kissed. 

'' I do not consider that you are yet rewarded/' he said. *' I 
know of men beginning the world with no greater advantages 
than yours, and with less power to serve, perhaps, and who are 
now among my most trusted coxmsellors. Meanwhile, let not 
this be noised imduly abroad. I believe you to be discreet 
Besides, it may profit you little among those to whom yoa 
will now return to make known the service you have done 
me." 

And Paul turned suddenly pale, and there was a fatal ac- 
quiescence in his eyes as he bowed and went away. 

The Czar remained in the room. He had been alone about 
five minutes, perusing a dociunent drawn up by Schafiroif, the 
vice-chancellor, when a servant appeared at the door announc- 
ing Alexander Menchikoif. The minister entered quietly, 
bearing in his left hand a paper on which there appeared to be 
a stain of blood. 

" What's that ? *' asked the Emperor. 

*' The monk's dress has been searched, and this was found 
sewn up in the bosom of it" 

Peter glanced hurriedly at the much-cracked seal, opened 
the paper, and read it once. He passed his hand over his 
brow, gazed vacantly on the table before him, read the paper 
a second time, and looked up at Menchikoff. 

'< Were you personally at the finding of this ? " he said in a 
hoarse voice. 

" I was." 

" Do you know its contents? " 

" I do not, sire." 

There was, or seemed to be, an offhand heedlessness in this 
disclaimer, which caused the Czar to lean forward in violent 
impatience. 

" I have no care to be trifled with. Recollect that God 
hears you, and answer me without lying. Have you, or hive 
you not, read this paper?" 

Menchikoff looked surprised and alarmed at the Empaort 
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agitation ; but his reply came instantly, in a tone of frank and 
unquestionable earnestness: 

"The paper was found by me alone, and whatever be its 
purport, I can assure your majesty most solemnly : I swear to 
you by my Saviour : that not only do I know nothing of it, but 
that not a living soul under this palace roof has read one word 
of it, from the moment of its being taken by my hand from 
the body until now." 

Peter silently made the prince a gesture of dismissal. Then 
he folded up the paper, put it within his breast, and resumed 
the reading of the document from the chancellery. 

From that same hour startling events followed each other 
with rapidity in Moscow. Ivan Slonski's head was cut off in 
secret and his torn corpse was burnt by the hangman that 
night. Next morning the Czarewitch, looking from one of his 
windows, beheld before the gate of his own palace the head of 
his former chaplain planted on a stake. Two hours later an 
order came directing his highness to keep his rooms for that 
day and the day after. On the next evening but one his palace 
entrances were guarded by soldiers of the Preobrajenski. And 
before midnight it was known throughout the dismayed capital 
that Alexis, Prince Imperial of Russia, had been formally ar- 
rested by command of the Czar. On the 3rd of February, in 
the early afternoon, the audience-chamber of the Kremlin was 
opened for the preliminary steps in a trial of state. It was a 
hall of vast dimensions, low-roofed and badly lif^ted on the 
clearest day ; the quaint images of angels and saints, and legend- 
ary monarchs and warriors of the land, on the golden grounds 
of walls and ceiling, lending to the room a sombre magnifi- 
cence which was impressive enough apart from all other ad- 
juncts. Round the apartment, however, were upwards of a 
hundred members of the Secret Council, including Menchikoff, 
Golovkin, Schafiroff, Tolstoi, and other great officers of the 
Empire, in their garments of ceremony, the gold brocade and 
pearl with which many were adorned helping further to relieve 
the pervading obscurity. At the upper end sat the Czar in a 
well-fitting suit of brown, spotless in bia Unta «& ^^sb^XinX 
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otherwise the plainliest-dressed man in the halL One after 
another of those present looked at him, but turned their eyes 
away quickly. Not one of them but trembled before him at 
the best of times, and now there was that in his countenance 
which the boldest gazer did not venture to look at twice. 

Immediately on his entrance he had taken from the hands 
of the vice-chanceUor Schafiroff, and had himself read, while 
all stood up, a paper which touched in brief on the reasons for 
summoning the assembly. He had thereafter raised his hand 
as a signal and had sat down. There was a pause. On a sud- 
den the doors at the far end of the hall were drawn open, and 
the Czarewitch entered. He was without a sword, he bore no 
token of his rank, he was led between sentinels, a prisoner. 
He gazed a little before him on his first appearance ; his eyes 
were fixed vaguely on the ground ; for a few moments a shud- 
dering, subdued merely by his own stupefaction, slightly shook 
his frame. But somehow, as he went up the room, even as be 
glanced at his father's by no means gracious visage, he seemed 
to gain, if not confidence, at least a certain self-possession, 
arising, perhaps, from despair ; for still the pallor of his face 
lit up the gloom in his immediate vicinity with a deadly radi- 
ance. For six months before the Crown Prince's flight, the 
father and son had never until now come in presence of each 
other. 

The Czar stood up. There was a painful working about his 
lips and cheeks which convinced the onlookers that he was 
about to be racked by one of his chronic facial convulsioDS. 
With a terrible effort, however, he beat off the attack. The 
remembrance was fresh upon him — ^apartfrom all that had gone 
before — of the events of the last three days : the seditious na- 
ture of the entry into Moscow, the treasonable character of 
certain speeches made in the prince's palace on the night of 
the home-coming ; the attempt upon the sovereign's own life— 
an attempt whose true origin he had fearful reason for suspect- 
ing. At this last recollection his cheeks grew dark and his 
eyes blazed, and he made a sign whereat the guards halted 
with their priaonex. 
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" So, sir, we meet again. After a separation of two years 
we are face to face once more. You have furnished reasons 
in plenty to others for your flight. Do you think it worth while 
to otfer an explanation to me ? " 

"Sire," answered Alexis, with a firmness which surprised 
more than one of his hearers, " two years ago you had asked 
me my intentions as to the succession to the throne. Three 
times, by writing and by word of moiith, I had declared my 
resolution to renounce all right. You were offended at the de- 
cision. I had no other to give. I did not venture to com- 
municate with you a fourth time, since I could not alter my 
purpose. I could do nothing but increase your displeasure by 
the repetition of a determination which had so angered you 
from the first" 

" And it was out of consideration for me, with no other ob- 
ject than to spare my fatherly feelings, that you fied to a 
foreign court, clamoring to be saved from me, and affronting 
and humiliating me in the eyes of all Europe? " 

There was no reply to this. 

" However, from your general manner, I am glad that your 
residence abroad seems to have gifted you with a little assur- 
ance. And so you confess, in the hearing of this assembly, 
that I was angered at your offer to renounce the throne? " 

" I confess it" 

" Now, tell me, from your own point of view, what was your 
purpose in seeking refuge at Vienna? " 

" As I considered myself deprived of the right to interfere 
in the state affairs of Russia, and that by my own will, I thought 
I was at liberty to ask for the hospitality of my brother-in- 
law." 

** And you asked it in a frank and manly way, with a royal 
dignity, as became the son of an emperor. It was worthy of a 
prince imperial, worthy of a gentleman, was it not, to persuade 
me, to persuade the whole world, that you were coming on 
to Mecklenburg ; then to break off the journey when once out of 
Russia, to vanish from view like a prison-breaJung criminal, and 
to steal by night into the houses of your conf ederatea in the 
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German Empire ? But to return to the matter of succession 
to the throne. You swear to God that your renunciation of 
two years ago, whether written or spoken, was in earnest? ^ 

" I swear it." 

"Never since repented of?" 

" Never." 

'' Understand well what I ask, and what you answer. You 
never, in speech or in writing, complained to your entertainers 
and accomplices in Austria that you had been coerced in your 
decision ; you never called upon them to help you in the re- 
assertion of your rights? " 

" Never." 

The Czar nodded his head several times in a sort of grim 
admiration, a grave smile englooming his coxmtenance. His 
eyes fell for an instant on a paper spread out on the table before 
him. Then he drew a long breath and turned once more, and 
with a rapidly changed aspect, to the prince : 

" I'll put no more questions to you. For the sake of the 
Redeemer who died for the general crimes of the world, and 
who suffers again the torments of crucifixion by every new sin 
of man. Til invite no more such answers as you have just given 
me. You have declared in the hearing of all in this room that 
your renunciation was meant seriously, that it was unforced, 
that it was not afterwards regretted, that you appealed to no 
one to help you in the recovery of rights of which you had been 
robbed. Here is a paper giving a full account of the opinions 
indulged in by you, whether by pen or word of mouth, whflc 
you remained within the confines of the Roman Empire. Here 
it is recorded — ^you had made it the town talk of Vienna — that 
you were driven to flight because I had determined to force 
you into a monastery ; because you had no inclination for a 
monkish career ; because my ministers, at my instigation, had 
led you into habits of drunkenness and debauchery so as to 
brutalize your mind and render you unfit to govern ; because 
I sought your destruction, soul and body, and had, with these 
hands of mine, made at least one attempt upoa yoor life; be- 
cause, in brief, yon counted upon the companon of jooi 
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bxother-in-law, Charles of Austria, to save you from the murder- 
ous tyrant, your own father. Here, and now, you have at 
last my answer. My answer, as well as I can give it : since, in 
the outset, I am hard pushed to find words of scorn bitter 
enough to blast and brand your calumnies on m3rself. For 
your shifts, and tricks, and lies, they have the one result of 
making it beyond reason that I should ever again trust your 
word. For your perjury in this very hall, within these few 
minutes, when you dared to call God in witness to a state- 
ment of the blackest mendacity, the duty is cast upon me 
of shielding my people from ever being cursed by the reign 
of a sovereign so blasphemously indifferent to the claims of truth 
and honor. But, in spite of yourself, I'll save you from false- 
hood in one instance. Your renunciation of two years ago I 
accept as a sincere one : it shall now be made in all formality. 
In the hearing of Heaven's angels and saints, in the presence 
of the All-Knowing and Eternal God, I denounce you as a liar, 
a danderer, a perjurer. By the wounds of Christ I swear that 
you shall never ascend the Russian throne." 

At this tempest of invective, there were many in the chamber 
who bowed their heads and winced, as if the lightning seared 
their own eyes and the thunder menaced themselves. The 
Crown Prince's fictitious firmness gave way. He sank on his 
knees and stuttered forth an incoherent appeal for pardon 
iriiich died away in sobs and groans. A silence followed. 

Then the Czar left his place, went forward, and with stem 
composure raised the prince by the hand. 

•* Do not," he said, " speak as if your life were aimed at. 
Still, remember once for all what is expected of you : that you 
renounce all right to the throne of Russia, and that you deliver 
up the names of those who have counselled you in your recent 
ill-doing." 

To both conditions Alexis eagerly signified assent : ** Shall it 
be in writing, sire?" 

** Come with me," was the answer. 

He was taken by the Czar to an inner room, where the two 
xcmained unheardi unwitnessed for a quarter of an hour. At 
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the end of that time they returned, each to his place, the son 
slightly relieved, the father's demeanor in no wise changed. 

" Now ! " exclaimed the Czar to Schafiroff, who sat near him. 

The vice-chancellor then read an act of solemn renunciation 
by which the Crown Prince declared himself justly deprived of 
his inheritance, and swore by the Holy Trinity never to reclaim 
it. There was another of those oppressive pauses by which 
this grave scene had been marked from the commencement 
Then, following the example of the Emperor, the court arose. 
The Czarewitch, still guarded, going first, the sovereign bring- 
ing up the rear, the entire assembly marched in procession to 
the neighboring cathedral of the Kremlin. And there finally, 
before the high altar, Alexis, with his right hand on the open 
gospels, repeated word for word the oath required of him, then 
signed the deed. 

On the same afternoon, Peter, with characteristic prompti- 
tude, drew up a manifesto to the nation, of which numerous 
copies were made by the secretaries of the chancellery, and 
read in the chief churches of the capital before the night had 
long set in. 

This document dwelt upon the trouble which had been 
taken with the Crown Prince's education, the uselessness of all 
efforts to amend his ways, his constant refusal to help his 
father in any efforts for the good of the country, his attitude 
towards a noble, faithful and accomplished wife, whose heait 
he had broken, whom he had driven to an early grave by selfish 
treachery and cruelty. Reference was then made to his base 
amours, to his flight, the slanders which he had spread all over 
Europe against a father who had forgiven him not seven times, 
but seventy times seven. Last of all, to his degrading appeal 
for sanctuary to foreign Powers, and to the not yet investigated 
tenor of his communications with such Powers. For these and 
other reasons, Alexis Petrovitch was adjudged to have forfeited 
his right to the throne, his son Peter was instituted in his place, 
and any one who opposed this decree of the sovereign, and 
upheld the claims of the renounced and fallen Czarewitch 
AlexiSi was declared a traitor and a felon. 
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During three days the residents of Moscow, in all conditions 
of life, were appealed to with effusiveness by Menchikoff, Tol- 
stoi, the Golovkins and others, to prove their loyalty to the 
Czar by swearing in the cathedral, in consonance with the terms 
of the act drawn up. 

But the king in the gospel, who made a marriage for his son, 
had not much more difficulty in gathering guests for the wed- 
ding, than these active servants found in assembling loyalists 
who should agree by oath to deprive the Czar's eldest bom of 
his birthright 

Alexander Kikine, meeting Lapoushkin in course of these 
doings, made merry over the difficulties of the Czar's agents. 
Then he spoke of Alexis : 

''You have heard of the list he has given of his accom- 
plices?" 

" I hear that not one of us is mentioned in it." 

"Right. What did I tell you? He only gives up Dol- 
gorouki, Izor TroubetzkoT, and his own chamberlain." 

"PaulFeodoreff?" 

** Certainly not. Anselm Athanasieff." 

" I thought it might have been Paul." 

" And you degraded your nephew by thinking so. No, no, 
111 always maintain that those to whom he has ever had cause 
to be thankful are safe with him." 

"Let me share your belief heartily. Nevertheless I have 
been more than usually earnest in my prayers of late." 

"Why?" 

" For our sake and for his. First, that God may long keep 
Euphrosyne and himself in every way asunder. Next, that he 
may never be invited to remove from Moscow." 

Meanwhile there were thousands who kept away, in addition 
to the prince's chief counsellors, from the oath-taking in the 
cathedral Some spoke in open defiance of the new promulga- 
tion, and one bishop waited his opportunity, and finding the 
Czar in the building, deliberately went up to him and handed 
him a document 

''Whafs this?" inquired Peter. 
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** A protest against the act which robs your son of his ti^ 
to the throne," said the prelate fearlessly. 

" And this is your own act? " 

'' I make myself, a bishop of the Orthodox Church, an ex- 
ponent of the thoughts of hundreds of thousands of other 
Christians." 

The Emperor smiled and glanced at the paper. 

'' I shall read this at leisure," he said. Then, looking full 
at the ecclesiastic, he continued : '' And take my word for i% 
Dositheos, Bishop of Rostofi, that I shall remember my son's 
advocate." 



I 






Alexis Deprived of his Counsellors. 381 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

ALEXIS DEPRIVED OF HIS COUNSELLORS. 

When the ceremonies connected with the deposition of the 
Crown Prince and the oaths of loyalty to the new Czare- 
^tch were at an end, Alexis was permitted to go back to his 
palace. He might consider himself once more at liberty. 
But a strict watch was kept on all his movements. 

His first act was to hurry to the palace of the Czar, to find 
>ut the Empress Catherine, to fall at her feet, and to implore 
i^er to use her influence in hastening on his marriage with 
Euphrosyne. He had done with every ambition but the one 
Df being happy with her. His gay eagerness and almost infan- 
ine simplicity in raising such a question at this crisis took the 
Czarina for a moment aback. She answered him gently, but 
mth firmness, deprecating haste, and advising caution in the 
::hoice of a time for approaching the Emperor : 

** Consider the terms of the proclamation ; and pardon me, 
my son, for reminding you of it The ink is hardly dried on 
the paper in which your father contrasts the dead mother of 
your children with the person you now desire to marry." 

My father does not know Euphrosyne," said Alexis coldly. 
No. He has only seen her once, and that was on the day 
when she gave your late wife her death-blow. If he meets 
her a second time, I hope it may not be when her tongue will 
once more deal out death to those around her." 

The prince appeared astonished at the grave, dry tone of 
this retort. But he quickly recovered the air of one whose 
good-humor was not to be disturbed. 
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"You refer to the proclamation," he said; "let me refer to 
it in one sentence. I am deposed, disinherited. To that I 
agree. I freely withdraw from any part in public afiFairs. I 
have told all I know, and I repeat that my one aim is to live 
in peace with the woman I love." 

"Told all you know?" said the Czarina, looking at him 
steadily. 

" Yes," was the answer, given briskly, but with averted eyes. 
" And so," he continued, in the sudden assumption of a caress- 
ing tone, " relying upon your majesty's offices, upon my kind 
mother's offices, I trust very soon to have the decision of my 
father on the matter." 

Catherine looked at him earnestly and shook her head. 

" I am afraid," she remarked slowly, and with a compas- 
sionate embarrassment which for an instant chilled his blood, 
"that you do not realize the position in which you stand 
You do not conceive the little there is in common at this 
moment between his majesty's causes for anxiety and what 
you describe as your sole ambition. However, God forbid that 
you should be fretted by my taking too dark a view of what 
may be in store for you. You are likely to hear from your 
father soon ; and whether he will interest himself or not in the 
lady who is honored by your love remains to be seen." 

The prince's momentarily fainting spirits revived at this. 

" Do you interest him, madamc, and all will be won." 

She had turned away her head during the final sentence of 
her own speech. Now, she looked at him suddenly: "This 
lady has no ambition in the political sense? " 

" None." 

" She will not have been disappointed at your renunciation 
of the throne?" 

" Nothing will gladden her more than to know that I am 
relieved from such a care." 

" Her one longing and yours is to pass the rest of your days 
in happy wedded life? " 

" Nothing but that." 

''In fine, yock axe firmly persuaded of her unglenesi of pof' 
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pose where you are concerned, of her utter forgetfuhiess of self, 
of her truth, honor and devotion to you alone? " 

" Put her to the test, and you will not wonder at my un- 
swerving confidence in her." 

The Empress inclined her head, and he kissed her hand and 
left her. 

About this time a courier left Moscow bearing a letter, with 
several enclosures, from Sergius Maranoff to Euphrosyne Feo- 
doreff, who was now travelling slowly to Russia by way of North- 
em Germany. 

The names of those accomplices whom Alexis had betrayed 
to his father in the private interview off the hall of audience 
included members of the first families in Russia. And chiefs 
and scions of the houses of Dolgorouki and Troubetzko'i came 
to Moscow loaded with chains, were scourged, imprisoned or 
banished ; and Alexis, consoling himself with the belief that no 
more revelations would be required of him, was wholly at ease. 
Ris most useful, most guilty associates remained unmolested. 
So he looked with quite a novel gaiety towards the future. 
And meanwhile, in season and out of season, with an unabashed 
persistence, which made many observers hold serious discus- 
sion upon his claims to sanity, he paraded his love affairs and 
8et all influences in motion to help forward his designs regard- 
ing his mistress. Calling one day at the Czar's palace and 
finding Helena von CEst Frise and Dorothea von Furstenberg 
amusing themselves with his t^vo children, he commenced 
calmly to dwell upon the fact that the little ones would soon 
have a companion. 

*' Yes," he said complacently, " it has pleased the Bestower 
of all good gifts to bless my Euphrosyne with a child." 

Helena grew scarlet, and Dorothea, after a moment of 
silence, in which her thoughts appeared to be elsewhere, arose 
to leave the room. 

"You are not interested in my news, princess ?" re- 
marked Alexis. 

*'Your highness " began Dorothea. 

But he continued with quiet serenity : " I regret th\so^tfi.x\!ta.- 
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tion of indifference. Whatever susceptibilities I, for my part, 
offend, I wish it to be known near and far that Eaphrosjne 
must be respected. She will one day be my wife." 

Dorothea, standing by the door, smiled strangely at him. 

" May I hope for your imperial highness's pardon if I say 
that you misjudge me? So far from taking no interest in the 
lady you have named, I am about to gladden you with news of 
her." 

'' If you can do that, you may rely upon my pardon for 
many things. But I do not understand." 

" A letter has come for you from Berlin*" 

" From her, then? WTiere is it? " 

'' There has clearly been some uncertainty aa to where the 
letter would find you. It was addressed to this palace. I'll 
do myself the pleasure of bringing it to yoiu: highness." 

" There has been also a paper left out for his imperial high- 
ness by the Czar," said Helena. 

Dorothea went out, but returned at the end of not more 
than a minute with two letters, one a bulky document from the 
Emperor, the other the promised epistle from Euphrosyne. 
Alexis, with an impatient scowl, threw on to a chair beside him 
the sealed packet from his father, and with trembling fingers 
opened the letter from his mistress. It was obviously brief; 
but it contained matter of weighty enough import to strike the 
radiance from the reader's eyes and to send the blood back to 
his heart. He got up from his chair after a silence of some 
minutes and looked at Dorothea : 

" I have had little to thank you for in the past You rmiy 
think what claims you have upon my gratitude now." 

He left the room, and Helena turned to her friend. 

"What's the matter?" 

" His fair one has no doubt been pointing out to him the 
path of duty with more peremptoriness than usual." 

"You have a guess of what is in that letter? " 

" I know of what the woman is capable. You have some- 
times thought, and I have felt myself, that I was exaggerating 
the retribution that should overtake him for his treatment of 
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Charlotte. From this day I shall no more harden my heart ox 
raise my band against him. Til leave all to his Euphrosyne." 

That evening had been set apart for a banquet to be given 
in his own palace by the deposed Crown Prince to his inti- 
mates. The company was to be joined by two remarkable 
guests, whose presence in Moscow, and beneath the prince's 
roof, was thus far understood to be known to three men only. 
These two guests were the repudiated Empress Eudoxia and 
her friend the Princess Golytzin, both arrived the night before, 
under every precaution, from Souzdal. And the three persons 
in the secret were Abraham Lapoushkin and Stepdn Glieboff 
from the first, and, later on, Alexis himself. The visit, of the 
Empress had been suggested by her brother, and she had 
entered earnestly into the object of that visit, which, under the 
circumstances, was chimerical enough. It was no other than 
to persuade the prince to an abandonment of his project of 
marriage with Euphrosyne. 

When evening came and brought with it Ignatieff, Kikine, 
Viazemski, and the Bishop of Rostoff, the fallen Czarina held 
a sort of melancholy state reception of her son's and her own 
partisans. 

The minutes dragged on, however. It was eight o'clock 
and the Czarewitch had not come. 

*' I have not seen him since morning," said Kikine. 

" I met him at three o'clock this afternoon," said Viazem- 
ski, *' and he was then on his way to the Czar's palace." 

" I do not like to hear of him venturing into that den," 
mused Glieboff. 

" Perhaps his father has persuaded him to stop with him 
for the night," laughed Lapouskin. 

" I met him a little earlier than Nicephoros. He had gone, 
on pretence of visiting his children, to gather news," explained 
Ignatieff. '* He was in high spirits when I saw him, and had 
just taken leave of some officers in the army." 

'* Did he speak to you of a possible mutiny of the Preo- 
brajenski?" inquired Glieboff. 

** He did," answered lakofL 
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'* And I see nothing out of reason in it," added Nicephoros. 

" I shall not criticise the views of the learned Nicephoros 
Viazemski," rejoined Stepdn with a sigh. "We have made 
fair headway among all classes, indeed. I merely wish that 
our prince were not such a visionary, and could be trusted to 
leave well alone." 

" He is not coming," said Eudoxia despondently. 

" We must take this delay," said the Princess Golytzin 
cheerily, " this one more proof of his constitutional indolence 
and forgetfulness, as we do everything else about him — ^with 
trust and resignation." 

Nine o'clock struck. Those present shook their heads, and 
began to hint at the necessity of breaking up the party ; when 
the room in which they were assembled, and which led into 
the banqueting-hall, was opened. There entered Alexis, fol- 
lowed immediately by the Czar and Menchikoff ; while in the 
passage behind them glittered the arms of a nimiber of sol- 
diers of the "Transfiguration" regiment. The two ladies 
gasped. Glieboff and Lapoushkin exchanged smiles. The 
remainder of the guests gazed on one another with a wild for- 
lomness. The three newcomers took seats, and the door be- 
hind them closed. 

The Czar did not seem surprised at the appearance of 
Eudoxia. 

" You were imprudent to travel in this weather, madam," 
he said. " The snows are melting, and you would have found 
the roads almost impassable. On the whole, you would have 
done wisely to stay away." 

Eudoxia rose, and hurrying forward sank on her knees 

" I know what is in store for me," she cried ; " I throw 
myself upon your mercy. Pardon my crimes against you. 
For God*s love, do not put me to death. Let me go back 
to the convent, under any conditions you please, and I shall 
bless and pray for you while I live." 

"Reassure yourself," said Peter, "you shall not forfeit 
your head. You are not one of the wives of Henry VIIL of 
England. Go back. \o 'Yc^acc omrv tooms, you and your attend- 
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ant Your serene highness," he continued, turning to Men- 
chikoff when the ladies had gone, " was it not nine years ago, 
the year of the battle of Pultava, that you and I surprised my 
scm's guests, many of whom I see around me, at a banquet ? " 
"The winter of that same year, your majesty." 
" I am strangely reminded of that night. And yet the cir- 
cumstances are different. There is a pleasing smell not far off, 
but there will be no banquet. I am here, gentlemen, to make 
excuses on behalf of my son, who accompanies me. He can- 
not entertain you to-night ; he has more momentous business 
to look to. But he will read you a note which will save me 
the trouble of further explanation." 

The guests did not look at each other again. They bent 
their heads, with the exception of Glieboff ; and Alexis, tak- 
ing a paper from the hand of Menchiko^, read aloud these 
few words : 

"My prince, you are all the world to me. I must risk 
everything, even your displeasure, to save you from the con- 
sequences of the wrongdoing you have been betrayed into. If 
you do not at once make known the conspirators who coun- 
selled you in your flight from Russia, in your disobedience to 
his majesty the Czar, and in other of your offences towards 
our most gracious sovereign, I will reveal the names myself. 
— ^Your promised Wife, " Euphrosyne." 

The prince had read this with a hesitating voice, and yet 
with a sort of pride. But on looking up, on encountering 
the eyes of Gheboff, there was an ineffable meanness in the 
forced smile of shame with which he dropped his head again. 

" Now," said the Czar, " I know you will obey the unselfish 
woman who so braves the terrors of your indignation, and who 
has your welfare so near at heart. Your first accomplice." 

" The Protopope." 

" State in brief his offence." 

" He has taught me from the first to rebel against your au- 
tiiority, and has encouraged me in longing for your dealU " 
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" Name the next" 

" Nicephoros ViazemskL" 

*' Sire ,'' exclaimed the ex-tutor. 

'' Pass over him. Come to the next, and state how he has 
offended." 

"The Bishop of Rostoff, in having organized the priests 
imder him to resist the church policy of your majesty." 

" Proceed." 

" Alexander Kikine, in having devised all the airangements 
for my flight from Russia." 

*' After him?" 

*' My uncle Lapoushkin." 

" You need not mention his crime. I'll deal with yoar 
mother's brother myself. Next?" 

« Stepin GUeboff " 

*' And I," said Glieboff, rising and interrupting, " will pre- 
vent a son from revealing matters which cast a reflection on 
one who has given him birth. Shall I name how I, the wont 
criminal here, have offended?" 

" Do so," said the Emperor. 

Stepin locked at him with a desperate shamelessness : 

" I have dishonored your bed, I once tempted yom son to 
miu:der you ; and if I had come here armed, you would not 
have left this room alive." 

"Stepin Glieboff," said the Czar slowly, "your effrontciy 
will not have the effect you hoped for— of making me strike 
you dead where you stand. You shall be reserved for different 
treatment. Abraham Lapoushkin, you cast your eyes on Eu- 
phrosyne*s letter. You are right. This is what you prophesied 
lakoff Ignatieff, you are scandalized to know that your penitent 
has made a confession without first consulting you. Alexander 
Kikine, reflect while you may, on how far profitable it is to 
leave old masters for new ones. Dositheos, Bishop of Rostoft 
you shall now have my practical answer to your protest in the 
cathedral. Nicephoros Viazemski, make no defence. I have 
no time to think of punishment for triflers. You see the I^ 
fult of introducing ycnit ^d Xx^tssj ^sql. However, yoa alooe 
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go free ; and when you say your prayers to-night, offer up an 
^t of thanksgiving to God for his infinite mercy in creating 
you a fool. For the remainder of you, my excellent friends, 
fa compensation for the entertainment of which you have been 
deprived to-night, I offer you with all my heart hospitality and 
sbelter elsewhere. A battalion of the Preobrajenski is about 
Uui within the doors to accompany you to your next quarters." 

From that night it might be said that a reign of horror had 
'Ommenced in Holy Russia. The ferocious passions of the 
^zar had been aroused, and those who had for so many years 
ncouraged his eldest bom to defy him were now to feel his 
engeance. 

The ex-Empress Eudoxia, denounced in a supplementary 
eposition by her son, and promptly avowing her connection 
ith Gliebofl, received, indeed, light measure. She was 
merely sent to another convent, in which the chances of cor* 
^spondence with the outer world would be less numerous, and 
le general discipline more severe. 

The men arrested were all put to the torture ; strange hints 
ere wrung from most of them in the midst of their pangs ; 
id gradually there rose a suspicion that not only inside Rus- 
a, but elsewhere, there had long been on foot a tremendous 
lot for the deposition of the reigning sovereign, the elevation 
I Alexis to the throne, and the ruin of all the work done by 
eter. The lower orders throughout the country had been 
lemselves worked upon by prophecies to believe and conspire 
> the same effect. And they furnished their contribution of 
risoners accordingly. Many of the humbler persons thus ar- 
»ted were knouted or beaten with staves, their nostrils were 
it, and they were sent to Siberia. The Princess Golytzin, as 
firm adherent of the twice repudiated and disgraced Eudoxia, 
'as brought to the barracks of the Preobrajenski : there, in a 
urge court, ui the midst of a circle of a hundred soldiers, her 
iothes were torn off her, she was laid naked on the ground 
nd beaten insensible with rods. 

lakotf Ignatieff, Dositheos (the unfrocked Bishop of Rostoff) 
nd Abraham Lapoushkin were broken on the wheel, then be^ 
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headed ; their bodies were next burnt and their heads fixed 
upon tall stakes. The same fate befell a certain confessor of 
Eudoxia. Alexis was graciously pleased to exert his influence 
so far as to have his former chamberlain, Anselm Athanasiefii 
beheaded only. 

Alexander Kikine, at one time so high in the Czar's favor, 
was also broken on the wheel, but slowly, so that he might fed 
to the utmost intensity every pang. He was then decapitated 

Stepin Glieboff first received fifty lashes with the knout: 
red-hot irons were next applied to his lacerated back and 
chest ; he was then placed at full length on iron floors heated 
to broiling point. Thereafter, his naked frame was fastened 
to a plank covered with sharp wooden pegs. On the 14th of 
March he was impaled on iron spikes ; and died next day, 
having not spoken a word from begiiming to end of his tor- 
ments. 

When the morning of the i6th of March broke, a quadran- 
gular scaffold of white stone, six cubits high, erected during 
the night, was observed rising in the middle of the vast square 
before the Kremlin. It was encircled by great iron stakes on 
which were fixed the heads of the Bishop of Rostoff, the Pro- 
topope, the brother of the dethroned Czarina, her lover, and 
their comrades. The sides of the scaffold were black with 
stains of dried and rotting blood ; on a fiat square thickness of 
marble at the summit were heaped the naked trunks of the con- 
spirators ; and topmost of the hideous load upon the blood- 
drenched slab, was the body of Stepdn Glieboff. 

In selecting the majority of these victims the Czar had 
shown a terrible audacity. By his destruction of some of the 
most venerated ecclesiastics in Moscow, including the imperial 
confessor himself, by his unfrocking, torturing, beheading and 
burning to ashes of a bishop, he had trampled upon the holi- 
est prejudices of his people. Yet he was conscious, and with 
a secret rage, that the inhabitants of the ancient capital, even 
with these examples before them, were not cowed. The rela- 
tions between themselves and the son whom he had degraded 
proved this but too clearly. Alexis rescued, as he consideied, 
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from all reason for anxiety on his own and Euphrosyne's ac- 
count, bore up with fortitude against the disappearance of his 
late advisers ; and, indeed, seemed inclined to take credit to 
himself for serving the state by his wholesale betrayals. But, 
withal, he had not forfeited to any appreciable extent the 
goodwill of the Moscow populace. He remained undisturbed 
in his palace and went about freely, if not amid the acclama- 
tions of the people, yet to their relief, and with their sympathy. 
The centre of their hopes was at least left to them. 

" What would be a lesson to him and them? " said Peter to 
himself. " I can lay my finger upon that, in his own writing, 
which would turn every father's hand in the world against him. 
Yet if they knew it, these rampant bloody fanatics would hail 
his enterprise with joy. And how can I bring everlasting scan- 
dal on the crown by exposing him to civilized nations as a 
parricide. 

Still, the Czar held more than one weapon in reserve. He 
determined to avail himself of one, already partly used, by 
Brhose means he might deal a blow which would resound 
throughout the empire, and end once for all, his anxieties 
Eor the future. 

*« He is weak," said he one day to Catherine ; " his oaths 
Eure worthless. Again and again, from beginning to end of the 
passing years, I keep asking, how could such a creature at his 
best, have governed a land like ours ? He would be blown 
about by every wind of faction, shrivelled up by all the sparks 
of discontent To think of him having to confront an in- 
surrection ! Pah 1 Where there is a man of straw, the fire is 
attracted and devours him ; when a stone wall or an iron statue 
bars the way, the fire stops and bums itself out." 

** It is amazing how callous he has been through all these 
troubles," observed Catherine. " But then, his one subject of 

ooncem is this wretched woman " 

" Who, it seems, according to Tolstoi, is going to supplant 
you in my favor 1 " laughed Peter. 

The Empress found the reminder too trivial for contempt 
itself: 
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** At first he was distressed at her demand that he shoold 
betray his confederates. But he has now fully persuaded him- 
self that all was done for his good, that she would lay down 
her own or any other life to save his, that never since the days 
of Jephthah's daughter was there such a pattern of self-devo- 
tion. He constantly bewails his inability to thank her enough 
for all that she has done for him, and clamors for the hoar 
when they shall come together again." 

" He shall be gratified before long." 

<<Then let me not be an onlooker at the meeting between 
them." 

" I think you'll have to resign yourself to being a witness 
even of that crisis in their squalid amouis. But no more of 
this for the present," 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

EUPHROSYNE PROVES HERSELF A LOYAL SUBJECT. 

Towards the end of March, Count Tolstoi, hurrying into 
Moscow from a mission to the north, was closeted for nearly 
^ hour with the Emperor. 

" You still answer for Maranoff ? " said the sovereign, as 
Tolstoi was going away. 

" For his usefuhiess, your majesty." 

" And that guarantee you will consider comprehensive 
Enough : since truth and honesty are at a discount in Russia. 
iVell, Peter Tolstoi, I like you perhaps too well to say that 
roa shall be responsible with your head for this Maranoff. 
But if anything goes wrong, through your continued recom- 
nendation of such a tool, I shall be vexed with you." 

Tolstoi, then proceeded to the palace of the deposed 
wzarewitch, to whom he gave hints of such a nature that 
\lexis, in the presence of Paul FeodorefE, threw himself into 
:ht count's arms and wept tears of ecstasy. 

"So we go north to-morrow, count?" 

" You shall go. I start to-night, your highness. I must 
be a day in advance." 

"You are opening out to me the brightest prospect of my 
life." 

" What would I not do, how far would I not go, to serve 
you? " rejoined the count with tender enthusiasm. 

" I feel it, I know it. I have been mistaken in you all this 
irhile." 
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** 1 am glad your imperial highness recognizes that," said 
poor Tolstoi*, wiping his oun eyes. 

And Paul FeodorefF, who had been looking from one to the 
other, smiled with set teeth and walked away. 

Next day the members of the imperial household, includ- 
ing the Princesses von CEst Frise and Furstenberg, attended 
by the chief councillors of the realm, and immediately fol- 
lowed by Alexis and his own little retinue under the conduct 
of Menchikoff, set out for Petersburg. 

The party arrived at the northern capital late on an after- 
noon in the middle of April. A hundred yards outside the 
Moscow entrance they were met by Tolstoi on horsebacL 
The Czar, who was riding behind the great post-chariot con- 
taining the Empress and the German princesses, beckoned to 
the count to approach, and immediately questioned him in a 
low voice : 

" You have seen her ? " 

" I have just come from the citadel.** 

" You were careful to tell her that she was under no com- 
pulsion to speak?" 

" Sire, I let her know clearly that, whether she made or 
withheld her promised revelations, her own position would 
not be affected : but that every word which compromised 
him would be fastened upon — that he at least would find no 
mercy." 

" And her answer to that? " 

"She showed such voluble eagerness to begin that I was 
forced to stop her. I pointed out that her news must be 
told in a more fitting place than the cell of a prison, and to 
other ears than mine." 

" Let her be taken from the fortress to-morrow before 
noon, but in all secrecy, and brought on to Peterhof." 

As the travellers entered by the Moscow gate, the ministen 
and court dignitaries were dismissed, and Peter and the 
three ladies and their servants in one group, and Alexis and 
Paul, followed by a captain of the Preobrajenski, in anotheTf 
went down to the riverside. They entered a baige and weie 
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rowed up the Neva, which was now free from ice. They 
landed at a spot close to Marli, and walked in silence to the 
house which had been prepared for them. 

All the way from Moscow it is doubtful whether one word 
had passed between the Czar and his eldest bom. Yet 
amid the reserve which weighed upon the rest, as they neared 
the close of their journey, the spirits of the fallen Crown 
Prince appeared to have reached a height of hysterical 
effervescence. And now, at the Marli residence, when the 
night meal served to him in his own quarters was over, he 
ventured upon soliciting an interview with the Czarina, whose 
kind manner of late had much won upon him. Catherine, 
who was nearly at the end of a long private conference with 
the Emperor, broke off at once, with her husband's consent, 
to grant the prince's request. 

Alexis, on appearing before her, threw himself at her feet 
and kissed her hands. 

"I anticipate what you would say to me," observed the 
Empress. "You are impatient to see Euphrosyne once 
more ? " 

"That hope has comforted me through all these dreadful 
months. I am thankful that my good mother does not blame 
me for entertaining it." 

" Within little more than twelve hours you shall be face to 
face with each other." 

"In this house?" 

" Yes. And I think," said Catherine hesitatingly, " that 
youi father will take leave to be present at the inter- 
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" He is heartily welcome. You too, I hope? " 

" That's what his majesty suggested. Since you will have 
it so, all the better." 

'* Indeed " said Alexis in jubilant anticipation, " I could 
wish that other ladies, less illustrious, though of great emi- 
nence, might be there also, to be disabused of their impres- 
lions concerning my future wife." 

Catherine looked at him attentively : " Let me understand 
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you. I am taking for granted xvhom you mean. You would, 
of your free will, invite the Princesses Helena and Dorothea 
to look on at your meeting with the lady whom you so design 
to honor ? " 

" Yes, madame." 

" I have had many hints of your unexampled confidence 
in this matter. Let me have it stated decisively, for the last 
time, by your own lips. The two young ladies we refer to 
would see cause for reconsideration of their views? For 
instance — ^let me speak plainly — the action taken by your 
promised bride in pressing you to give up your late 
associates ?" 

" I had thought that every one by now would have recog- 
nized the affectionate anxiety for my welfare which prompted 
her to take that course." 

*' Then it would be a calumny upon her to say that there 
is any interested motive in her regard for you? You, d 
course, know her best" 

*' I do. And in one word, madame, you may take my as- 
surance that she is utterly unselfish. I speak in plain lan- 
guage, without any indulgence in rapture, so as to be dearlj 
understood." 

" She has expressed no written opinion of your renuncia- 
tion of the succession?" 

" No. But " 

"But that renunciation has her approval I must not 
doubt it. Neither would you have me doubt that if a danger, 
a supreme danger, threatened you, if she were called upon to 
sacrifice herself for your sake " 

" Poor Euphrosyne has only one life " 

" Keep to your text, that we should have no raptures," plead- 
ed the Empress with a smile. ''We shall all meet to-morrow, 
then? Good-night." 

He wished to kiss her hands again, but she drew him to- 
wards her and kissed him on the forehead. And he we&t 
out of her presence as if treading on air, and recited his com- 
plin that night witha frenzy of devotion, in the midst oCiriudi 
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the too real horrors of the past few months became dissolved 
like the ghosts dismissed by a necromancer. But the eyes 
of the Empress, who gazed after him as he left her, had 
been filled with tears. 

Towards eleven o'clock next morning, Helena von (Est Frise 
and Dorothea von Furstenberg stood side by side at the window 
of an upper room in the summer-house. It was a chamber 
commanding views of the river to the right, and away to the 
left the swamp from which Petersburg was rapidly ascending, 
with almost as voluptuous a consciousness of beauty as Venice 
rising in earlier centuries from the mud-banks of the Adriatic. 
The princesses had for some minutes been observing the ap- 
proach of a solitary barque along the Neva. It was a craft 
not much larger than a fishing smack. From the mast in the 
centre spread a dark purple sail, filled with the wind and bear- 
ing the vessel onward at good speed. The sides were painted 
a dull black, and, covering the deck from starboard to larboard 
and stem to stem, stretched what seemed either a tarpaulin or 
a very dark awning. No one appeared to be on board. 

"What a mysterious boat!" murmured Dorothea; "one 
might think it was moved by magic.'' 

" Strange thoughts we have sometimes," observed Helena, 
with a shivering kind of laugh. "It looks to me like a 
messenger of death." 

Dorothea made no reply. She was gazing at the boat, which 
bad stopped by the riverside, within full view of the window, 
and at a distance of some forty yards. The black awning 
opened opposite the mast, two armed men stepped on to the 
bank and waited. In another moment there came ouf of the 
vessel the figure of a woman veiled. It was a short, plump 
figure, dressed in a dark green cloak and a gown of gaudy 
scarlet. The veil she wore was a thick one, and concealed 
her face and neck ; but on either side of it straggled a few 
ringlets of red hair which fell upon her shoulders. Dorothea 
tamed to her friend as if suddenly awakened : 

"What was it you last said? Something about death— a 
messenger of death? " 
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Before Helena could answer, the door behind them opened 
and the Empress appeared. She seemed in haste, but spoke 
with the calm homeliness, the entire absence of self-assertion 
habitual to her when addressing these favorites of herself and 
her husband : 

" My dears, will you come this way? The Emperor and I 
wish to have your company. It is possible," she added, after 
a pause, ** that within a few minutes there may be some one to 
need our woman's presence for comfort's sake." 

The three went downstairs and crossed towards a room 
looking south-eastward, and just now flooded with the morning 
sun. On entering they found the monarch alone. He sat 
near a table on which were pens and paper and ink, and on 
the same table, closer to his hand, was an open casket of 
jewels. 

** I hear that his highness has gone to his apartments for a 
breathing space only," observed the Czar, when the ladies had 
taken their seats. " He is agitated, but with joy." 

He paused for nearly a minute, no one else venturing to 
speak ; then he resumed : 

"It seems that we who now sit here, we four, among others, 
have deeply wronged the lady whom my son looks upon as 
worthy to be the daughter-in-law of the Russian sovereign. 
WTiat we thought a menacing peremptoriness in insisting on 
the exposure of the dead conspirators was in nowise a warning 
to her lover himself. It awaits its true explanation. We must 
prepare to be confounded by the proofs poured on us this day, 
of the lady's trustworthiness, her sense of honor, her fidelity, 
her heroism, her unselfish devotion and gratitude to the prince 
who raised her from the dust, and would in time to come have 
set her beside him on the throne of Russia." 

Helena looked uneasily from one to the other and smiled, 
but without mirth. Catherine turned pale, and bent her eyes 
to the floor. Dorothea caught the Emperor's eyes for an 
instant, then averted her own and shuddered. All became 
silent once more. Suddenly the single and prolonged note of 
a bell rang in the haSL V\V\iouX> ^ doox oT^ned to the rjght hand 
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of the Czar, and there entered, uncloaked, unveiled, ungloved, 
Buphrosyne Feodoreff. Her first look was on the sovereign, 
at whose feet she feU, and remained prostrate till he bade her 
rise. On glancing away from Peter she was disconcerted to 
notice for the first time the presence of Dorothea and Helena. 
The satirical keenness of feminine interest with which Helena's 
eyes ranged over the showy dress and the profusion of jewellery 
on the squat figure before her, was as little unf elt as the intenser 
curiosity of loathing, as at a thing of a new order in nature, 
with which Dorothea gazed simply into the eyes of the new- 
comer. 

Buphrosyne did not let her glances wander on to the Czarina, 
but looked into vacancy, her color heightened, her brows knit, 
her sensual lips compressed with a sullen firmness. 

" This lady," said the Czar, turning to the others, " was not 
aware that she would have so many spectators of the meeting 
between herself and my son. She must know from me that 
those witnesses are not here through curiosity, but by the 
prince's own desire. I have no absolute knowledge, I have 
only a suspicion, of what she has come here to say. She 
understands well that she is under no compulsion to open her 
lips. No one knows better than herself that her utterance or 
her silence may involve the death or life of one who has re- 
nounced a throne for her sake. She has to choose between 
unforced regard for the welfare of the nation, and concern for 
the fate of the man who loves her. But whether she speaks 
or holds her tongue, she shall go from this room absolved of 
harm or blame from me." 

The frown grew heavier on the brows of the upright woman. 
Another pause followed. A burden of expectancy seemed to 
mingle with the air of the room and weigh upon all present. 
At length the Emperor struck sharply with his bare knuckles 
on the table, there was a scurry of footsteps outside, the prin- 
cipal door was fiung open, and Alexis rushed in. 

" My own Buphrosyne, my darling, my angel — ^at last ! " 

She drew back, and the chamber rang full with her unfalter- 
ing cry : " Keep off ! " 
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He stared around him, clearly uncertain for the moment 
where the voice had come from ; but the bewilderment with 
which he then gazed at her could not blind him to the repul- 
sion in her gathered brows and the remorseless treachery of 
the eyes that flared beneath. At once he staggered as if he 
had struck against an iron wall, suddenly raised between him- 
self and thic woman, and had been hurled back stunned and 
helpless. He sank upon a chair and remained gazing with 
the visage of a corpse at her. 

"I have the opportunity," she continued, "of doing my 
duty at last, and I shall not shrink from it." 

" The lady's loyalty to the State has prevailed over her at. 
tachment to her lover," said the Czar composedly. 

" The lady certainly cannot be likened to Judas," observed 
Catherine in a low voice, while seated between Dorothea and 
Helena ; " she does not betray with a kiss." 

Euphrosyne made a cringing bow to the Emperor; and, 
with eyes once more fixed on Alexis, took from her bosom a 
packet of letters. Next she produced a many-leaved document 
which she unfolded and glanced at occasionally, in the course 
of the statement now voluntarily made by her. 

" My first Knowledge of the Czarewitch " 

" Begin with what refers to the flight from Russia," inter- 
rupted the Czar. 

Euphrosyne quickly but carefully turned over several pages 
of the document, glanced at the heading of one division, and 
recommenced : 

"It was in February, 1716, that your majesty departed for 
Mecklenburg. You had paid a visit to his highness in cons^ 
quence of his pretended illness ; and he afterwards would have 
made myself and others believe that your majesty, his father, 
had tried to poison him. No sooner was your back turned on 
Petersburg than he got up with delight from the supposed sick- 
bed, and set about consulting with Kikine, Glieboff, Lapoushkin 
and the rest. They counselled him to fly across the frontier 
and remain abroad till — till the time came for him to ascend 
(he throne." 
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"Are we spectators allowed to speak?" asked Catherine. 

"Within a certain limit," said Peter. 

"Had this person any voice in the said consultations?" con- 
tinued the Empress. 

" He never appealed to me, your imperial majesty," said 
Euphrosyne. " It is well known," she went on, turning boldly 
to Alexis, " that when his highness persuaded me to leave Rus- 
sia with him, it was on the understanding that he was to pro- 
ceed to Mecklenburg, in obedience to the sunmions of his 
imperial majesty the Czar." 

" How are we to stand with regard to the credit to be given 
to this woman?" said Catherine. "Should not her tale be 
tested ? " 

" Say by a reference to her own brother," hinted Dorothea. 
" He is now in this house." 

" A good thought," said the Empress. 

The Czar turned to the princess with a smile : 

" The reference must be to the one person who is most in- 
terested in denying these accusations: to the Prince Alexis 
himself. If he contradicts his accuser, we must call in other 
testimony." 

Euphrosyne had grown pale at the suggestion of an appeal 
to her brother. She gave a sigh of relief at the Czar's inter- 
vention, and fixed her gaze on Alexis once more. He Hfted 
up eyes in which wonder contended with unutterable moumful- 
ness, but in which there was no reproach. 

" What she says is true," he declared simply, and bowed 
down his head again. 

" The wretch has counted on the fond fool not giving her 
the lie," muttered the Empress to her companions. 

Euphrosyne glanced with a spiteful triumph at the Princess 
Von Furstenberg, and continued : 

" During the whole journey from Riga to Vienna I remon- 
strated with him, I implored him to turn back to Mecklenburg. 
All in vain. We had no sooner arrived in Vienna than his 
highness put himself in communication with Count Schonbom, 

Ftince Eugene, and the German Emperor. TVv^ \e\.\i^'c^ ^- 
26 
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dressed to these three correspondents were written in my 
presence, under my eyes '* 

"And at your inspiration? " suggested Catherine. 

" His highness knows to the contrary." 

"What was the purport of these letters?" inquired the 
Emperor. 

" They were filled with complaints and abuse of your majesty, 
appeals to Austria for protection, declarations that his return 
to Muscovy meant the forfeiture of his life at your majesty's 
hands, provocations to a war between Austria and Russia, and 
fiattering prospects held out to Prince Eugene as to the ease 
with which he might overcome the Czar in battle." 

The speaker paused in her frequent references to the docu- 
ment in her hand, and glanced at Peter. A deep flush had 
suffused his forehead and cheeks, and his eyes were kindling 
strangely. He passed a hand over his face, looked up in cold 
surprise at the woman's hesitation, and she hastily resumed : 

" On our being placed in the Castle of Ehrenberg, there was 
a recommencement of these letters, and the appeals to Prince 
Eugene's military ambition became more clamorous. At the 
end of a few weeks I ascertained that our retreat had been 
discovered by the agents of your majesty. I sent a letter to 
one of these agents, expressing my remorse for being in any 
way identified with proceedings which kept a father and son, 
a sovereign and the heir to his throne, at mortal variance ; and 
offering to facilitate the entrance of these authorized agents into 
the castle, with the purpose of seizing on his highness." 

" I suggest most humbly to my sovereign and husband," said 
Catherine, " that this episode need not be enlarged upon. 
Here is our illustrious friend the Princess von Furstenberg, who 
was a guest at the time of the Empress of Austria, and who can 
testify how the plot fared by which this patriotic woman, this 
true-hearted and unselfish heroine, proposed to deliver up your 
son. How she was unhappily surprised in sending the letter 
meant for those outside the castle walls ; how the scheme was 
allowed to go forward ; how the chief plotter was admitted 
into the castle, was vastacatLy seized upon, and nearly beaten to 
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death with the knout. The same foiled kidnapper was the 
man who, some years previously, had connived with this creat- 
ure in the robbery of letters addressed by your majesty to his 
highness, and to our daughter, the late Czarevna." 

" It is true, your majesty," said Dorothea, " the man was 
beaten by a marvellous rebel, none other than this faithful 
v^man's own brother, and her loyal enterprise brought to noth- 
ing. Strange," continued the princess, turning with a genial 
smile towards Euphrosyne, " that in one and the same family 
there should be found two such distinct and perfect embodi- 
ments, growing up together from birth, of sordid treachery and 
single-hearted devotion." 

The ungainly figure, standing amid the garish light of the 
room, shufHed, and the thick lips quivered, the cheeks lost 
much of their abtmdant color, and the cold blue eyes looked 
in miserable discomfort from wall to ceiling and ceiling to 
floor. 

" Let us encourage this good woman's fidelity," said the Czar, 
"by listening to her with renewed attention." 

Euphrosyne, with brows knitted sulkily, and teeth clenched, 
bent over the paper, as if determined to let her attention 
wander no more from it 

" The discovery of our hiding-place forced the German Em- 
peror and his councillors to remove us to a safer refuge. We 
were sent to Naples. No sooner had we been established 
there than his highness resumed his correspondence. Once 
more, those whom he addressed were the Emperor Charles, the 
Chancellor Schonbom, and the generalissimo of the Austrian 
army, Prince Eugene ; and again the letters were filled with 
denunciations of your majesty, incitements to war against our 
native land, and explanations of the weak points in the Russian 
army and the easiest methods of annihilating it." 

Alexis remained sitting with head sunk lower than ever on 
his bosom ; there seemed to be a general delicacy in intruding 
openly on his wretchedness ; and except for a glance of viperish 
menace darted upon him now and then by his mistress, he re- 
mained unobserved. 
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'' His usual conversation with me had the same tenor/' pro- 
ceeded Euphrosyne. " But on the day when he wrote those 
letters he became more outspoken. He told me of all his 
anticipations. He was waiting for, longing for, a revolt of the 
Muscovite army ; he was hoping for a signal, a summons from 
the mutineers, at which he should hasten to Russia and de- 
throne his father. He informed me that this revolt would 
soon break out in the neighborhood of Moscow, and that he 
would be at hand to head the insurgents." 

" Take time," said the Czar graciously, as the fat little 
woman panted in her volubility. 

She went on after another pause ; 

'* In speaking of the Senate, he assured me that he meant to 
put away all the old servants of your majesty. ' I shall choose 
my councillors,* he would say, 'among the men of my own 
age. When I am master of Russia, I shall abandon Peters- 
burg and let it fall back into the morass it used to be ; I shall 
destroy the fleet, reverse my father's policy towards the Church, 
and live like my ancestors in Moscow.* *' 

The Czar suddenly averted his head ; not so quickly, how- 
ever, but that the princesses might notice the flaming of his 
eyes, the glooming of his forehead in the deadliest of frowns 
and the settling of the blood in his face, almost as in the visage 
of a strangled man. The Czarina, hurrying over to him, whis- 
pered : 

" You are not well Have we not had enough of this?" 

He recovered much of his calmness and shook his head : 

" Let her make an end of her confessions here and now," be 
said in a stifled voice. 

And Euphrosyne heard him, and took up once again her fatal 
monotone : 

" On the same day in St. Elmo that those messages for the 
Austrian Court were taken charge of by the state secretary 
Ktihl, five other letters were written by his highness to his con- 
fidants in Russia. One was meant for Dositheos, Bbhop of 
Rostoff. He was bidden to use his influence with his brodle^ 
prelates in undenxumo^ the ^sltion of your majesty in the 
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eyes of all orthcxiox believers. A second letter was for his con- 
fessor, the Protopope, lakoff Ignatieff , who was to employ himself 
in like manner amoung the priests and monks of Moscow. In a 
third, Alexander Kikin^ was to agitate among the members of 
the Senate for the deposition of the Czar, the return of the 
prince in triumph from his exile, and his instalment on the 
throne. By a fourth, Abraham Lapoushkin was enjoined to 
work night and day in securing the active conjunction of the 
Longbeards in Moscow, and of all men of position, whether in 
the army, the State or the Church, who were affected to the 
old order of things. In the fifth and last letter, Stepin die- 
bofi was called upon to keep alive the remembrance of the 
wrongs understood to have been inflicted on the banished 
Empress Eudoxia. Your majesty, ' ' said Euphrosyne, looking up 
from the document, " those five dangerous letters were never 
forwarded to their addresses. They are here in my hands, to- 
gether with this detailed account of my acquaintance from be- 
ginning to end with his imperial highness.*' 

"The document you shall sign by-and-by, in presence of the 
chancellor," said Peter ; " these letters I shall read at leisure. 
And now, I cannot but notice your disinterestedness all through 
this matter. Seventeen hundred years ago, when a person in 
another clime did something like what you have now done, he 
had secured his pay beforehand. You are more unselfish. 
You have made no bargain. And yet it shall not be said that 
your services have been unrewarded." 

He handed her the casket of jewels. It was a present of 
undoubted value, and Euphrosyne, who did not quite catch the 
drift of the allusion by which it was accompanied, received it 
with shining eyes and on bended knees. 

** His highness may wish to say something," remarked the 
Czarina. 

" 1*11 listen to him with all my heart," said the sovereign, 
turning to Alexis. 

Peter's look and tone had become all in a moment colored 
with a fatal suavity ; he wore such a demeanor as may now 
and then be seen in a judge who gazes at a prisoner round 
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whom the evidence is accumulating that shall crush oat lus 
life. 

Helena von (Est Frise had hitherto not spoken a word. Sbn 
now rose in much excitement : 

" Let me leave the room. Pardon me, most kind Empress; 
pardon me, sire. I caimot control myself. My remembrance 
turns back to a day three years ago. I reflect on the judg- 
ment which could cast aside and break the heart of my lost 
Charlotte, and choose in her stead this unutterable miscreant, 
this unholy traitress, who lays bare her vile soul to us, with all 
the squalid shamelessness of a beggar on the highway, exposing 
his distorted face and ulcerous body to gain the charity of 
the passers-by. O God, God, I cannot breathe the air where 
she is 1 I feel as if it would be wholesomer to live in a cell of 
an Eastern charnel-house and be chained for life to a leper, 
than to remain for an hour in the same province with such a 
slave. Let me go 1 " 

The Emperor looked at her with great kindness, and the 
Czarina drew her down with comforting affection towards her- 
self. 

"Wait a while," said Peter. 

" Yes," added Catherine. " His highness, our son, may 
still have something to say in answer to all this." 

Alexis had struggled to a standing posture. He was looking 
very weak. He gazed at the Czar for some seconds with a 
look of painful vacancy. Then he looked at the Empress and 
the two princesses, and smiled, humbly and sadly, as it were in 
deprecation of their laughter at his overwhelming shame. He 
turned last of all, in the same half-dazed way, to Euphrosyne. 
He measured her with a perplexed attentiveness from head to 
foot, as though he had never before seen her. Suddenly he 
started. A spasm of inexpressible misery crossed his face. 
And he threw up his arms and reeled to the floor like a slain 
man. 

Alexis did not wake so soon as might have been expected 
from the trance into which he had fallen. An hour elapsed, 
when he opened his eyes« and found, himself lying in the room 
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irhere he had slept so happily the night before. And then he 
became roused to full consciousness on the instant. Paul 
Feodoreff was at the foot of the bed, and was gazing down at 
him. A look of much tenderness came into the prince's eyes. 

" Paul ! Who else could it be? " he exclaimed with quiver- 
ing lips. " Never absent from me when I am in sorrow. You 
bave heard what she has done? ** 

Paul's face flushed as he answered hurriedly: "Your high- 
ness is not sufficiently recovered to dwell on these things. 
Another time." 

" I wish I could see her. But not to blame her. She must 
not think that. I have brought enough terror and grief upon 
her already. Do you think she is in the house? " 

"The woman for whom you inquire is not here," said 
another voice. 

Paul moved from where he had been stationed, and went 
oat of the room, and the Czar took a chair and sat beside the 
bed. 

"Are your wits collected sufficiently to enable you to re- 
member what she has charged you with?" continued the 
Emperor. 

"Yes, your majesty." 

"You are accused of instigating the sovereign, the State 
councillors and generals of a foreign country to make war upon 
your native land ? " 

" Yes." 

" You are accused of conspiring to dethrone your father and 
sovereign and to reign in his stead? " 

"Yes, your majesty." 

" You are accused of endeavoring to plunge Russia into a 
dvil war, and to effect a revolution which would overthrow 
everthing done during the present reign for the advancement 
of the nation?" 

" True, sire." 

" You are accused of writing letters devised for the organi* 
cation of sedition in all parts of the empire?" 
YeS| my father." 
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''Am I to gather, in short, that there is nothing brought for- 
ward against you by this new deponent which you are able to 
deny? " 

" Nothing, your majesty." 

<' You acknowledge her to be a truthful witness? " 

" I do." 

" Well, listen to me," said the Emperor after a brief silence. 
" Much of what this person has declared was previously known. 
The gravest of her charges were anticipated or suspected The 
worst took place before your coming to Moscow in January 
last, and all was taken into account in the pardon which I ex- 
tended to you two months ago. But now, as to your return to 
Russia. Remember the date of that return. Remember the 
31st of January in this year, and tell me if there is anything 
from that day onward of which you can accuse yourself?" 

" Nothing." 

" Be careful. Be frank. Tell me alone, if there is anything 
on your conscience. And understand that in this one thing 
the revelation, if made by you, shall nevermore cross my lips. 
Now, answer." 

"But I have no revelation to make, sire." 

" On your solemn oath to God, do you declare, as if you 
were face to face with the Judge of all men, that you have 
nothing to reveal?" 

The prince looked utterly bewildered, and made a pause of 
several seconds, during which the Czar eyed him wistfully. 

*^ Nothing, your majesty," said Alexis at last 

The anxious pensiveness in the monarch's eyes changed, and 
he rose abruptly : ''You asked about this woman just now?" 

" Yes, father." 

" Whatever may happen to yourself, you are hopeful that no 
injury will come to her? " 

" I humbly hope not, your majesty." 

" I could have wished your self-forgetfulness had been be- 
stowed on a worthier object However, your hope shall be 
gratified. The woman came here on her mission of denunci- 
ation a prisoner. She goes away free, though for the present 
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under strict watch. And as you seem to have grown acutely 
susceptible in matters of sentiment, it may please you to know 
that within a few hours you shall occupy the same dungeon 
^hich has been the dwelling-place of your mistress for the last 
few days." 

That night the fortress of Saints Peter and Paul opened its 
gates to receive the most exalted of its prisoners in the son of 
the sovereign of Russia. And Paul Feodoreff was allowed to 
chare his master's captivity. 

During the same week the Czar had signed and sent forth 
two manifestoes dictated by himself. One was promulgated to 
the Russian people who were informed that the forgiveness 
lately extended to the Prince Alexis was now revoked, in con- 
sequence of new crimes on his part. The second document 
was addressed to the bishops of the Orthodox Faith, who were 
called upon to pronounce their opinion as to the punishment 
due to one who had broken every law that should bind a son 
to his lather, a patriot to his country. This proclamation 
could be interpreted by its receivers in no other sense than 
one : it was aimed directly at the life of the prince. Indeed, a 
significant illustration was drawn from the fate that justly came 
down on Absalom, the archetype of disobedient sons, of armed 
traitors and rebels. 

To this appeal, the most holy fathers in God sent a rejoinder, 
which they meant to be at once guarded and helpful to the 
interests oi their beloved prince. Examples might assuredly 
be drawn from the Old Testament of the vengeance due to 
sons who had violated the fourth commandment. On the 
other hand, the Holy Gospel showed us how the prodigal son 
had been welcomed back from his wanderings and been ab- 
sohred of his faults by a father whose merciful disposition was 
held up to us by Christ, our Saviour Himself, as a subject, for 
imitation. 

This careful shutting of eyes to the crimes of the culprit, 
this almost reproachfully exclusive appeal to the mercy of the 
Judge, did not seem well calculated to benefit the one for 
whom intercession was made. The Czar, however, patiently 
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awaited and studied the various answers to his manii 
and in nowise hurried events. At the same time he v 
termined to wring from the captive soon or late a certa 
fession which would either justify extreme severity in hi 
or make the clemency of an injured father and sovere 
the more striking. And so matters were allowed to go 
two months more. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
FURTHER CONFESSIONS DEMANDED. 

On the morning of the 19th of June Count Tolstoi left the 
Imperial palace thoughtfully and hastily. And meeting Ser- 
gius Maranoff, who stood on the banks of the Neva with four 
soldiers of the Preobrajenski and two other men belonging to a 
less distinguished regiment, the whole party entered a boat 
hard by and moved across the river. They landed at the fort- 
ress, and passed on to the Bastion Troubetzkoi, where the 
Czarewitch was confined. 

An hour afterwards Paul Feodoreff stood on the same 
part of the riverbank, beside a solitary skiff. By special and 
high authority, he was allowed much freedom in going to and 
from the dwelling of his choice, at the side of his master in the 
fortress. He had been delivering a message from the prince 
to the Archimandrite Theodosios at the church of the Holy 
Trinity, and was now on the return journey. He had just 
called at a neighboring inn, to rouse up the boatman who should 
take him across. As he stood waiting, a number of persons, 
men and women, just landed from a pleasure-boat a little 
higher up, went past him. He heard such exclamations as : 

" The horror of it ! " 

"But it is not true." 

" Such a degradation ! " 

" And such a victim ! " 

" A thing unheard of ! It is impossible ! " 

Suddenly the voices were lowered; and as he cast a 
startled glance aside, he found eyes turned with a ^entk 
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curiosity on himself^ then rapidly withdrawn ; and the group 
went on. 

A moment later his boatman came up and took his place 
in the skiff ; and Paul, with a mysterious feeling of disquiet, 
entered after him. As they swept along, the chamberlain 
fixed his attention on the citadel, around and past which were 
hurrying craft of all kinds. Except for the merry hiss and 
murmur that now and then arose from the swelling and the 
bursting of the waves — the waves of the strong full river that 
sparkled with bliss under the smiles of the rare summer sun — 
silence reigned around the lonely boat Nor did it seem to 
Paul that the numerous craft gliding to and fro in the distance, 
did anything to lighten the normal and stem tranquillity of the 
fortress. He was about to turn his gaze elsewhere, when from 
a point close to the Troubetzkoi Bastion there shot forth a sloop 
containing several men. It was the point towards which him- 
self was bound, and his attention was revived. He muttered a 
call to his companion to make haste, and the man complied. 
Soon the boats were almost within an oar'sjeach of one another, 
and among those on board Paul had recognized Tolstoi and 
Maranoff . They were accompanied by half a dozen soldiers. 
The skiff and the sloop flashed past each other, but not before 
Paul's keen eyes had noticed in the hands of one of the sol- 
diers a bearskin, with the handle end of a grim instrument 
peeping from it ; ay, and glancing from the instrument to the 
bearer, had known once more the soldier himself. 

" Quicker, quicker ! " cried PauL 

And the boatman, startled at the change in his passenger's 
face, obeyed more eagerly than before. 

On landing at the bastion and givhig the watchword as usual, 
Paul was met almost at the sentinel's elbow by the governor, 
who beckoned to him to follow. They passed on silently to the 
room in which Alexis was lodged, and as they passed through 
the door there was a thing that drew Paul's eyes downward. 

It was a space about a foot square on the stone floor, cov- 
ered with wet blood, while smaller stains extended in an irregular 
track to the foot of a bed. And sideways on this bed, his feet 
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touching the floor, a white-faced figure, with thin, loose raiment 
suspended from his neck, lay shuddering and groaning. Paul, 
rooted to the spot, turned to the governor in speechless appeal. 
And the governor, holding the room door ajar, glanced down 
the passage, then invited the chamberlain inside and closed the 
door. 

" It fills me with dismay. I speak of it under my breath,'' 
said the old man. 

" But do not make me mad. What is it ? *' 

" Look at that bed, where the eldest bom of the Czar of all 
the Russias lies helpless, mangled with the knout, by order of 
his own father." 

The lamp which was kept burning even at this hour on a 
table in the dark room threw its light upon the chamberlaui 
as he stared at his informant. His cheeks turned of a leaden 
hue, then grew crimson ; then an expression spread over his 
face as of mingled consternation, rage and shame. He hurried 
to the bed in a wild way, threw himself on his knees, would 
have kissed his master's feet, but drew back in haste, for fear, 
possibly, of adding to his pain ; then he fell forward at full 
length on the floor, and gave way to a passion of sorrow that 
shook his large frame from head to foot. 

The prince was not insensible ; but the shock of the torture, 
to a frame long weakened by self-indulgence, had been great. 
And it was in the faintest and most tremulous of voices that he 
breathed the words : " My kind Paul, try not to grieve." 

After a little, Paul rose and found the governor looking with 
moist eyes towards him and beckoning him apart : 

" I have done what I could for him, and at much risk. The 
instant those butchers had gone, I called in the prison apothe- 
cary, and with ointment and linen we have bound up his 
wounds and eased him to the best of our ability." 

" God bless and prosper you ! " 

" But he cannot bear up against much more of this." 

" Do they propose to renew it? " cried Paul. 

<< I heard whispers that what had been forced out of him was 
of importancCi but that it was not enough." 
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"Then he has made a confession? " 

" I can say nothing more." 

" No : and the best of us must be powerless to give him real 
help. I have long known it. P'rom the first hour I set my 
heart upon him, I felt that his was a future with no example 
among other men's; that everything in it was forlorn and 
hopeless ; that there was an untold horror hanging over him, 
which neither I nor any man or woman that ever loved him 
could waive off." 

" God help him ! If you wish to advise with me, or if yoa 
find further need of the apothecary's offices, have no hesita- 
tion in sending word to me." 

" Again accept a most him:ible slave's prayers and blessings." 

By further attention, and by Paul's glad sacrifice of a whole 
night's rest, the prince was able to get some hours of sleep, 
and to wake, though not to rise, next day, with comparative 
approach to comfort. He was likewise able, and almost eager, 
to converse. He had received ten blows of the knout This 
was no surprise to him. His father had sent him word that 
more information was expected from him. 

'* Maranoff, of all men, was the bearer of the warning," said 
the prince ; '' and he told me that if my heart's blood were to 
rush up and choke me immediately after the pronouncement of 
the revelations, or the vessels in my head were to burst and 
drown my brain in madness, I should be made to speak." 

"Maranoff said that?" 

" Ay : and even Tolstoi, the callous Tolstoi, commanded his 
rascally comrade to lower his tone. The villain obeyed. But, 
my God, just and avenging God, shall I ever gulp down the 
sickness of degradation, the agony of self-loathing with which 
I saw that fellow, that same Maranoff, stand before me and 
gaze with exultant tranquillity into my face as the lash was 
laid upon me ! " 

Paul had been seated near the bed. He now started up. 
His eyes were fixed on the floor in the centre of the rocm. 
The blood from the scourging of the previous day had been 
wiped up, except for a half-thimbleful, stiU wet^ which filled a 
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tiny hollow in the uncarpeted flooring. He knelt on one knee, 
took from his breast a white handkerchief, and steeped it in 
the blood till every drop was absorbed. He kissed the crimson 
part until his lips, which had been livid, were redyed into an 
irregular and grim exaggeration of their usual color. Then he 
held the handkerchief aloft, and looked upward himself; and 
his blood-bedabbled lips moved slowly, it could not be in 
prayer, it might be in oath ; for the teeth were ground hard 
together, the moving lips were stretched in a bad smile, and 
there was a blaze of murder in the up-glaring eyes. It was 
done silently, within the lapse of a few seconds, and when he 
took his place once more beside the bed it was in all calm. 

" Must I understand that they drew a confession from your 
highness?" 

** I told them, what many of them had guessed, that since 
my renimciation of the inheritance I have once written to my 
brother-in-law of Austria, saying that I would pay for troops 
from his country to help me to depose my father ; that there 
were still hoards of treasure among my friends in Moscow 
available for the purpose." 

Paul turned his head away and remained silent 

Tears coursed down the prince's wan cheeks : " They de- 
clared that I had more to tell. I have told all; but they 
disbelieve me ; they say that my father himself must be at my 
next confession, and he alone. And soon they or he wiU come 
again, to wrench admissions from one who has nothing more to 
reveal. The Mother of Christ knows that I do not lie now ; 
the Vessel of Honor, the Queen of Martyrs will testify before 
God that I speak the truth in this." 

The chamberlain looked at him suddenly and said in an 
embarrassed tone : " You could not say — they could not 
accuse— could not suppose your highness to know anything of 
the mad exploit of Ivan Slonski ? " 

" I cannot say what they might accuse me o!," answered 
Alexis unhesitatingly, and with a sad smile ; '' but I refuse to 
think they would dare to go that far. My father, indeed, when 
visiting me here some days ago, spoke of a paper with strange 
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contents having been found on the body of that wretched 
priest, who, as he then told me for the first time, had been 
killed by yourself." 

" He bound me to absolute secrecy from every one, your 
highness." 

" Do not think I blame you, my good Paul." 

" But as to this paper found on the body? " said Paul, widi 
a mixture of amazement and deep interest. 

" Oh, my father did not dwell upon it." 

"Lent no further importance to the point?" said the 
chamberlain with forced calmness. 

" None. And I will do him the justice to believe that he 
would attach far less consequence to an attempt upon his own 
life than to the confession which those bloodthirsty scoundieb 
brought away with them yesterday." 

Paul turned aside his face, in which there was now sooit- 
thing like an expression of joy. And Alexis continued: 
"Yes. In the moment when he was talking of that same 
paper, he must break off with an abrupt question as to 
whether I had heard anythuig of the seal lost by me at 
Naples last year." 

A look of more enrapt attentiveness than ever came over 
Paul's face : he turned with a look of almost wild astonish- 
ment towards the prince, and seemed as if about to address 
him excitedly ; but he changed his purpose, and on the pre- 
text that so much talk would weary and distress his master, 
entreated him to rest a while. 

Not many minutes later, indeed, Alexis closed his eyes, 
looking so worn and shattered in the troubled sleep which 
came upon him, that the chamberlain thought it best not to 
leave his bedside for the remainder of that day and through- 
out the night. 

Next day Paul waited upon the governor and asked to leave 
the prison for a few hours. 

" You take no rest," said the official kindly. " Even your 
great strength had better not be overtaxed. You will require 
it all within the next few days," 



t ^ 



\ 



Further Confessions Demanded. 417 

" Is there anjrthing you wish to tell me? " 

"Grievous as matters have been thus far," answered the 
governor hesitatingly, " neither you nor your master seem to 
realize what is yet to come." 

"What worse is there?" asked Paul in tones of weary 
anguish. 

" You do not need to be told that there is a strong party in 
the State bent on having the life of his highness. The day 
after to-morrow he will be knouted once more. No one is 
better aware than you how weak the unfortunate prince is 
aheady. And many are the evilboders who declare that he 
will not outlive the month we are in." 

Paul moved away with a bursting heart as he crossed the 
river to the city ; however, his face became more hardened. 
He set out for the lodging of Euphrosyne. On his arrival 
there he found that she was absent from Petersburg. Persist- 
ent and almost threatening inquiries addressed to the house- 
keeper could elicit nothing more, and Paul withdrew. As he 
turned back to the riverside he was met face to face by a 
young officer of the imperial household with a verbal message 
desiring his attendance at the palace. He followed, and was 
led to the presence of the Princess von Furstenberg who re- 
ceived him with a sort of melancholy graciousness, with a man- 
ner in which there was much of kindness, more of admiring 
compassion. 

"There are many who think you risk too much, that you 
are endangering your life to be of comfort ta the master you 
love." 

Paul bowed, though listening but with a vague interest to 
praise of what he considered the commonest of duties. 

"I will help you," she continued. "You deserve some 
acknowledgment from me. You saved my life once, and if 
recent whispers be true, you have done the same service in 
more direct fashion for a far more exalted personage. I will 
help you if I can, I say, in the way that such a heart as yours 
is likely to be most thankful for." 

He looked towards her, and she went on : " Whatever may 
«7 
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chance on other points, however baleful the outlook, never 
abandon hope of doing good to your prince, if you can clear 
him from suspicion in one thing." 

" What is that thing, please your highness? *' 

" The attempted murder of the Czar by Ivan SlonskL His 
majesty himself thinks lightly of that, as many of us know. 
He attaches heavier weight to other charges. But there are 
those about him who insist on setting up the prince's impli- 
cation in this, if proved, as beyond measure the gravest of his 
crimes." 

" I feel that his innocence can be proved, your highness." 

" And you have come away from him now to search out the 
tnith?" 

" Yes, madame." 

" And the first thing you do is to look for your sister? " 

" Your highness has before now shown a strange power of 
finding out hidden things ; and again I answer, yes." 

"You have not found her. She has gone on a pious 
mission to Ladoga," said the princess, with an almost imper- 
ceptible smile. " You would not go that far to seek her ; nor 
is there need. She will return on the 25 th of this month." 

Paul bowed, moved away a few steps, hesitated, then re- 
turned and prostrated himself at the feet of the princess. 

" Will your highness pardon the humblest of servants if he 
speaks of what is in his mind? " 

Dorothea inclined her head. 

" Your highness — let me dare to say it — resolved years ago 
to bring punishment on those who were answerable for the 
death of her imperial highness the Czarevna? " 

"The offender most dear to herself I now look upon as 
punished sufficiently." 

"Then may the tears of a man whose heart is breaking 
thank you for that good word. But there remains the woman 
who did most to pour poison into the wounds from which the 
gentle princess died. I know that the Czar does not wish to 
punish that woman directly ; but he could not so offend God 
as to allow her to go entirely free." 
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"What then?'' 

"If the kind princess who hears me, or if any one else 
blown to her, can think any action of mine deserving of 
thanks, let my only recompense be that that woman shall be 
dealt with by me." 

The princess looked at him in silent curiosity for a few 
moments. 

" I know you do not love your sister," she murmured at 
last. 

Paul arose, his eyes vivid with a deadly light. 

" For me to hold threats over a woman seems poor and 
base. But," said he with a smile, " I hope it is not unjust 
to claim that if this woman deserves punishment she shall 
be handed over to her brother, as one of those aggrieved by 
her." 

On the 23d of June the deposed Czarewitch received 
fifteen blows of the knout in the presence of Menchikoff, 
Schafiroff and Tolstoi. But nothing more was elicited from 
the sufferer, who remained senseless for hours in the arms of 
his chamberlain. 

" He has done and written and said enough," declared the 
Czar ; " I can hear nothing worse of him." 

On the night of the 24 th the High Court of Justice assem- 
bled to the number of a hundred and twenty-seven members. 
It pronounced the Czarewitch guilty of perjury, of the con- 
cealment of numerous and long-preconcerted designs against 
the crown and even against the life of Kis august father, of 
having placed his hopes in an insurrection of the people, of 
having openly desired and prayed for the death of the C^ar, of 
having plotted the invasion of the country, the downfall of the 
throne and of his Imperial father and sovereign, and designed 
the ruin of the Russian empire by aid of foreign troops ; all 
counts having been proved by the lips of his accomplices, 
whether living or dead, and more recently by himself in the 
interrogatives addressed to him. 

Next morning the people of the northern capital woke up to 
know that, a little before the middle of the night gone by, 
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AlexiSy eldest bom of the Russian Czar, had been unanimously 
condemned to death, and that the sentence was now in the 
hands of the Emperor for revision or confirmation. In the 
course of the day the news was communicated by the governor 
to the fallen prince. But the first frantic outbreak of despair 
on the part of Alexis was gradually dissipated by repeated 
assurances that the exercise of the imperial clemency was b^ 
yond the possibility of doubt 

During the afternoon the prince, becalmed after a tempest 
of hysterical prayer, called his chamberlain to him : 

*' Do not look at me," he whispered in Paul's ear ; " do not 
think meanly of your wretched master for what he now asks of 
you. Go to Euphrosyne ; tell her I forgive all that is past, 
that I love her still, and that I pray, with a hope against hope, 
for our union even yet in marriage." 

" I will see her at once," exclaimed Paul with startling read- 
iness ; and he went out of the room. 

He was met a few paces from the door by a soldier of the 
guard, who brought word that the governor desired to see him. 
And the chamberlain bowed and followed the messenger. 

<< These are addressed to you," said the official, handing 
Paul a sealed letter and a purse that seemed well filled. " Yon 
will see on the cover of the letter that it must be opened out- 
side the prison. If you and I acted after the fashion of some 
who have been in the confidence of his imperial highness, that 
is an injunction for which neither of us might have had much 
respect. You are going into Petersburg? " 

" I am. I do not know how your lordship can excuse this 
constant trouble to you." 

" I do not expect to see you back soon. Learn what you 
can in the neighborhood of the palace. The next few hours 
may be decisive of your master's interests." 

"I have some commissions for the city. When they are 
done I shall go to the palace." 

" And I, in your absence, will attend to the prince's wants. 
You are still looking worn out yourself. Our apothecary, dc 
Beer, has observed it, and would be glad to minister to you." 
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" He is kind ; I may yet have to consult him." 

" Meanwhile, then, let me be your doctor. Take this. It 
is an admirable specific for those who need to keep late hours 
in unwholesome places." 

And he handed Paul a remarkably heavy pistol. 

The chamberlain did not open the letter until he had landed 
at Petersburg and was in a spot where there were no onlookers. 
The paper was without date or signature ; yet a close exami- 
nation of the writing made Paul smile in a way that proved 
the affair to possess no mystery for him. The contents were 
these: 

" If you wish to save your master from continuous torture 
and a long-drawn-out death, you will make use of the accom- 
panying money to put a speedy and merciful end to his life." 

The interest of this letter seemed to exhaust itself with Paul 
in the discovery of the identity of the writer. The mere con- 
tents were evidently a matter of course to him, and did not 
alter the smile on his face. 

He was moving up a lonely path from the river, and had 
entered a street of wooden hovels, when a new expression came 
into his eyes. He drew from his vest and unfastened the purse 
which he had received with the note. It was filled with gold 
pieces. He replaced it and smiled again. He then tore up 
the paper, put it into his mouth, chewed and moistened the 
fragments, and spat them at long intervals into the dirt of the 
street as he walked on. He had nearly reached the end of the 
row of huts when he stopped before one no better than the 
meanest of them in squalor and rudeness of structure, but dis- 
tinguishable from the rest through having in the grimy window 
a number of bottles, herbs and dried skins, which marked it as 
the dwelling of an apothecary. Paul looked around him with, 
perhaps, an exaggeration of suspiciousness, though doubtless 
unobservant of the short, stout, red-haired figure of a woman 
who had appeared at the top of the street not many yards off, 
and had instantly drawn back. He then knocked at the 
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apothecary's dcx)r, was answered by the man himself, and 
glided in. The practiser of medicine and the chambeilain 
had never exchanged words, yet they were known to each 
other. It was not strange, therefore, to either of them that 
Paul should enter upon his business without preface. But when 
he had explained that business, the withered face uptumed to 
his own was lengthened, and the small eyes had lost their 
cunning and grown dilated with terror : 

" I dare not. You come in the broad day. Many eyes 
must have been on you as you entered." 

Paul took out the purse, and opened it without a word, and 
the keen eyes looking into it changed their expression once 
more. Still the medicine man hesitated. 

"You are in and out of dungeon and palace," he said. 
" How can I tell that the potion you ask for may not be for 
some man of high degree ; that it may not be required to re- 
move some illustrious captive, or the stiU mightier enemy of 
such captive? " 

" ril not stay here to answer more questions than those you have 
now put. It would not be in accordance with my taste to re- 
move any man by such means as you can procure me. I have 
no design against the life of any great one here or elsewhere." 

The apothecary glanced once more at the purse, and did 
not continue his inquiries. He looked very steadily at Paul, 
however, and the craftiness characteristic of his face returned. 
He assumed a glass mask under the eyes of his visitor, and 
went into another room, the door of which he shut hastily upon 
himself. In ten minutes he reappeared with a small phid in 
his hand, closing the door and removing his mask. He 
named his price. It was one which must lighten Paul's purse 
appreciably, but it was paid. 

" I shall need to buy a silver statue of the Virgin and go on 
a pilgrimage to Valaamo at once," declared the apothecary 
with downcast eyes, " to cleanse me of the crime of putting 
such means of death in your hands." 

"You sail at once?" 

'' By the ship thaX ^a^ lot iado^ to-nij^t" 
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"Then it lies upon your conscience to sell such draughts? " 

"I need not answer that," said the apothecary with a sigh. 

" And if I fail to see you in Petersburg within the next three 
days I may know that you have not played me false? " 

The man look up and recoiled : " You do not doubt me ? " 

" I shall believe you," said Paul with a smile, " if I do not 
see you during the next three days in Petersburg. Remember, 
what I say ; seventy- two hours from now." 

So saying, he walked out of the hut, went up the street and, 
at an opening a hundred yards away, turned to the right. 
Thence walking forward for two minutes, he came to a stone 
house. A female attendant stood at the open door, and at 
Paul's demand led him without announcement to a room in 
which he at once found himself in the presence of Euphrosyne 
Feodoreff. She did not appear greatly surprised to see her 
brother, though her face changed unaffectedly when he shut 
the door and placed himself near it to prevent intrusion. 

" I am glad to find you alone," he said. 

" I hope you have not much to say to me," she rejoined ; 
" I am not long back " 

" I have come to say very little," he interrupted, " and it 
depends on you how short my stay is. But first, I take it for 
granted that you have pens, ink and paper here? " 

She looked suddenly at him ; but, as if disdaining to show 
surprise, curiosity or suspicion, produced the articles and laid 
them on the table in silence. 

" I have to deliver to you (for so I promised) a message 
from the Czarewitch," continued Paul : and he smiled at her 
more pronounced assumption of composure. '' He says that 
he forgives you, that he loves you as dearly as ever, and that 
he trusts you may even yet be united." 

" And did you ask for pens, ink and paper in the hope that 
I might send back a love message to your master? " 

" How could I hope that, when I know that Maranoff, the 
man who assisted you to befool and ruin him, and who now 
has to contend with the rivalry of Tolstoi and others for your 
love, is at present in this house ? " 
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She answered nothing for some seconds, and then said: 
" You are at least wise to remember that a man is in this house.** 

Paul smiled, and took a seat : " I am glad to have a con- 
firmation of my claim to knowledge. Nothing could be better 
for my purpose. You send a kindly message in return to the 
prince, whom it is your vile glory to have ruined ! He did 
not look for one himself. His eyes are open to your nataie, 
and in his heart of hearts he loathes his weakness for you. As 
to me, it is needless to say that never once through life, never 
in my most disordered dreams, has your image come across 
my mind lighted up with the faintest glimmering of nobleness, 
grace, truth or charity. And yet, knowing all this, I am here 
at this moment to ask from you two things which it b in your 
power to grant." 

"What are they?" 

" First, I demand the seal which you stole last year, while 
in Naples, from the Prince Alexis, and gave to Sergius Mara- 
noflE." 

Euphrosyne leaned back in her chair, breathed heavily, and 
said after a long pause : " I have no such thing." 

Paul merely shook his head : " It is you that are now pro- 
longing this interview. Listen. I care little to use menaces, 
and still less to brandish under your eyes the means I have 
for bringing you to reason. But your active brain will have 
made you aware that a simple ' no ' from you is not enough to 
make me rise and leave you tmdisturbed : that I have not en- 
tered this house at blind hazard : that I am one of the last 
men living to recoil from extreme resources if I am trifled with. 
Come. Such an instrument of mischief as this purloined seal 
cannot be far from the hands of those who have found it so 
useful. It is either on you at this moment or in the posses- 
sion of your accomplice. I'll not stir from this house with- 
out it." 

" I have not got it." 

"Now see how you make me have recourse to threats 
against my will. It is painful to me to assure you that m 
have that seal from you or Maranoff if I have to kill one or 
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loth of you. Of course I know that you, who have granted 
3fOur favors to five different lovers here in Petersburg since 
jour betrayal of the prince, have no special care for Maranoff. 
Sat you have infinite care for your own life ; and even Mara- 
noff may be of service to you in this crisis. Call him ; I'll not 
hinder you." 

The woman produced from a silken purse, in which there 
sparkled a number of valuable gems, a seal which she dropped 
with a trembling hand on the table. Paul took it up, ex- 
amined it carefully and, continuing to hold it in his hand, 
kx)ked at her. 

" That's the seal," she said, with fretful impatience. 

" I know. But it is incomplete." 

** Incomplete ? " 

** It wants a legend attached to it to satisfy me." 

" What do you mean ? " 

Paul raised his finger and pointed to the writing materials 
on the table. 

** You must not forget that I have a second thing to ask of 
you." 

Euphrosyne looked at him in uneasy bewilderment, and he 
went on : " I did not ask for the pens, ink and paper there for 
nothing. You have written and signed many important docu- 
ments of late. I wish you to put your hand to one more." 

" To what effect ? " 

" You shall confess the theft of this seal, your loan of it to 
Maranoff, and your knowledge of the uses to which he put it 
on more than one occasion." 

She stood up : a faint cry struggled to her lips : " I'll not 
do it" 

Paul arose in his turn, and with no change of voice or feat- 
ure answered : " Choose whether you will write what I dictate, 
or be stretched dead without another word of warning on the 
floor of this room." 

« She sank on the chair : he placed the necessary materials 
to her hand, and at a gesture from him she took up a pen, 
while her lips moved rapidly. 
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" Curse me later," he said. " For the present, give all your 
attention to what is before you. Write." She dipped her pen 
in the ink and bent over the paper : 

" ' I, the undersigned, confess to having taken from his im- 
perial highness Alexis Petrovitch, without his knowledge, the 
accompanying seal. The seal was taken in the Castle of St 
Elmo, at Naples, in the month of May, 17 17, by understand- 
ing with the Baron Sergius Maranoff, to whom the said seal 
was handed not long afterwards for purposes of his own. I 
further admit my knowledge of the fact that the said Seigius 
Maranoff, having also received from me certain letters written 
by his imperial highness, did open and reveal the said letters, 
and retain them in his possession from the month of June 171 7 
till the month of February, 17 18, when, I being in Germany, 
he returned them to me, to be made use of against his imperial 
highness the Czarewitch and his associates. 

"* (Signed) Euphrosvne Feodoreff.' " 

Paul took up the paper and went over it again carefully. 

" On the whole," he said, with a smile, " this will be of more 
service to his highness than the poison with which some tender- 
hearted sympathizers desire him to be taken off." 

He walked from the room without looking back and left the 
house. 

Euphrosyne remained for half an hour paralyzed with dis- 
may at. what had passed. Her brother would lose no time 
in placing this confession before Alexis : the prince would 
clamor for the presence of his father; and welcoming with joy 
and hope the prospect of at once destroying his most loathed 
enemy, and disarming his all-powerful judge, would make, in 
his turn, revelations that must blow to the winds her never- 
absent dream of yet attracting the favor of the sovereign. She 
rose at last, under the dismal necessity of telling the worst, 
and left the room to look for Maranoff. The baron, she di^ 
covered, had gone from the house a few seconds before Paul's 
departure, and Euphiosyne felt a certain relief at the news. 
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After another space of reflection she seized the pen once 
more and wrote another letter. She dressed in haste but 
with care, and went out Her course took her towards the 
Imperial Chancellery, at the door whereof she met Sergius 
Maranoff. Without a word she placed the letter in his 
hand, and hurried homeward again. 

Two hours later a note was brought to her containing 
these words : " I feared that you would have to yield to your 
brother's threats. I shall no more blame you than you 
should myself, since interference on my part would have 
only made matters worse. I must imitate you by not stop- 
ping to wonder at the terrible accuracy of his information. We 
must act. The main step suggested by you is a supremely 
desperate one. Yet it is, under the circumstances, inevitable. 
Indeed, I am in course of taking it. I have already discovered 
the watchword. Prepare to hear most decisive news within 
the next twenty-four hours." 

A few minutes afterwards, in Euphrosyne*s recovered buoy- 
ancy of heart, she went out to the house of the apothecary 
which she had seen Paul enter soon before his visit to herself. 
The man was on the point of arranging everything so as to 
lock up his house. He would be absent for three days. His 
replies to certain general questions by Euphrosyne were given 
with a mixture of obsequiousness and confidence ; and when 
asked about her brother's business with him, his explanation, a 
somewhat elaborate one, was of such a kind as to make her 
turn away with smiles, which developed into convulsions of 
laughter as she re-entered her dwelling. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 
ADVOCATES OF MERCY. 

At the palace of the Czar, on this 25 th of June, perplexity 
and anxiety had reigned all day. The delayed darkness of 
the summer night had set in, and it was known that not yet bad 
the sovereign either signed or cancelled the sentence of death 
upon his son. Menchikoff, Schafiroff, Alexander Golovkinand 
Tolstoi' walked to and fro outside the imperial apartments. 
Their conversation was fragmentary, and conducted mainly in 
whispers. Three or four figures, oi minor consequence at 
court, lingered about the passages, and watched with strained 
curiosity the movements of their superiors. 

Far within, surrounded only by the few that shared the in- 
most promptings of his nature, in one of the most exclusive 
of the chambers reserved to his consort and himself was the 
Czar. He was the centre of a group consisting of the Empress 
Catherine, Helena von CEst Frise and Dorothea von Fursten- 
berg ; while, standing a little apart, grave and fine of form 
and face, in his long white beard and flowing garments, was 
the Archimandrite Theodosios. 

Peter himself was laboring under tremendous agitation. He 
was in the admiral's dress which became him so well in ordinary 
circumstances, but his wild restlessness made it now seem ill- 
fitting. The linen of his wrists and neck and bosom, so nota- 
bly white and well preserved at other times, was this ni^t 
torn and crumpled and soiled. The sweat broke out repeat- 
edly on his front. He would rise from his cbaiiy speak 
lapidlyi walk about mth stxides that shook the room. Then a 
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Cercer light would gleam from his eyes, the darkness of his 
complexion would deepen, a dreadfd convulsion would seize 
upon him, and he would sit hurriedly down again, burying his 
^then face in his hands and trembling through all his frame, 
and a prolonged silence would ensue ; and the women would 
turn away with countenances aghast, indeed, yet less full of 
terror for themselves than of compassion and alarm for the 
suffering Emperor. 

" It has always been the same," he said, during one interval 
of calm. " I find myself decisive and si^'if t of purpose in all 
things else ; but where this unfortunate boy is concerned, my 
nature becomes transformed, and I wander continually from 
my due course. My experience of the past, my fears for the 
future, the need of crushing the dangerous factions that cling 
to him, the well-being, the very existence of my country seem 
to call for his death. He is another Rehoboam, with whose 
bringing up I have taken boundless pains, who would, when I 
am gone, dismiss my tried councillors and prefer the worthless 
companions of his own age ; who would chasten my people 
with scorpions ; who would provoke a civil war by which ten- 
twelfths of Russia would fall away from allegiance to the 
throne. How shall your holiness answer that ? " he concluded, 
turning, not disrespectfully, to the Archimandrite. 

" Since your majesty bids me speak, I would say that Solo- 
mon foresaw much of this in the son whose mind he applied 
his wisdom in forming. Yet the wisest of monarchs, the sub- 
tlest of worldly judges, left it to God to punish that erring 
son." 

Peter did not appear to find much comfort from this 
argument. 

" The twelve tribes kept together," he murmured, " till the 
end of the wise man's reign. It was not until his rash successor 
came to the throne that the tribes were dispersed, and the 
divine guardianship which had enfolded United Israel from the 
days of Moses departed forever." 

He rose and paced the room, his head bent, his mouth work- 
ing, impatient sighs escaping him at every moment On a 



loyal iliiiy in ihiiifis nf this «orl( 

u ionleiiiiiblL'.l aii<l iiiuoitenled a 
The Czar sprang to his feet ; 

" Do you dare ? " he stamn 

The priest looked at him w-ith 
be asked if this most misguided 
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quious arrogance, promised you Go 
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" If it were," was the reply, " your majesty, I think, would 
not be in this room. You would have admitted to your pres- 
ence none but men of war and cold statecraft, the business of 
whose lives is to harden the hearts of those they serve. But 
now, if such a death as they call for came upon the prince, 
you would weep for him as David wept for Absalom; nor 
would you wait to bequeath to your successor the duty of pun- 
ishing your son's murderer." 

" This is your argument ? " 

"The argument of one who, as your majesty knows, has 
done some little to bring the prince within reach of your aveng- 
ing arm ; but who now joins the side of those who would im- 
plore you to refrain from doing your worst." 

The Czar turned with a more open smile to the Princess von 
CEst Frise : " What says the second mother of our grand- 
children, my daughter Helena ? " 

" I think with my sister Dorothea, that if our adopted sov- 
ereign had been inclined to harsh measures, he would not have 
sought the company of three ladies and a holy minister of 
Christ." 

" One more messenger of clemency, your majesty," said the 
Archimandrite. " And let me point out, sire, in what way you 
now stand. If it is the voice of God that calls for the death 
of your son, you show yourself as ready as was Abraham to 
make the sacrifice. But do not, when you are about to raise 
the immolating knife, blind yourself to the presence of these 
angels of mercy who interpose to stay your hand." 

" He might even hope to find a ram as a burnt offering in 
the shape of the woman with the red hair," whispered Helena 
to Dorothea. 

The quick ears of the Czar must have caught these words, 
for he turned suddenly to the speaker with a face from which 
the clouds had quite gone and shook his head. Then, smiling 
kindly upon all, he desired them to leave him, but only for a 
little while. When left alone, he sat looking before him with a 
grave but gentle expression of countenance for a few seconds. 
Then he got up and went over to a table on which lay a great 
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sheet of parchment covered with many signatures. It was the 
death-warrant of Alexis. He was about to raise it, when a 
knock came to the door and an orderly entered. 

" A messenger from the fortress, your majesty." 

"From the governor?" 

'< No, sire ; direct from his imperial highness." 

"Admit him." 

The Emperor's face wore signs of perplexity, which gave 
way to his former look of amiableness as Paul Feodoreff en- 
tered and prostrated himself. 

" Your master sent you of his own impulse? " 

" Yes, majesty. After I had shown him some papeis whidi 
I now ask you to look at. Here is the first" And he handed 
forth the confession wrung that day from Euphrosyne. The 
Czar read it with a smile in which there was little of surprise. 

" We must refrain before you from expressing our thoughts 
of your sister. Whafs this? " he continued, as he recehrrfa 
second document. It was larger than the other, and bore an 
ornamental seal on the cover. 

The Emperor stared at Paul, then quickly put his hand in 
his breast and drew forth a paper, which he compared with 
the sealed document already in his hand. They were exactly 
alike. 

"Yes," murmured Peter in amazement. "The duplicate of 
the paper found on the body of Ivan Slonski. Where did you 
get this?" 

" At Tver, your majesty, from a courier who had been em- 
ployed to bear it to Moscow, who delivered it to me, and who 
was afterwards found murdered." 

The Czar glanced over Euphrosyne's confession with a dark 
face, then bent his eyes on the still kneeling chamberlain : 

"I need not ask you who employed both couriers, who 
murdered the first, who caused two attempts to be made upon 
your own life on the way to Moscow? " 

" Nor who counterfeited my master's writing, sire." 

The Czar hastily went to the door and beckoned to the el- 
derly, who still waited in the passage. 
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"Was this man seen to enter? " 

" Into your majesty's apartments? No, sire." 

" Let his coming and going remain unknown. Remember. 
— And what does your master say of this ? " inquired the sov- 
ereign, returning to Paul when the orderly had gone. 

'' He entreats your majesty to see him at your pleasure, that 
he may solemnly disclaim all previous knowledge of these 
papers or of the murderous design of Ivan Slonski.'' 

Peter reflected : 

" To-night I will not see him — for his own sake. He will 
need rest. Tell him to expect me at seven o'clock in the 
morning. For yourself, come here. That he may sleep a lit- 
tle better, let us hope, than he has done for some days past, 
tell him what you will now see me do. This is the sentence 
passed upon him. Look." 

And he snatched up a pen and ran it through the Une which 
bore the words of condemnation to death ; then he drew a 
number of downward strokes over the space reserved for his 
own signature. 

And Paul, in a broken voice and with tears pouring down 
his cheeks, cried : 

" Oh !^-oh ! — dear father ! — kindest and greatest of sover- 
eigns — how can I best serve you for this? " 

" What's that bulging out in your breast? " 

"A pistol, father." 

The Emperor laughed. 

" So they have let you come armed into my presence? No, 
keep it. I have some experience of the sort of persons on 
whom you are likely to use weapons of offence. I wish your 
master would let you enter my army. But now, go back and 
comfort him." 

And he called the orderly once more, and, with renewed 
injunctions to secrecy, dismissed the chamberlain. 

A few seconds later the Archimandrite, the Czarina and the 

two princesses re-entered the room. Peter led them over in 

silence to the table whereon lay the cancelled death-warrant. 

Then he knelt down and begged the blessing of the Archiman- 

28 
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drite. And the blessing was pronounced in solemn faltering 
tones, while tears filled the eyes of the ladies, who knelt also. 

But for the last two hours the conversation between Menchi- 
koff, Golovkin, Schafiroff and Tolstoi ran in one unvaried strain. 
The Russian people need not expect that the sentence would 
be revised. The Czarewitch was doomed. His death was a 
necessity to the empire. He must be executed. 

" And I tell you for the fiftieth tune," said Tolstoi*, " that his 
majesty will never consent to an open execution. Now is the 
time for a desperate man to build up his fortunes. If that 
huge rascal of a lackey were to slit the prince's throat or knock 
his brains out, Schafiroff would soon have to resign the vic^ 
chancellorship. 

" I wish you would lower your voice," remarked Schafiroff 
testily. 

" Fifty times ! " mused Menchikoff. " Peter Tolstoi, you 
are a good arithmetician. Fve checked you and Tve chedted 
the number of times Maranoff has lingered near to drink in 
your words. The figures agree precisely." 

" His fortunes at least are not broken," said Alexander Gol- 
ovkin. " They say he'll be married to Euphrosyne very soon.'* 
That depends on the lady," observed Tolstoi*. 
Perhaps Tolstoi' has aspirations in that quarter himself," 
suggested Menchikoff. 

"At any rate," said Tolstoi, "she has had enough jewels 
from the prince and the Czar to attract a good husband, and 
to keep herself and that husband for the rest of their lives." 

"Then," said Schafiroff, "let me trust that her choice will 
fall on Maranoff, out of her score of lovers." 

" Why ? " 

" His presence can well be spared in the chancellery. For 
the last week or trv'o Tve seen him constantly in the society 
of villains whose company might well be shunned by a hang- 






man." 



" Who are those three with him now ? " said Golovkin. 
" You have eyes and do not know them ? " cried Tolstoi. 
^^ Those are thite immortals: Yudaieff, Rcnniantzoff and 



Advocates of Mercy. 435 

ski. In their leader and themselves you behold the 
iroes of the attack on the castle of Ehrenberg last 

ere's Maranoff about to steal near us once more," said 
koff. 

ill, I'll not gratify him by letting him hear my favorite 
for the fifty-first time," said Tolstoi. " Though while 
*t out of hearing I say that our sovereign, our orthodox 
ther, would be thankful for life to any one who should 
of his eldest bom within the next twenty-four hours." 
Feodoreff left the palace by an unfrequented issue and 
Lt once for the riverside. The moon was at the full, 
at of the day had left no mist. And the light spread 
overlay of silver on the broad stream and the little Isle 
issari, whereon rose the Cathedral of Saints Peter and 
nd the casemates and bastions and ramparts of the 
where Alexis was confined. 

chamberlain walked at a pace made strong and swift 
^ood news he bore. He had hired a boat for the after- 
id night, and had moored it in a small creek facing the 
To reach the boat he had to pass a row of uncompleted 
tenanted wooden houses. His long stride had soon 
: him abreast of these ; his figure had become absorbed 
shadow of the first of the buildings, when a shot rang 
I the air, and something struck him on one of the 
of the left hand. He threw himself flat on the ground 
a second shot was fired, clearly from the same direc- 
He heard a low laugh, then the cautious tread of foot- 
The shadow of the houses were thick enough to enable 
raise his head very slightly, while drawing his pistol, 
; observation ; and he saw two men, about ten yards 
)ving towards him. He let them cover half the dis- 
when he raised his arm and head fully, fired, and 
to his feet. One of the men had fallen ; the chamber- 
s upon the other at a single bound, and had dashed 
le fellow's hand a second and still undischarged pistol, 
jagged his captive to where the prostrate form wa&^ 
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turned it over with his foot, and, bending down, saw that the 
man was dead. 

" Who set you on to this ? " demanded Paul, rising. 

" The Baron Sergius Maranoff." 

" With what object ? " 

" To get from you a paper which he desired to have." 

" Can you read ? " 

" No." 

Paul suddenly looked closer at the man. ''Come this 
way," he said, and forced his prisoner into the moonlight 

Then the chamberlain burst into a shout of frightful laughter. 

" God is good ! God is good ! God is good ! " he said re- 
peatedly. Then in a quieter tone : " I think you had the 
laugh at me six years ago in Thorn, under the lead of the 
same Sergius Maranoff. Your name is Ivan Mathaieff ? " 

"Of course, I can expect no mercy. You know me. 
That's enough." 

" Were you not one of Maranoff's company on the Crown 
Prince's journey from Tver ? " 

" Yes." 

" I believe you shot at me once or twice on the way ? " 

" Once." 

" You fired first just now ? " 

" Yes." 

"You have aimed a little better to-night. You have cut 
my finger. For that and all offences against m3rself I pardon 
you. But there is one more matter. Was it not you that 
knouted the prince twice within the last six days ? " 
It was my duty." 

And a duty you enjoyed, I am told that you and 
Maranoff exchanged bursts of laughter while you were at jrour 
work. And so you were to render him an account of your 
exploit of to-night. You and your execrable employer were to 
rejoice at another blow dealt at my master ? Where have 
you left him ? " 

" At the palace. I think I've said enough." 

'' You are ng)it. At the palace^ eh ? See whether he wiD 
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recognize you when you are brought together again. You 
unholy scoundrel 1 You loathsome dog ! You in- 
famous — unutterable — ^wretch ! Nevermore — shall you 

lift your sacrilegious hand to degrade — to torture — a son of 
the reigning house of Russia 1 " 

At the beginning of the last speech the chamberlain had 
raised his heavy pistol, and, grasping it by the barrel, had 
struck Mathai'eff a blow above the forehead which must have 
proved instantly mortal. Paul, however, held up his victim, 
and at every break in his address, and for two minutes after 
he had finished speaking, continued to rain blows on the dead 
figure swaying in his clutch, till the man's head presented 
nothing but the appearance of a blood-soaked mass of pulp, 
and the stout pistol itself had become shattered to fragments 
in his hand. He hurled the slain man from him and walked 
down to the creek. 

The boat was there untouched. He paused to bind his 
bleeding finger with a handkerchief ; then he entered the 
boat and pushed ofiL 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

A STRUGGLE FOR EXISTENCE. 

The oarsman soon came to the Isle of Yenissari. On reach- 
ing the Bastion Troubetzkoi and asking for the governor : 

" He is in Petersburg for the night," said the soldier in 
attendance. 

" Could I see the apothecary? " 

** I think so. And you seem to need his help. You are 
bleeding." 

" I have met with a slight hurt." 

When Paul was conducted to von Beer's presence, the 
apothecary, who, like most of the others in the citadel, had a 
kindly feeling towards the chamberlain, looked at him in sickly 
dismay. 

"What hideous work has been here?" he exclaimed, 
" Covered with blood and brains from head to foot ! But I 
take it that the brains are not your own. What have you been 
doing? Ah i the governor told me he had lent you one of his 
huge pistols." 

" And I have destroyed it I must present him with an- 
other," said Paul, who seemed in spirits, which the danger he 
had gone through could neither control, nor his constitutional 
indifference to bloodshed account for. And he told as much 
as he thought to the point of the adventures of the night 

" You have got rid of a more than duteous villain in all bad- 
ness," observed the apothecary. " From whispers caught up I 
am told the wretch had undertaken to kill the prince at the 
next knouting. H^ boa&led that he had only been plajring so far. 
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Hut let me look at your linger," he continued, hastily unfasten- 
ing the rude bandage. " You great rascal, you have in every 
"^ray alarmed me without cause. You are not much the worse. 
Nothing broken ; little more than skin deep." 

He merely snipped off some loose pieces of skin, brought 

Some cold water, bathed the finger, and bound it up carefully. 

"There," he said; "but you cannot go into the prince's 

I^resence covered with the trophies of your triumph over that 

dead scoundrel." 

"Is he awake?" 

" No ; but he has had a troubled sleep. Leave your tunic 
and vest here. Pll lend you a cloak which will at least partly 
cover those vast shoulders of yours." 

" You are always kind," said Paul. Then he hesitated and 
smiled and went on : "I have something to ask your advice 
upon." 

He narrated his visit to the apothecary in the city and pro- 
duced the phial. Von Beer looked curiously at him. 

"What did you want with poison?" he asked; then sud- 
denly changed color. " Not to relieve the prince's pain? " 
Paul smiled in a wholly unembarrassed manner. 
" You know me to be truthful? " he said. 
"Yes." 

" Will you do what I ask, and put no further questions to 
me, if I give you my word that I will never take away another's 
life by poison?" 

" I believe you. What do you ask? " 
" That you will please to test the contents of that phial, and 
tell me the best or worst it can do." 

" Is that all? " said von Beer. He went into a side apart- 
inent 

In five minutes he retumed and handed back the bottle to 
the chamberlain. 

"The seller of that draught is a strange, artful scamp. In 
a word, it is not strictly a poison. If the whole of the con- 
tents were taken, it would give at first an appearance of sudden 
death by apoplexy; it would completely suspend animaticia 
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" It will not harm me to keep awake, if your highness- 



iL Will iiui iia^iii liic lu Kccp ctwais-c, u y\jui iii^iiiicbb " 



No, no, no. Five nights without sleep, and for my sake. 
I cannot bear to think of my selfishness. I am unworthy of 
such devotion. To-night we are both happy; to-night we 
must both sleep well." 

" Let me watch till you are asleep." 

" I will not have it so. We must say our prayers, and lie 
down at the same time." 

He knelt up in bed with difficulty, and prayed with tears in his 
eyes. Then he lay down again, and the servant rose from his knees. 

" Paul ! " murmured the prince after a little silence. 

"Your highness?" 

*' My noblest, most faithful of companions, my friend, come 



near me." 



Paul approached him. 

** Stoop down and kiss me." 

The chamberlain, with eyes gleaming, half blinded through 
tears, bent down vaguely, hesitatingly, near the forehead of his 
master. But Alexis with feeble arms drew his head lower and 
kissed him on the lips. 

** God bless you, Paul," he said, and sank back. 

And Paul went over to his own bed with a happy face. 
And master and servant were soon in quiet sleep. 

For more hours than he could guess, Paul had lain lost to 
consciousness of everything around him; when his waking 
sense returned, but very gradually. His restlessness of nearly 
a week must, after all, have tried him beyond his anticipation ; 
for he felt a marvellous rigidity in the limbs, a helplessness 
from head to foot, as he half dreamingly told himself. His 
breathing, too, was remarkably impeded. Struggling up from 
the chaos of sleep into which he had been plunged, to the 
suiface of the real world, he became aware of whispering voices 
in the room. He tried to alter the strangely uncomfortable 
position in which he found himself. He could not move arm, 
leg or body. He would have called out ; no articulate sound 
came to his lips. He was gagged and bound ! 

He opened his eyes. The lamp in the centre of the table was 
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burning still, and strove, in faint rivalry with the morning light 
that began to steal throiigh the windows, to illumine the dismal 
apartment. And looking down on him stood Sergius Maranoff. 

"You cannot speak, but you can listen," said the baion 
with a smile. " If you attempt to shift from the position in 
which you are, if you try to utter the least sound, we have a 
fathom or two of rope wherewith to strangle you.'* 

Another figure drew near. "If you'll take my advice, 
Maranoff, it will be well for you to content yourself with the 
business on which you have brought us here. It is grave and 
terrible enough. And I hope you may be able to answer for 
it as readily to others as you have done to us." 

Paul's hair stiffened on his head, and a cold sweat burst 
over all his body. Maranoff and the man who had interposed 
turned away. 

Throughout the room there prevailed a silence, interrupted 
only by the painful, labored breath of the slumbering prince. 
Four men, strong and tall, including Maranoff, stood together 
gazing down on Alexis. 

" Might it not be well," suggested one hoarse voice, " to do it 
while he sleeps, and so spare him needless fear and suffering ?" 

"It must not be," declared Maranoff. "It should go 
against the conscience of any orthodox Christian to send him 
before the eternal judge in unreadiness. I'll wake him and bid 
him say a prayer. It will soon be all over." 

There was a convulsive movement from the bed behind. 
Maranoff turned, surveyed the prostrate, helpless chamberlaio, 
then refbced his attention on the sleeper. He hesitated for a 
minute more, then he touched the prince on the shoulder. 

" Rise, your highness," he said in a voice which his utmost 
effort could not render steady. 

There was a pause, during which the three other men 
looked with haggard eyes and white faces at each other. 

" God forgive us ! " muttered the man who had come to 
Paul's relief. 

At length the prince awoke, and said in a weak though 
pleasant voice *. " P&ul, is it not time for my father to come?" 



A Struggle for Existence. 443 

" Your highness, awake ; listen. Prepare yourself." 

Alexis had started up at the first sound of the voice that 
thus had answered him. 

"What's this?" he gasped. 

" Alexis Petrovitch," said Maranoff, controlling his voice 
this time, " the great ones of the empire have condemned you 
to death for your manifold treasons against the Czar, your 
sovereign and father. By order of his majesty, we are here 
to execute the sentence. Make ready, by prayer and contri- 
tion, to depart from this world, for your life is drawing to 
a close." 

The prince uttered a cry sharpened to the acutest keynote 
of agony, and stammered an appeal for help. 

" Paul ! Where is Paul ? " 

Maranoff glanced again at the hopelessly struggling form 
of the chamberlain, under whom the bed rocked with a motion 
that shook the room. 

"Your highness need look for no assistance there," said 
Maranoff. 

" Where is your warrant ? My father has cancelled the sen- 
tence of death. Where is your warrant, I say? " 

The movement of the servant's bed became more violent 
than before. 

" I wish you could answer that, Maranoff," whispered his 
nearest companion. 

Alexis caught the sound, and exclaimed : " You have no 
warrant : you are murderers." 

" We have entered this fortress by a watchword known to 
the Czar only and his nearest councillors. We have explicit 
authority for what we do," said Maranoff, glaring at the man 
who had whispered to him. 

" ril never believe it. If my father acted thus, he would 
prove himself such a perjurer and liar as the worst of slan- 
derers has not dared to name him." 

" The Czar, as a father, has pardoned your crimes towards 
himself ; as a monarch, he finds it impossible to forgive you. 
His previous clemency is recalled ; for he cannot let you live 
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He took one pillow, and laid it lengthwise down the body 
of the prince. Then he made a sign to the largest and heaviest 
of his comrades ; and he and his comrade mounted the bed 
and knelt on the pillow. 

" Should not one of us kneel with the other pillow on his 
face? " asked one of the men. 

" No," said Maranoff, " there must be no risk of disfigure- 
ment. But do you hold his legs." 

He then calmly watched the countenance of the prince. 
Prolonged shudderings had run through the frame, from the 
legs upward, and had convulsed the features. A wave of 
blood seemed to mount with a rush from the heart ; and un- 
derlay the skin of throat and visage with a deep violet flush. 
There burst from the lips a froth, slightly mingled with crim- 
son bubbles. Maranoff quickly drew forth a handkerchief and 
wiped the froth away. The wave of blood gradually subsided. 
The prince opened his lips once and gave forth a sigh. His 
eyes repeatedly closed and unclosed. Twice afterwards the 
mouth opened and shut again, without a sound appearing to 
have come from it. Lastly the lips and eyelids unclosed in 
the same moment; and this time the jaw slowly fell and the 
eyes remained fixed. And the two men got off the bed and 
removed the pillow. Maranoff took a small mirror from the 
far end of the room and held it before the gaping mouth. 
Almost simultaneously he placed his hand over the heart. 

Not the slightest sign of life was observable. They straight- 
ened the limbs and arranged the bed-clothes. In obedience 
to Maranoff still, they all knelt down, and prayed aloud for the 
repose of the soul of him who lay silent there at last. Then, 
crossing themselves, they rose again. Maranoff looked over at 
Paul and hesitated. 

" Let us begone," burst forth one of the men. " By the 
agony of Christ, Pd rather go through twenty pitched battles 
than stay one moment longer in this dungeon." 

Maranoff, not waiting for more signs of impatience on the 
part of his comrades, turned away his head. And the four 
murderers went out of the room in haste and silence. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE WORLD HEARS OF THE PRINCE'S DEATH. 

The deed had been done a litde before six o'clock in the 
morning. In the bustling of the men about the apartment 
the table had been overturned, and the lamp lay shattered and 
extinguished on the ground. But the summer light, streaming 
in through the barred windows, fell along the bed and illumined^ 
the visage of the murdered prince with a ghastly radiance. 
Two hours of stillness crept on, interrupte4 only by a raucous 
breathing from the defenceless chamberlain. Eight o'clock 
struck by the cathedral bell, when down the prison corridor 
there came sounds of steps and voices ; a step quick and firm, 
another heavier and less assured; a voice authoritative yet 
cheerful ; a second voice deferential and subdued. And a man 
in naval uniform entered the room with shining eyes and what 
seemed a pleasant murmur of greeting. He went over to the 
bed, and instantly the mirth left his face, and he remained 
rooted to the ground like an iron image. 

Then he took off his hat, let it fall to the ground, and crossed 
himself. 

" He has died in the night," he said, in a voice that was 
hoarse though quiet. " What noise is that? " 

He looked at the older man in military dress who had ac- 
companied him, and who now pointed with a shaking finger 
toward the servant's bed. The man in the sailor's costume 
followed the indication, walked forward, and in a moment a 
new expression lit up his face. He drew a knife from a sash 
round his waist, cut the elaborate entanglements wfaich had 
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crippled the chamberlain, and removed the gag from his 
mouth. 

"The meaning of this? " inquired the man who had set the 
chamberlain free. 

" It means murder, your majesty," said Paul in a strange 
voice as he fell on his knees. 

The governor sank to the floor in his turn. 

" In my absence ! " he moaned. 

The Czar looked at him in silence and ordered him away with 
a gesture. And the governor, rising, went out of the apartment 
with the air of one whose path in life has been lost forever. 

The Emperor himself fastened the door and turned to Paul. 

" Now ! " he said abruptly. 

And the chamberlain, with a voice which was at times in- 
articulate, entered upon a clear account of everjrthing that had 
passed under his eyes in reference to the Prince : from the 
close of the speaker*s interview with the sovereign on the 
previous night, till the hour when the assassins had quitted that 
room. The change in his voice merely arose from the physical 
trial he had undergone. No tear dimmed his eye, his color 
remained unaltered, the expression of his ideas was calm and 
orderly from the first word to the last. 

Some minutes of silence followed when the narrative was 
done, Peter all the while pacing the room. At length he 
stopped in front of the chamberlain. 

" And among his last words was a vindication of his father*s 
truth and honor?" 

" Yes, majesty. He fell asleep last night, looking forward 
gladly to the meeting with you ; and in the moment of waking 
and of seeing another form than mine near him he spoke joy- 
fully, thinking it was your majesty." 

Again there was a pause. 

" I sent the governor from here," resumed the Czar, " that 
he might not know what had passed. You and I, my poor 
fellow, have shared, strangely enough, more secrets than one 
before now. Remember, this must be guarded with a much 
more sacred fidelity than all the rest." 
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" rU not forget, sire." 

" As for the murderers, even you, that so loved jrour master, 
shall be satisfied. Remain in this room till I send for yoiL" 

He went over to the prince's bed, knelt down and crossed 
himself. The servant did not venture to look around, but he 
felt that the bed on which the murdered prince lay was trem- 
bling. And he noticed that as the sovereign at length arose and 
walked from the chamber his iron frame was less upright than 
usual. 

On Peter's return to the palace he summoned Schafiroff and 
Menchikoff to his presence, told what had passed, and asked if 
they had anything to explain. And for the next half-hour con- 
sternation, hurry and disorder reigned throughout the Ministerial 
circle and elsewhere at Court. One helped the other in faltering 
out a revelation of Tolstoi's imprudent words : the words over- 
heard by Maranoff, and evidently repeated to his accomplices 
for their encouragement. Tolstoi was immediately sent for. 

He had apparently little to learn of what had passed, and he 
received the imperial command in no easy state of mind. He 
no sooner stood in the august presence than the Czar rushed 
toward him, and without a word struck him with his clenched 
fist in the face. A single blow it was, and so well aimed and 
vigorously dealt, that Tolstoi was raised clear from his feet, 
dashed to the ground, and had to be borne bleeding and sens^ 
less from the apartment. Thereafter the sovereign, with a 
calmness perhaps aided a little by this exploit, turned with his 
two remaining councillors to the consideration of the best 
means of making public the death of Alexis. The Czar was 
for revealing the exact circumstances of the assassination. 
This view, on account of the scandal which it could not fail to 
arouse all over Europe, was combated with much earnestness 
by both ministers. For two hours the discussion went on ; and 
at last the vice-chancellor, after withdrawing for a while, pro- 
duced the following document for signature by his master : 

"As we remained undecided between our feelings of paternal 
clemency and the duty of safeguarding the future of oar 
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Empire, Almighty God in His justice took upon Himself to 
rescue us from the ordeal. This morning He put an end to 
the days on earth of our son Alexis, Yesterday, soon after the 
reading of the judgment which enumerated his crimes, this 
guilty and unhappy son was overtaken by a cruel affliction, 
similar in its commencing stage to an attack of apoplexy. 
From this he fell into a deep sleep which lasted throughout 
the night. Having at length recovered consciousness, he sent 
at an early hour to invite our presence at his bedside. We 
hastened to him accompanied by our chief ministers. He 
then with tears of contrition confessed frankly all his offences 
against us and implored our pardon, which we affectionately 
granted him. After which he died as became a Christian, this 
26th of June, towards eight o'clock in the morning." 

"And I am to put my hand to that? " said Peter. "Sign 
myself a profane liar as long as men hear of me? " 

He signed it, however. And Schafiroff took eager possession 
of it and withdrew again, to have copies made and despatched 
to each of Russia's representatives at foreign courts. 

An hour afterwards MenchikofI hurried into the room, from 
which the Czar had meanwhile not moved. 

"Now," said Peter, "am I to ask you already how the 
murderers were taken? " 

" I had scarce left your majesty's presence, when one of 
them, Yudaieff, came terror-stricken to me. He said enough 
to ease my way towards the arrest of the whole four. And 
they are now under strong guard in a cellar of the palace. 
Here is a letter taken from Maranoff." 

And he handed to the sovereign a paper the writing of which 
was in a female hand. 

"From Euphrosyne?" said Peter. 

Menchikoff bowed. 

" ' You will guess,' " read the Czar, " ' that my brother has 
wrung everything from me in his fatal visit to-day. If he per- 
suades the prince to speak out, you are doomed. Of course, 
I am indemnified for all that is past, as the Czar has more 
29 
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than once assured me. Do you want my help? I give it 
with a frank heart. The only remedy I can think of — ^apart 
from the mere detail of the removal of my brother — is a dread- 
ful one. Shall I suggest it? Dare you attempt it? The dis- 
cipline inside the fortress which contains our prisoner is lax at 
times ; the governor is a fool. The watchword is easily got 
from Tolstoi. What else ? I have heard Tolstoi say a thou- 
sand times that his majesty would blot out all past offences 
and open up the most brilliant future to any one who stmck 
this worthless prince from his path. Need I say more?" 

The Emperor concluded the reading with a grim laugh: 
** So this incomparable fiend of a woman has been the prime 
mover here, too? However, enough and more than enough 
of her for the present The three unknown villains you may 
dispose of when you please." 

'* Your majesty has no wish to question them? " 

" What could they confess but that they hoped to mend 
their fortunes by pandering to my baser and bloodier instincts? 
No. They must die this day. But you can think of some 
strange torture, something unheard of even in the records of 
this year's punishments — a something which may rack them 
with the united agonies of death every minute, and yet keep 
them alive till the last possible moment on this day of the 
murder of their victim." 

"And Maranoff?" 

" Bring him before me this evening at six o'clock, to the 
outhouse at the bottom of the garden." 

** There remains the carelessness of the governor." 

"In that I fear I am to blame. He came here a little after 
midnight, in answer to a lying message, which I have since 
traced to MaranofT. I was understood to have sent for him 
that he might give me an account of his prisoner, and attend 
me in an immediate visit to the citadel. Not caring to let 
the old man know he had been befooled, I bade him remain 
at the palace for the night, with a promise to make use of his 
company for the visit already planned by me. Maranoff no 
doubt foresaw this. He had already wheedled the necessary 
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password out of Tolstoi, and nothing stood in the way of his 
enterprise." 

"This poor man, the prince's faithful chamberiain? " 

" I'm not forgetting him. You shall yourself go over to the 
citadel. You will find the devoted fellow still beside the bed 
of his master. Relieve him. Let him also be at the outhouse 
at the same time as Maranoff this evening." 
Yes, your majesty?" 
Something else — Oh yes, give him this letter." 

" Euphrosyne's? " 

" Ay. And when he has read it, tell him that I grant him 
the post of executioner which he applied for through the 
Princess von Furstenberg. He will understand." 

" Has your majesty any further orders? " 

" You shall send on a dame from the palace to wash my son's 
body at once and prepare him for burial. And for the lying 
in state, let him have on his robes as Crown Prince of Russia." 

" There is much perplexity in the city ; and to allay malev- 
olent rumors " 

" Again you are right. Let a messenger proceed at once to 
the cathedral on the island, and let the bell be tolled for the 
dead." 

Before long, the sounding of the death-bell from the Isle of 
Venissari made the inhabitants of Petersburg assemble in 
the streets on the fair summer day ; and question each other 
ominously. It was quickly known that the prince was dead. 
And at once there ran from mouth to mouth rumors (which 
the publishers undertook in each case to verify) pointing to the 
knife, poison or the axe as the instrument of his death. But 
one report, more eagerly credited than the rest, finally took the 
place of all others. It was to the effect that that morning the 
Czarina Catherine had gone to the citadel in company with 
his majesty, that she had there denounced Alexis as the author 
of a host of new crimes, that the enraged Czar, without further 
question, and of course in imitation of Ivan the Terrible, had 
rushed upon the prince, and beaten out his brains with the 
oaken stick usually carried by him. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST. 

At six o'clock on that same evening, the Czar and Prince 
Menchikof!, both dressed in general's uniforms, walked down 
from the palace through a well-shaded avenue, and round to 
the bottom of the garden. They entered a rude brick building, 
which contained only one room, about forty feet square, and 
ten feet high ; well lighted by numerous windows. It had been 
used until lately for the storage of gardening implements. It 
was now cleared out with the intention of being turned into a 
carpenter's shop for the Emperor. 

"They were all eager to confess," observed Menchikoff, 
" but I declared that nothing was wanted of them. So they 
had to suffer to the last without hope of relief." 

" Their bodies are safe for the present? " 

" Safe in the dungeons of Yenissari." 

" You tell me that this Maranoff still maintains his reputation 
at sword-play?" 

" In the army or out of it he has had no superior in my 
time." 

The Czar was gazing towards the avenue from one of the 
outhouse windows : " Here comes my handsome giant Yet he 
is not looking well." 

Paul Feodoreif stepped out of the shadow of the trees, en- 
tered the brick shed, and gazed around him with weary eyes ; 
then, perceiving the Emperor, he advanced and sank on his 
knees. 

" And here is our noble baron," said Menchikoff, 
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"So the moment has come," said Peter with grave sternness, 
'*for accuser and accused to stand face to face. Up," he 
continued kindly to the chamberlain, as Maranoif walked 
into the shed without a sword and guarded by four 
soldiers. 

No sooner had the men conducted their prisoner to within 
a few paces of the sovereign than they withdrew to the garden. 
The door was locked, and the Czar and Menchikoff, Sergius 
Maranoff and Paul Feodoreff remained together in the shed. 

" You stand here," said Menchikoff to the baron, " as a man 
charged with many crimes. Prepare at once to say what you 
can in your defence, for your accuser is present." 

" Who is my accuser? " 

"The servant of the late Prince Alexis." 

" In the worst that I have done, I might plead prompting 
from high sources and justification in many wajrs. Meanwhile, 
I suppose it would be vain of me to protest against my present 
degradation * ' 

"And that is?" interrupted the Czar. 

" That a man of my birth should have to answer accusations 
from such a quarter." 

"You took care," was the retort, "to stop forever the 
mouth of one of immeasurably higher birth than yours, who 
would have been a fatal witness against you, even for what was 
done before your culminating crime." 

Maranoff turned his eyes to the ground. 

" Come forward," said Menchikoff to Paul. 

And the chamberlain turned to the Czar: "Two months 
ago, a statement was made in your majesty's presence which 
served afterwards to bring about the condemnation of my dead 
master. I have, then, permission to make a statement in my 
turn?" 

Yes," answered the Emperor. 

My master is gone," said Paul, " and can suffer no second 
death by a revelation of the past. But some pity may be 
claimed for him when it is known how he was driven to his 
doom by selfish traitors. In the first days of our stay at St 
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llmo, a year since, the Czarewitch wrote certain letters — letters 
ddressed to men who have since died for what they were ac- 
used of. Those letters I intercepted, brought back to my 
laster, and implored him to destroy them. He promised to 

so, but his will was overruled by the woman who was the 
Qmpanion of his flight, and who entreated him to confide 
lem to herself for safer despatch. He yielded to her. The 
ftters went out a second time from Naples, but they were not 
mt to the men in Russia whose addresses they bore. They 
ere forwarded to Sergius Maranoff, then at Spa, even at the 
and of his majesty. This Maranoff possessed a duplicate seal 
hich had belonged to the Czarewitch, but which the woman 
jferred to had stolen from his highness and handed to her ac- 
Dmplice, now present. With the said seal he was enabled to 
pen the letters and to know their contents ; but he took care 
Dt to reveal them to the Czar, whose interests he had under- 
iken to serve. The stolen seal and the written confession for 
hat purpose it was used, were handed to me yesterday by this 
lan's female confederate." 

" And have been since last night in my possession," said the 
mperor, gloomily watching the livid face of the accused. 

'* I say," resumed Paul, " that this man retained the letters 
luded to from June last till March of this year, when he sent 
lem back to the woman. She, in her turn, came on to Russia 
rmed with the papers, which, for the sake of protecting her- 
;lf and her accomplice, she falsely declared had been in her 
ossession from the first." 

'* Can it be proved that I retained the letters as long as this 
lan states?" inquired Maranoff. 

" The Princess von Furstenberg saw them in his possession 

1 September last," said Paul ; " and I can produce the cou- 
er who took them back from Moscow to Berlin, from the male 
) the female betrayer, in February last." 

*' What more ? " said the Czar. 

" I have next to say that in January of this year, while at 
Ver, this man sent a letter written by himself in the forged 
and, sealed with the stolen seal, of my master, and ^dd\^'^&'^^ 
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to the fanatical priest Ivan Slonski, who was called upon, in no 
ambiguous terms, to murder his majesty. I stopped the 
courier and obtained possession of the letter, which I kept. I 
warned the courier for his life never to reveal what had become 
of the letter, never to be the bearer of another message from 
the same source. He had not long to keep his promise. He 
died by violence the same night, and his death can be traced 
to men in the employ of Sergius Maranoff. The poor man, 
nevertheless, had not implicated me with reference to the mes- 
sage he could not account for. He was merely suspected of 
knowing its contents ; his doom was accordingly sealed. A 
second message was forwarded by a different courier. That 
courier I was unable to stop. But from that hour my uneasi- 
ness had been aroused to the danger of enterprises in which 
my master's name, with or without his warrant, had been used. 
On the moment of my arrival in Moscow I kept eyes on Ivan 
Slonski ; and, if I may dare to say so, your majesty knows with 
what result." 

'' You saved my life," said the Czar, looking into the as- 
tounded eyes of Maranoff. 

The courier who took the second message I can produce.** 
And again, both first and second messages I possess. 
Well, Sergius Maranoff, your scheme was an elaborate one. 
You were ready to betray and murder Czar or Czarewitch as 
your interests might best be served. My son's letters were 
kept back while there remained a chance of the success of his 
revolt against me. To help that revolt, a lunatic priest who 
had once before aimed, to your knowledge, at my life, must be 
persuaded by means of a forged letter to assassinate me. My 
son was to succeed me on the throne ; he was to marry the 
woman who was in secret your own mistress, and through whom 
you hoped to rule him. Then, when this building from fairy- 
land toppled down, you sent for this mistress ; you goaded her 
on to betray the prince you had both deluded ; you were most 
eager in assisting at his torture by the knout ; and lastly, while 
ourself had cancelled the sentence of death and had inclined 
to mercyi you must dxa^v xJca ^cri^moi of the citadel away, 
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must send hired criminals to murder this chamberlain, and 
you succeed in murdering his master, my son. What can you 
say? Where were your murders to come to an end? Am I 
right in suspecting that you and your female accomplice in- 
dulged in another maniac dream? — that my Empress was to be 
assassinated, and her place to be supplied by this marvellous 
mistress of yours and my son's and of so many other lovers? " 

Maranoif remained silent. 

** Shall I go for the guard, your majesty ? " said Menchikoff. 

" We shall see," said the Emperor ; and he turned to Paul : 
" My good fellow, this man's three accomplices in the deed of 
this morning are dead. You have heard of the death of my 
ambassador Patkul. The pains which he suffered were pas* 
times, delights, compared to the horrors heaped upon these 
brutal murderers of the master you loved. Their corpses lie 
in the dungeons of Yenissari. Before midnight they will be 
burnt, and their ashes flung into the Neva. And now there 
remains the most infamous culprit of all." 

Maranoff's head fell on his breast, and the Czar continued, 
addressing the chamberlain : ** Let me say at once, that, in 
what I am about to propose, I make no account of this man's 
own desires in the fate that shall befall him. But I make ac- 
count of you. To you, who are still my creditor, I leave the 
decision on two alternatives. The villain standing here shall 
either suffer torments as far beyond comparison with those 
dealt out to his fellow-murderers, as theirs were with Patkul's ; 
or " 

He paused, and his three listeners gazed intently at him ; 
but he seemed to glide off abruptly : '* I understand that you 
accept the position of deathsman to one criminal ? " 

" I do, sire," said Paul with a start 

" You consider the position of justicer a sacred one in cases 
like these?" 

"Yes, majesty " 

" Then, my alternative is that you fight this man yourself." 

Paul fell upon his knees and gave forth a torrent of sounds 
without meaning, in the hopeless effort to convey his gratitude. 
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" Remember what is before you," said the Czar, looking 
down on him earnestly. '' I am assuming that you will fi^t 
with swords. I have heard it said within the last few minutei 
that, whether in the army or out of it, your adversary has no 
equal as a swordsman in Russia. And one thing more : if he 
escapes you, his life, at least, shall be spared." 

MaranoflPs whole frame shook. 

*' I see," continued the Czar, turning to him with a fflxixle, 
** that you agree to that You once refused to fight this man 
at the request of my son. I thought you would not hold back 
under present conditions. And indeed I have something else 
to say which could hardly have failed to banish the scruples 
you raised on the occasion in question. On the night when 
this poor servant saved me from the death to which you would 
have consigned me, I could not make him accept a reward. 
But, unknown to himself, in spite of himself, I have placed him 
in a rank more than equal to your own." 

"His patent of nobility as count has been formally exmdled," 
said Menchikoff. 

"Again," said the Czar, "neither of you wears a sword at 
this moment. I, the Sovereign of Russia, lend mine, and I stand 
by as the second of the preserver of my life." 

" And I shall be pleased to offer my services in like manner 
to one whom I formerly counted among my friends." 

Peter the Czar, and his most serene highness Prince Menchi- 
koff, drew their swords and handed them respectively to Pftnl 
Feodoreff and Sergius Maranoff. The room on this bright 
evening of summer was well lit up by the far from sunken sun. 
The floor was covered with sawdust. In regard to stature, 
Maranoff suffered of course from comparison with a man of 
the colossal build of his adversary. Yet he was fully six feet 
high, and strongly made. Many a time, moreover, he had 
fought for mere vanity to maintain his reputation as a swords- 
man ; here he was fighting under the mighty incentive of a 
struggle for a life unexpectedly guaranteed to him by the Czai 
himself, in the event of success. 

Paul, on the other hand^ was four inches taller than the man 
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ifxonting him. His bodily strength had never been fully 
:ed ; it was assuredly remarkable, and only equalled by his 
dvity ; but, apart from certain confused tales told by his 
rliest master, Viazemski, his powers of fence were unknown. 
le Czar, in the very moment of making the present strange 
^position, had looked with some misgiving at the drawn ^ce 
d haggard eyes of the chamberlain, and had only been rec- 
oiled to go on by the wild joy with which the o£Eer had 
en hailed. On the whole, however, Paul himself realized 
3t what was before him, though he saw only one aspect of 
t matter. His own life he now looked upon with plain, dry 
iifference. But if he perished, the man who had ruined and 
irdered his master, the man who had slain another and an 
rlier master of his, the man with the blackest of records in 
domains of crime, would seemingly go unpunished. These 
re the conditions, then, under which the quaintly suggested 
ht began. 

As they crossed their swords, the vast reach of Paul was in- 
.ntly apparent, and the Czar smiled. 

Maranoff tried one or two simple thrusts, as was frequently 
i manner in the outset of a duel. They were parried with 
iet ease. He took note of the utter absence of anxiety, the 
Imness of a despair with which present conditions had noth- 
I to do, in the giant's eyes. He attempted another and 
)re adroit pass ; it was once more put aside. This time he 
Light a flash of cool superiority in the glance which Paul cast 
him, and his brows knitted for a moment in an anxiety 
ich in its turn gave place to a dark resolution. He shot 
-ward stroke after stroke against the breast and throat of his 
versary ; once his blade made a rent in PauPs tunic ; but in 
[lieving thus much of success he slipped and fell ; and the 
I man, to the wonder, not unmingled with irritation, of the 
ar and Menchikoff, stood gently but guardedly by as his an- 
;onist rose. And now the giant began a tentative attack in 
J turn. His blows were in turn smilingly put away by Mara- 
ff. Paul's thrusts became a little more menacing ; but the 
Drter man did not lose his self-possession. He parried 



46o The Son of the Cxar. 

firmly ; indeed, as one lunge was dashed aside by him, it seemed 
as if the strong man's weapon had been almost twisted from 
his hand. The Czar looked grave ; the perspiration stood on 
MenchikofPs brow. 

Maranoff pressed forward with an air of malignant triumph ; 
Paul seemed to be forced back in helplessness, as the blows of 
his antagonist were aimed repeatedly at his chest, and parried 
with apparent difficulty. 

''And yet," said Menchikoff half aloud, ganng at MaranoS, 
'' I never knew of any one to stand so long against him." 

The baron paused, drew back, and lowered his point con- 
fidently. He seemed to be reserving himself for an overwhelm- 
ing onset And indeed, with a combined skill, rapidity and 
strength which in his own experience he had never known to 
fail, he aimed once for all at the centre of his opponent* i 
breast The sword of the murderer was beaten down as by 
a thunderbolt, PauPs weapon sped forward with all the force 
that the giant could lend it And without a groan, with his 
very heart's root split through, Maranoff sank to the floor. 

The Czar came forward with a joy in his eyes which broke 
through the reserved and mournful expression which his face 
had worn all day : 

" I was in fear," he said. " And yet something told me 
of what you were capable. He has met with kindlier justice 
than he deserved. Still, I thank God for this." 

Paul knelt and presented the sword. 

" No," said the Czar ; " keep it And," he continued, with 
a strange and sudden tenderness in his voice and eyes, ''I 
would add something of a kind wish with it My d3ring son 
kissed you ; let me kiss you too. Menchikoff, let that carrion 
be taken to the dungeons across the river and be burnt to ashes 
with the other remains. I may see you soon again, good 
fellow. I am glad I have left it to you to avenge your master." 

Paul turned away with a remarkable smile and left the palace. 

It was nearly ten o'clock that night, and the darkness had 
for some time set in. Eupfaxosyne Feodoreff was in her small 
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sitting-room. On the centre of the table was a burning lamp, 
surrounded by meats and fruits in season, and wines and 
sweets, and all the adjuncts of a dainty supper. She had had 
many callers during the day to commune with her on the death 
of the Czarewitch, of which she had been apprised as early as 
most people. Some had thought proper to condole with her, 
and had embarrassed her and made her a little weary. 
Others had favored her with their conviction that her brother, 
in his intemperate devotion to the prince, could not be al- 
lowed to survive him long ; and in that view of the subject the 
affectionate sister had been more interested. She remembered 
too well Paul's threats against herself, if her plot to destroy the 
Czarewitch succeeded. In her interview with the neighboring 
apothecary on the previous day, she had gained all the infor- 
mation she thought needful. Never without suspicion, having 
only a faint hope that Paul might be cut off by Maranoff s 
agency at present, and now specially on guard against the 
worst that he could do, she had made arrangements, in certain 
unlikely eventualities, with the man of medicine, who chanced 
to have been in confidential intercourse with Maranoff and 
herself for some weeks past Of the apothecary's absence 
from home she was unaware. 

The circumstances attending the death of Alexis, and the 
momentous events that had succeeded, were as little known to 
her as to every one else, except those in immediate relations 
with the Czar. One thing gave her supreme relief, and 
nerved her in resolution to take her own part. The removal 
of the Czarewitch had freed herself at least from dangers which 
even the importunate intervention and tardy revelations of her 
brother would have no power to revive. And so, with mind at 
ease and strengthened, she awaited in impatience the arrival 
of this night's invited guest, who happened to be Tolstoi'. 

The bell of a near church, which she had that day attended 
with some women friends to pray for the repose of the Czare- 
witch, struck ten. There came a knock at the outer door, the 
admission of a visitor, a hurried step along the passage. She 
rose with eager eyes and flushed fkce from her couch. The 
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door opened and shut again ; and her bxodier stood before 
her. 

Her alarm was under control, but she was not quite able to 
conceal her disappointment. 

" You did not expect me ? " he suggested. 

After an inward struggle, she answered him firmly, and with 
some effrontery : 

" It will be inconvenient to have you face to face just now 
with those whom I do expect." 

" Maranoff, for instance ? " 

<'Yes; we'll say Maranoff/' she rejoined unhesitatingly. 

He looked at her searchingly for a moment 

" I agree with you," he said, and glanced at the table. " I 
have never before asked you for hospitality. To-night I'll do 
so. Will you give me a glass of wine ? " 

Though disconcerted by his composure she complied. 

"This is gracious of you. But fill one for yourself; yoa 
may need it." 

Her uneasiness increased, but she obeyed again. 

" Of course you would soon hear of the prince's death ? " 
he went on. 

** Before noon." 

Paul again looked at the table. 

" You have certainly had time to recover. Then you have 
heard nothing more ? " 

" Nothing." 

" I am glad your spirits enable you to bear up ao bravely 
against ill news ; for I fear I'll have to give you another shock 
or so." 

''Out with what you have to say at once," cried she in 
peevish anxiety. 

"The Czarewitch was murdered," said Paul steadily; 
" murdered, as advised by you ; murdered before my eyes. I 
was able to denounce the assassins by name. They were at 
once arrested by order of the Czar. Among them, of coorae, 
was Maranofif; and the letter in which joa p iompt e d the 
crime has been fcmid xs^onYsLm:' 
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'* She fell back half fainting on the couch. Paul looked at 
her for an instant, went to the door, and called to the woman 
of the house. He pointed hurriedly to the prostrate figure on 
the couch, and drew the woman out of the room. 

''I fear my sister is very ill. It is no slight attack, in 
which your help or mine would be of use. Go for the nearest 
apothecary." 

" With God's help, at once." 

" Stay. The one close at hand is gone. You will need to 
go further. Of course. Til wait here." 

The woman went out, and he turned back into the room. 
Euphrosyne had risen. 

" Up again already ? Your spirits are wonderful. But you 
will claim little credit for that. You remember the Czar's 
promise of indemnity." 

" I heard you whispering," said she, " to the woman of the 
house. Why have you sent her away ? " 

" Calm yourself ; go back to your seat ; I have not done." 

"Why did you send that woman out?" reiterated Eu- 
phrosyne. 

Paul stood up : " The Czar has indeed promised not to 
bring you to justice, by himself or any of his officers, but he 
leaves you in my hands." 

With a glance, half astonished, at the jewelled sword he 
wore, she fell on her knees and cried : ** I know what is in 
store for me at such hands as yours. But in the name of 
Christ and His mother and all the angels and martyrs, do not 
spill my blood." 

" Get up." 

"Kill me, I know you will. I cannot blame you. But 
again I implore you not to shed my blood." 

" You are prepared to die then ? " 

" I am. Lord have mercy on me ! " 

Paul smiled : " I swear to you solemnly that Til not shed 
your blood. Still you shall die." 

The light of meaning in his eyes appeared to her intensified 
by the gleam of insanity. She rose and drew a little awa^. 
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He took a phial from his pocket and filled a wineglass haU 
emptied by Euphrosyne a little previously. Then he ap- 
proached her. 

" Why did I send the woman away, you asked just now ? I 
wanted to speak to you without witnesses, for the last time." 

She glanced at the drink, and thought it prudent stiU to 
affect more terror than she felt 

" For the last time ? " she repeated. 

" Drink this." 

With a low cry, with trembling hands, with an imploring look 
and every sign of terror, she took the glass and drank its con- 
tents. 

" Do you know what you have drunk ? " asked Paul with a 
smile. 

" What I have drunk ? knotting that it is from you, and 
given under what circumstances, and in view of your hatred 
of me from the first, how can I be otherwise than sure that it is 
a mortal poison ? " 

"You liar, you devil ! Do you think Tm not aware of your 
confidences with the rascally quack who sold me this ? " 

" Confidences ! " 

" You told him what you had to fear from me, and he and 
you had your laugh, no doubt, when he reassured you with 
the information that he had cheated me with a harmless 
draught." 

" What is your real purpose against me ? " 

" You were not to be afraid of its effect — the effect abtady 
in progress." 

" My God ! " 

" You were to drink it without fear ; I was to fly under the 
delusion that I had poisoned you ; and your confederate was 
to reappear and watch over you till the time came for your 
waking." 

" Then why have you given it to me ? " demanded the 
woman, multiplying her exclamations and questions with a 
vague but ever deepening alarm. 

Paul looked de\iibeiaX^\^ *m\o Vl^i «<)«iv "Immt be brieL 
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I warned you long since that, if you were successful in your 
aim of destroying the Czarewitch, you must be prepared for the 
worst that I could do against you." 

" God in Heaven, what is hanging over me ? " 

'' You shall first have a proof of how I keep my word towards 
your accomplices; then leam what is in store for yourself. 
The sword you look at so frequently is a gift from the father 
of the prince whose murder lies at your door. Do you know 
what it was last used for ? " 

" What ? *' she gasped. 

" After fair fight, under the eyes of the Czar himself, it was 
drawn by me out of the dead body of Maranoff four hours 
ago." 

She stared in wild perplexity at the speaker, but clearly with 
no thought of her slain lover.' 

" And now as to my vengeance on you. I think that some 
mysterious prompting whispers it at your heart already " 

" No ; I cannot think what " 

"You sent me money yesterday to buy poison for the 
prince. The money has not been wasted. It has procured 
the means of your own death : it shall be employed for your 
burial." 

" You wretch, you devil, say what you mean." 

"You have drunk the potion. It is taking effect The 
sleeper shall be treated as dead. In coming out of your trance 
you will find no confederate at hand to relieve you. I shall 
stand by till the seeming corpse is borne from here. You will 
wake once more, but it will be in your grave." 

She sprang up from the table and clutched a knife. He 
struck it from her hand. She tore at him, and attempted to 
bite him, all the while uttering unearthly shrieks. At length 
she stood straight up, fixed one long look upon him, a look 
appalling in its combined rage, anguish, hopelessness and hor- 
ror, and fell to the floor. 

He lifted her and placed her on the couch. He was cold, 
and his face was white, notwithstanding the exertion she had 

forced him to. 

30 » 
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Five minutes later an apothecary entered, and at once pro- 
nounced Euphrosyne dead from apoplexy. 

Paul took upon himself every responsibility. He would re- 
main to see the last of his poor sister, thus making amends, as 
was readily acknowledged, for his variance with her during 
life. With incredible despatch he had a coffin provided early 
next morning, and as the weather continued sunny, and even 
hot, he thought it advisable to bury her on the following day. 

This was done. 

Paul paid the woman of the house for all her attention, and 
took leave of her. 

Within twelve hours, the apothecary of the immediate 
neighborhood returned home, heard of the death and funeral 
of Euphrosyne, and was terrified out of all pretence of discre- 
tion. He hurried to the authorities of the church where the 
burial had taken place, obtained an order for the unsealing of 
the little vault secured by Paul, and had the coffin opened in 
the presence of bystanders, who included two veiled ladies 
from the Court and a gentleman of still more exalted rank ac- 
companying them. 

The onlookers recoiled. 

The woman's body lay partially sideways. What could be 
seen of the face was of an empurpled black ; the upper part of 
the shroud was heavy with blood. 

Euphrosyne had not been dead more than six hours. She 
had awakened at the appointed time from the efifects of the 
draught ; had awakened, as warned by her relentless brother, 
knowing where she was. And in the agony of unutterable des- 
pair had tossed about in her narrow bed, and sunk her teeth 
in her arm, and gnawn the flesh to the bone, and died at last 
of suffocation. 

On the 27 th of June, the body of Alexis had been borne 
across the Neva from the Bastion Troubetzko'i, and laid in 
state in the Cathedral of the Holy Trinity, that the people 
might kiss his hands and take their last look of Mm. Ail were 
admitted. And on the night of the 29th, a very tall man, with 
a muffled face and tiit ^\joo\k\T^^ %^\\. ^1 one either advanced in 
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years or weighed down with illness, contrived to secrete him- 
self in the edifice after the doors had been closed to the 
public. 

Early next morning Menchikoff, accompanied by the Czar 
himself, entered the cathedral, and perceived a priest bend- 
ing over a figure stretched at the foot of the Crown Prince's 
coffin. The Emperor strode forward, gave one glance; and he 
and Menchikoff looked at each other. 

In the large form, with the right hand grasping a splendid 
sword, they recognized the corpse of Paul Feodoreff. No mark 
of violence was found upon him. The suggestion of poison was 
deemed now, and proved afterwards, untenable. But an ex- 
amination of the face, worn with an all-corroding sorrow which 
the finger of death itself was powerless to smooth over, might 
have told a tale which hearts faithful to the end could alone 
interpret. 

Towards evening of the 30th of June the body of the Czare- 
witch was taken back for the last time to the Isle of Yenissari. 
He was buried with his wife Charlotte. And the discontent 
and agitation for which his name had so long been a signal 
seemed to have sunk dead in the coffin that held his re- 
mains. 

At home, civil strife had thus been quelled at a formidable 
cost. 

Before the end of the same year, came news of the killing, 
by a chance ball, of Charles the Twelfth of Sweden. 

Abroad, the one man who, for a time, seemed to have held 
the Russian empire within his grasp was removed for ever 
from the path of Peter the Great 



THE END. 
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